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PREFACE, 


——~— 
Tue swift sledge was speeding onward through the decades, ever keeping 
abreast of the times, flew they never so fast. ‘ ft 


When men saw it flash and glitter in the sun, they hailed it with a shout of 
delight, and laughed aloud with mirth at the sight of it, _ 

Suddenly the piercing, far-seeing eye of its driver caught sight of a moving speck, pursued 
by a more-swiftly moving mass. Sie, 

A lady in distress !” 

It was too true! The wolves had almost come up with her: she was about to sink with 
exhaustion, 

Quick as light, Fun guided the fleet and well-trained horses; and, as he whirled past, 
seized, rapidly but tenderly, the sinking’ form, and swept it into the sledge. With howls 
of baffled hunger, the savage pack pursued the flying equipage in vain. In a few moments 
the brutes were out of sight. 

“ Who was the Lady?” Her name was LIGHT-HEARTEDNESS. 

“ What breed of Wolves were they?” They were of the fiercest and most ravenous of all 

breeds: they were known as the CARES and 
WORRIES of LIFE. 
el a “ What was the sld——”" But surely you 
need not ask ¢hat / 
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Tue pale gold of the woodbine shed a Welsh 
rarebitty glow over the classic features of Mr. 
Fun as he passed through the — ch o' 
his palatial country residence. Gaily the jester 
whistled as he sauntered towards a flowery mead, 
Pleasantly he smiled at the liver-worts and fungi 
of gorgeous hue that adorned the cottage roofs. 

** This mead is delightfully green and pastoral,” 
warbled the mirthmaker, ‘‘ what care I that my 
calves have been torn by brambles? Hark! 

reverentially to that sweet 


more toothsome dish—prime sirloin of beef, or delicate forequarter of lamb?” Here the jester pana and after im 


new-mown hay with the scent of a rare cigar, laughingly continued, ‘‘ Nature and Art must go merrily 


in-hand,” and 


gooseberries could scarce contain themselves from bursting their hairy husks as he announced to the world the 


oenres 


“FORTY-SECOND VOLUME OF THE NEW SERIES OF “FUN.” 
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Coote and her company 
(comprising such promi- 
nent artists as Messrs. E, 
W. Royce, F. Storey, and 
H, Parker, and Miss F. 
Robina), appeared there 
last week in comedy and 
burlesque ; and this week 
Cuerry powm on mis LicKk—AnN OBJECT FoR Miss Violet Cameron, 
Cusery-Ty. Miss Kate Monroe, and 
others from the Comedy, are appearing in Boccaccio, In a week or two 
Mr. C, Collette takes a turn with 77 he Colonel, and so on until Septem- 
ber, when Mr, C, Wilmot commences his regular autumn season, 





AG 


Miss Coors is an established favourite of mine as a burlesque artist. 
I don’t think she is quite so good as she thinks she is, mind you, for she 
is strongly given to overact everything she touches; but she is exactly 
the right shape, and as straight as a dart in her stockings. She looks 
very pretty in a light wig (your light wig is a great beautifier, mark you) ; 
she can sing, and she dances with exceptional expertness and originality ; 
she has all the necessary ‘‘ go” too, but she has one large-sized, double- 
extra, three-ply fault—she is so over-anxious to make her “points,” 
that she spoils them right and left; frequently she keeps us waiting for 
a word, or part of a word, so long that we have found it out for our- 
selves, it, and done witb it long before she gives it to us, by which 
time it is too stale, and we don’t care twopence about it. For all that, 
I hope that nasty gash I saw her give her arm is better by this time. 


Tue funniest thing I saw in that burlesque was the handing up ofa 
small bouquet (evidently ‘clubbed together” for by the leader of the 
orchestra and one of the attendants) to a large female person in black, 
who smiled too much, and gabbled unintelligibly through some twenty 
lines in the course of the evening. I suppose it was a prize for incom- 
petency—she said she was ‘* bad” herself, 


Tur Comepy.—Mr, Sydney Grundy’s clever piece, Zhe Silver Shield, 
produced tentatively at Strand last month, has been placed in the 





bill here on the occasion of Miss Violet Melnotte assuming the 
governmental reins of the establishment. That Mr. Grundy’s play is a 

play, and good literature too, I am firmly of opinion; but for all 
at, there are certain “‘ sensitivenesses”’ in it that have not been suffi- 
ciently regarded, I think. In the first place, The Comedy is not the 
theatre for it ; it is a house of certain traditions which attracted a cer- 
tain clientile, and The Silver Shield is rather too earnest work for them. 
Then three out of the four parts which have changed hands since the 
matinée suffer by it—con- 
siderably. They each re- 
quire delicate handling 
too. There is not much 
that is offensive either in 
Mr. Percy Compton’s 
Dr. Dozey (which is of 
too low-comedy a tinge, 
and wanting in observa- 
tion), or Miss M. Davis's 
Mrs. (which is 
wan in colour), but 
they not do after the 
finished ances of 
Mr. Barrington and Mrs. L 
Murray; and Mr, Arthur 
Roberts’ facial and phy- 
sical contortions (comical 
enough in themselves, I 

), enable him to 
e but a show 
after the essentially characteristic performance of Mr. Groves. 





Tue Granp —Beav-catcny, ou! 





Tuese are drawbacks which I am afraid will have serious effects | 
upon the fortunes of the play, which, if I am right. is more than a1 ity ; 





than those of Miss Amy Roselle and Miss Kate Rorke have not graced 
the vif agg mw There is a delightful piquancy about the 
i skill and finish with which the former lady impersonates the 

pes prt human Alma Blake with all her varying phases and moods, 
there is scarcely any height to which a young actress like Miss 
Rorke may not hope to reach after the truth and intensity shown by her 
in the second act—a scene, by-the-way, which Mr. Grundy has 
ed with signal cleverness. Mr. Beauchamp repeated his ad- 

mirable performance of Sir Humphrey. Mr. Percy Lyndal follows Mr, 
Herbert with an excellent rendering of Ned, and Mr. Arthur Dacre 
reappears as Tom Porter—rather improved, I think, on the whole. 
There is a tendency to slowness all round, but a few nights’ performance 
will no doubt remove that fault. 


Nops AND WinKs.—Messrs, R. South and F, Evered are giving a 
drawing-room entertainment, called Mirth and Music, at the Egyptian 
Hall just now. South in the West! Who ever heard or Evered of such 
a thing? The amusement is of a somewhat mild order, but I've seen 
worse, and—yes—I’ve seen a good deal better.—A mew journal of 
amusement entitled Gaiety, and having a comprehensive programme, 
will make its bow next week, under the editorial sway of Mr. G. W. 
Plant, late editor of Society. NESTOR, 











THE PROPER TRAINING. 


[University College Hospital, London, W.C., June 11th, 1885. Dear Sir,— 
Your information is quite correct. We do not receive probationers who are not 
members of the Church of England. Yours faithfully, Ceciita, Sister Superior.”"— 
Reply to an astonished question.—See Daily Paper.) 

Ou, Rose is the maiden inspiring my verse, — 
Her papa was a worthy newsagent and statiocer ; 
And she wanted to go as an hospital nurse, 
So they managed to get her a berth as probationer, 
And where she was fixed was the very best place 
To trust a relation, or cheerfully risk a pal ; 
For ’twas plainer, perhaps, than the nose on my face 
That her method and training were strictly episcopal. 


She was wholly au fait with her national church 
And its least sacerdotal symbolical mystery ; 
And you’d find yourself rapidly left in the lurch 
If you touched upon its, and collateral, history. 
She’d give you Hegesippus, Warnefried, Bede, 
Calixtus, Theophanes, Rome’s penitentiaries ; 
And, if you permitted the action, proceed 
To quote by the page from the Magdeburg Centuries, 


She knew all the points that a service revealed, 
Which details were casual, which were habitual ; 
She knew Edward’s rubric that wasn’t repealed, 
And every turn of the Anglican Ritual. 
Her “‘ Ancient and Modern” she knew upside down, 
And held other hymnals a sort of enormity ; 
And always assumed an incredulous frown 
At any allusion to low Nonconformity. 


In vestmental lore she stood every test, 

Told what ceremonials furnished the cue for them— 
The Chasuble, Maniple, Stole, and the rest— 

And stated each season’s appropriate hue for them. 
Her knowledge was such as but few people shared 

(Our Rose would remark, with excusable vanity) ; 
And no one, I’m sure, could be better prepared 

To cope with the physical ills of humanity. 


With doses of Wycliffe she’d fevers allay, 
She treated the measles (her system to test it sure) 
By giving canonicals six times a day, 
And she bound broken limbs with the Right of Investiture. 
Whenever emetics by chance were required, 
She doled them out Wesley or Spurgeon in particles ; 
The asthma she dealt with by writings inspired, 
And treated rheumatics with Thirty-nine Articles. 


The patients who found themselves under her sway 
Made wonderful progress and speedy recovery, 
For none of them stopped with her more than a day, 
Ere winging their flight with rapidity plovery. 
The fame of her treatment was noised through the land, 
Till they came and they praised her with beaming urbanity, 
And persuasively led little Rose by the hand— 


To a cell in a Home for the cure of insanity ! 














Mr, DAvirTT is writing a new book of prison'life. It will be interest- 
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“The Agreement ;” or, Fighting Made Hasy, 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


AND could not the arrangement be arranged, 
And did it come to nothing after all? 

‘* Assurances specific must we have, 

Before we will consent to undertake : 

The risks and cares of office.” So they said, 

But after manifold palaverings, 

Negotiation and much mystery, 

And writing confidential messages 

Intended to salute the public eye, 

They seemed to find that what they could not get 
Might very probably be done without, 

And, gath’ring up the reins of government, 
Just let assurances specific slide. 

Good reader, ponder o’er these incidents, 
And take their fruitful lesson to thy heart, 

If thou perchance may’st be a little boy, 
Consider how absurd it is to say 

To him that is a bigger boy than thou, 

‘* Supposing that I smite thee on the mouth, 

I prithee stake thy davy unto me 

That thou wilt neither strive to turn the blow, 
Nor in reply to hit meon the nose ;” yaad | 
Becausé, good reader, he that hath the power | 
Don’t feel disposed to make rash promises, | 
And can’t a-bear to be dictated to. | 
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The Human Noah’s Ark. 


[At a recent fancy ball, in Paris, the guests appeared representing 
birds, beasts, and fishes ] 


IF the enterprising Briton 
Should take pattern of *‘ Mossoo,” 
Doubtless he would quickly hit on 
Fauna for his human Zoo, 


A water wag-tail would come handy 
For Sir Wilfrid Lawson’s guise ; 

As a chaff-finch Master Randy 
Would not cause the least surprise. 

If our Gladdy should be dressed ia 
Kingly lion’s tawny hide, 

Ashmead-Bartlett’s form, compressed in 
Badger, should be by his side, 


Tories all as Fae day should go there, 




























































Nor should their policy be missed ; 
This a Dodo, then, could show there, 









For they both no more exist ! 





MotrTo picked up at South Kensington,—Necessity is the 


Young T, Cadi/y.—* Aun! HOW D'ye DO, Miss Prettypert? ‘Our 
ON THE ROCKS WHEN THE Tipe 1s Low.’ LOOKING FOR ME, EH?” 

Miss P.—“ NoT BXACTLY. I WAS LOOKING FOR UNCOMMON OBJECTS 
OF THE SEA SHORE,” 





mother of Inventions Exhibition. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FRIDAY, June, 19.—Salisbury’s hat shows signs of wear and tear at 
the |\brim. Been returning so many salutations lately. Shall call him 
the lord of raising his Hat-field, if it goes on much lorger, Politicians 
hang about him like little boys round newly arrived railway passengers, 
only instead of ‘Carry your portmanteau?” it’s *‘ Carry one of your 
portfolios, my lord?” But those gentlemen rather uneasy. Negotia- 
tions between Hatfield and Windsor not all serene. Instead of Hat- 
field proccedings, rumour speaks of Hi/chin proceedings. Salisbury 
wants pledge that other side will refrain from factious opposition. Tory 
party have for past five years set such a glorious example of that sort of 
thing. Liberals on the other hand say, how can beer and whisky 
party “‘take the pledge?” Very well, says Cecil. It’s Cecily ar- 
ranged, And while Whigs say to Gladstone, ‘‘Keep your seat, 
William,” Salisbury say to the Upper House, ‘‘ Keep your Seats’ Bill.” 
Commons,—Gay and festive Randy off to Ascot, sends S in 
just to look after the shop while he’s eam 1 No real trade doi 
while business changing hands, says Randy, Gladdy reports deadlock, 
and the Speaker joyfully informs the House he has received a letter 
from an absent friend—the dismembered member for Northampton. 
Tuesday 23rd.—Granville announces Salisbury gone to Windsor, and 
Tories accepted office—that is, in the game of political chess, have 
brought up their Queen—castled—and given their opponents a temporary 





check. Lord Denman moves second reading of suffering woman’s Suf- 
frage Bill. Ungallant lords too busy to bother about the ladies just now. 


Commons.—Hitch arranged. Conservatives can scarcely restrain them- 





selves fron ing over table to benches on Speaker's right, but con- 


| You will do well to haste and try them, you can’t do better ‘cept to buy 


tent themselves with humming “ We shall soon be at home over there!” 
Ashmead-Bartlett going to be Civil Lord of Admiralty. Well, nota 
a bad stroke, says Gladdy, to make that man civil—anything. ‘‘ Jesse, 
the flower of” Ipswich, afraid Medical Relief Disqualification Bill 
going to be shelved. Re-assured by Premier, ‘‘ For this Relief much 
thanks.” Parish patients impatient of disqualification. 

Wednesday,—At last! See us reverse. Opposition side becomes 
Ministerialist, and wice versd. Parnellites, however, remain below 
Opposition gangway. Liberals have to sit on camp-stools and each 
other’s knees. Mission of the Parnell party to block the gangway in 
more senses than one. New writs issued for Ministerial seats. Sorry 
to lose Sir Stafford—Libs, quite as much as the others, Firm fiiend— 
generous foe, 

Thursday.— Deadlock opened in both Houses, and both adjourned to 








uly 6, new writs. Lewisham gets a Legge up. Eye is now 
ye-open, A. B. hy, oem Ol Civil Lord—reward of merit, Play up, 
Conservative be the result of consistently and unmanner 
badgering a Man ! 
=— — —= 
Stoves! Oil Stoves! 


ALL sorts and sizes you may find, and sure to find one to your mind, 
to cook your meat, to boil your pot, to serve for one, to serve a lot— 
oil cooking stoves! The best you see, to warm or cook efficiently, at 
home, abroad, in tents, on hills, most *‘ ripping ” are the ** Rippingille oS 





them ! 
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FUN’S THEATRICAL “PAGES.” 
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ENICKNAOKS, 
Ir it isn’t asking too much, perhaps the police will give an eye to 
the proceedings the beer-sodden, gin-rpickled sot who abe 
and loaf t the Euston at night, 
in quest of prey, and who are a terror 


to all women, and 


elderly men who to 
ater hee a Saeee 


Abdi is . cold, Ra world indeed. 
is so frequently frozen out sharply. 
Eighteen talented, capable murderers nave 
been sentenced to death by the Assize 
Court of the Seine. The ‘‘ extenuating 
circumstances ” mania has died out, 


f 





A DREADFULLY wicked, atrocious, im- 
becile fellow who threw a stene or twoat a 
window of pious William’s Palace, Unter 
den Linden, has escaped with the absurdly 
light sentence of eighteen months’ im- 
prisonment. This trivial punishment for 
a terrible crime is due to the exceeding 
mercy of the forgiving German Emperor. 





Tue lawis very severe at times on well-meaning folk. A blacksmith 
the other day found that his wife absolutely refused to obey him. 
Therefore, considering she stood in need of wholesome correction, he 
flourished a knife about her neck with the dexterity of a juggler; 
cleverly executing at the same time a mazurka on her vitals. The poor 
fellow, who asserted that he only wished to make his wife keep her mar- 
triage vows of obedience, is now undergoing six weeks’ hard labour for 
asserting his legal authority. Again, an unfortunate young fellow 
recently whipped his two-and-a-half year old son for repeated acts of 
gross disobedience ; the baby would persist in sucking his fingers after 
being ordered to desist. Acting on wise Solomon’s advice, this father 
did not spare the rod, for he flogged the child till his tiny body was 
literally covered with cuts and bruises. The law has effectually pre- 
vented this well-meaning father from correcting his own baby for three 
months to come. Hard lines! that baby may turn out a confirmed 
scamp by the time the parent regains his liberty. 


THE head-master of a Board-school has allowed us to read over some 
of his pupils’ essays ‘*On Eminent Statesman.” Most of the com- 
positions were more or less amusing ; but we copied one by a promising 
youth, aged 11, headed * Lord Salisbury.” Here it is verbatim :— 
‘‘This nobbelman wallers in wealth, but is fond of makin’ his own 
medsines, seedlitz powders, blakdraffs and sechlike, bein’ also bald, 
round-shouldered, and a weighin’ sixteen stun, This nobbelman in his 
young days quarrell much with his father, which is not onusual, I do 
that myself, I hope though his father didn't give this nobbelman the 
strap like my father do me. But even if he did, Lord Salisbury was a 
fat boy, and the strap and the cane does not hurt fat boys as much as 
lean, becos their nerveses is thicker covered. Onfortunately I am a 
lean boy.—Signed, D Hamsy.” 


WE moan about bad times, and assert that everybody is drifting to- 
wards ruin, and that everything is going to smash, Yet two thousand 
pounds could be spent in providing the lunch given at the Guildhall on 
Monday, when that inestimable boon, the freedom of the City of London, 
was presented to Prince Albert Victor. The dejected poverty of the 
mass of the nation is truly really appalling, however. Only one million 
of people have been able (up to now) to find means to visit the *‘ Inven- 
tories,” and enjoy themselves lavishly and merrily. 


IRISHMEN do not love a row more fervently than Spaniards. Because 
the Spanish government announced in a paternal way the existence of 
cholera in Madrid, the hot blood of the inhabitants boiled with indigna- 
tion at the insult put upon them, Excited beyond bounds at the impu- 
dence displayed by the authorities, and the cholera ; they eased their 
choler by attacking the Civil Guards, In the me/ée that ensued two 
men were killed and eleven persons seriously injured. Most of the rioters 
will now keep quiet until the Madrid cholera tournament is in full swing ; 
then they will break out and kick up a bother because the authorities 
oF not give them an earlier notice of the approach of the fearful 
epidemic, ——- 

**GAOLs !” grunted a North Queensland pioneer to a questioner, ‘we 
ain’t got no gaols up in the bush. When we gits hold on a nigger worts 
done anythin’ wrong we jist ties him up to a tree till he’s examined.” 
‘*But who examines him?” asked the questioner. ‘‘ The chum wort 
cuts him down, and the chums wort burys him,” drily replied the 





| N. Q. P. blowing out a heavy cloud of tobacco smoke and sighing con- 


NEGLECTED INTERESTS. 

( The dourgeoisie of Madrid are furious with the Spanish government for telling 
the truth about the presence of Asiatic cholera in the capital. They think it is the 
chief business of the administration to say nothing which can frighten away their 
The government, it is said, have made the announcement for 


customers, . * . 

political reasons.” —V; .] 
Now whether his conduct took rise 
(As many, with palpable reason, surmise) 
From the sorriest ignorance under the sun, 
Or wholly mistaken conception of fan ; 


Or whether the germ, or inception, or bud 
Of latent insanity lurked in his blood 
(Which others consider his conduct implied), 
Remains an enigma, and hard to decide. 


Some fancied he did it that people might say :— 
**Observe him! He acts in a singular way ! 
Perhaps he’s a poet! No doubt we shall find 
He isn’t a person of commonplace mind !” 


But he didn’t behave as a citizen who 
Respects his position should certainly do ; 

His conduct was such as would hardly beseem 
A modern—original in the extreme ! 


Pursuing its grim and inconsequent way, 

That nuisance, the cholera, got him one day ; 
On getting an inkling of which, in a trice 

The neighbours came calling to give him advice. 


The first was a statesman, as wise as could be : 
** And now that the cholera’s got you,” said he, 
** Of course you will act, in your critical state, 
As wholesome political reasons dictate?” 


The next was a trader; he said, if you please :— 

** And so you’ve contracted this awkward disease? 

Of course your arrangements will simple be made 

With an eye to the good, and advancement, of trade?” 


The third was a lawyer: he pointed with tact 
The way that a cholera patient could act, 
Whose natural leaning exclusively saw 

The good and the glory of lawyers and law. 


The martial commander, the nautical chief, 
The tinker, the tailor, the hboy, the thief, 
Came in in succession, ly went through 
The things that a cholera patient should do, 


Our reflected, and calmly surveyed 

Ths Kecete ll prleclions Aaioanded te Tale, 
itics, thieving, the navy, the 

the rest of the interests noted just now ; 


And then—it behoves me to tell you the fact— 
Such a curious way for a creature to act |— 

He settled to do, in his critical state 

As the needs of a cholera patient dictate | 


It’s painful indeed ; but I have it to tell— 
He sent for a doctor and got himself well, 
Ignoring and leaving to wither and fade 

e claims of diplomacy, lawyers, and trade | 


Oh, well may it stagger the mind with amaze 
So coarse a departure from civilised ways |! 
All over the world it created a hum : 


But Europe was paralysed—petrified—dumb, 


Buoyed Up, 
AT Lord R. Churchill, who is six of age, 
ult Tozer Raa Se > imal 
Tuts Conservative paper makes haste to d 
The notion that Randolph is but “‘a mere boy |” 
But the notion, to check which, this Tory sheet craves, 
Is borne out by the way that young Churchill behaves ; 
But still ‘twill afford some a measure of joy, 
Lord R.’s merely b(ujoy-ant—and not ‘‘a mere boy.” 








AN expert says, “‘ A young swell, asking for a ‘nip’ at a West-end 








restaurant, gets a very palatable and inocuous spirit,” The expert has 
: he name of the restaurant This is sell ‘D. very selfish, 


































































RATHER A WASTE! 


(The policeman who skilfully bound up a poor woman's 
Another valuable addition to ther accom 


little medical knewledge. 
Dispatch.) 


s leg the other day, &c., &c. 
plishments would be afforded by as 


Policemen would be ar more useful than they are it they were trained in a 
light course of training in fire-brigade practice,” &c., &c.— 
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And you have a Metropolitan Policeman. 
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H FROM THE COAST. CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
HERE isn’t a doubt of it, THE PROCESS OF EVOLUTION, 
Editor mine, First ForeicN Power. Ah, that’s all right. At last we shall be 
The weather's uncom: | ape to call our souls our own without being domineered over by the 
monly warm ; ‘‘ Naval Supremacy of Britain,” The British Fleet is going to indulge 
So to scuttle away to the | i, « Fyolutions "—actually going to venture on the sea ! 
sand and the brine Seconp F. P. Yes, so.I hear. 7Zzat's all right, then. We need 
Is just as much sense aS | 1+ build any more torpedo-boats—they’re superfluous, 
good form, . * * * * + 
To bathe, and to stroll, and Tue Lorps OF THE ADMIRALTY, Come, Mr, Shipbuilder; we’re 


get thoroughly brown iti ; i d you haven’t delivered those new 
As you lie on your back — : —_— the evolutions, and y 
in the sun, SHIPBUILDER. Oh, all right. We couldn’t find any paper thin 
Is better by far than re- enovgh for the hulls, so we had to order some to be made specially. 
maining in town diti Ah, here’s the special tissue paper just arrived. We've only got to 
And eternally editing | stiffen it with gum arabic and get the glue hot. 
FOUN, * * * wy * + 
been Bt First Lorp oF ADMIRALTY, Good morning, Mr. Neptune, sir. 
The place where I'm stay: | Ah we are about to practise some evolution of the—ah—British Fleet on 





pe ing is passingly dull, a grand scale, It is to be a spectacle such as will strike the world with 
wut i s suited exactly to me ; awe and amazement. The naval supremacy of Britain is to be exem- 
There's nothing about but an elderly gull, plified in a manner which will conclusively prove that—a—in fact— 
And the rocks, and the sand, and the sea. NEPTUNE, That Britannia Rules the Waves, eh? : 
We live upon mussels, and lobsters, and soles © First L. or A. Exactly—a most happy phrase—only I just called in 
(Or beet, by commmene’ greet, : to ask you, as a particular favour to Great Britain, not to allow any 
We've a post twice a week (when they bring round the coals), cinta ae Uae commie 
And there isn't a band in the place. Neptune, ‘*No waves?” Why, shiver my timbers, I thought you'd 


like me to stir up the ocean a bit, just to show off the sailing qualities 


So you who reside in the worrying world, of the British ships. Why Rodney, and Benbow, and Nelson, always 





Afar from “‘ apartments” and * views ;” . 8 pret 
And the shore where the sea has for centuries curled psec 2p Fie a. —— and a handful o' white horses when 
ge beet oS cee he on First L. or A. Ah, no doubt. But the fact is, our shipbuilder tells 

(The which, by the way, so am I), So You don’t think it would do to—a—to 
“ «Ea dpe depen ob com the Comand, SHIPBUILDER. Good heavens, no! I never calculated for anything 

P PP'y: of that sort, it would upset everything. If any of the vessels should get 

, ae wet above the varnish-line, the result would be most calamitous ! 
. yA agen bys ge tg =o authorsies met, First L, OF A. There, you hear what he says, Mr. Neptune. I 
» SUPP y , really must request you most earnestly to exercise the utmost care that 


A large deputation attempted to get 
Their rooms for night schools, if you please ; 
For popular lecturers’ lectures, likewise 
Entertaining affairs of that class, 
By which the philanthropist steadily tries 
To raise what is known as ‘*the mass,”’ 


not even a ripple gets near the fleet ! 


In Italy also, 'twill please you to hear, 
A political crisis they've had— 

It hadn’t the slightest connection with beer, 
And it wasn’t so awfully bad, 

The Festival down at the Palace, I think, 
Was up to the usual mark ; 

And so, I may mention while slinging my ink, 
Was the Coaching Club meet in the Park, 


A couple of colliery accidents, p’r’aps, 
Are more than most people desire, 
And isn’t it time those ‘‘ authority’ chaps 








Did something more use than “‘ inquire ”? NepTuNE, Oh, well, I'll do my best; bu wt. 

Inquiry 1S all very well in its way loose at times, Ugh! What a feet ! a eee ee 

When it’s used = oe po to “ a ail ‘ * * * * * 
But it doesn't bring dead men to life, I should say, ADMIRAL OF THE FLERT (anxious’y to his captains), I fancy it’s calm 
Or give widows and orphans a friend ! 0 > to venture out of harbour aoe ta it ? tl ‘eel anchor 
| , and stand out—that’sit. . . . Oooh, I say! Good heavens! 1 
bh statue - ops given «4 France, can see, through my glass, a distinct wave we mile off on the am 

a oo Para ns hs 7 a ee think it's ” bow. It must be at least a foot in height! It is bearing down full on 

a alte cktele ane taal § a Chance the fleet. We are lost—that is, the fleet is. Get the boats out ! 

The Tecins tawe tg hittin od batt CAPTAIN OF FLAGSHIP, Very sorry, sir, but somebody has sat down 
| Bp sewbeg si “pli 6.0 fs ets at last, on the long-boat and stove it in; and the pinnace has been soaked with 
| whee vee | rain and is quite pulpy; and the gig 

q y they’ve gone on for a week or two past * * * * * * 


Was the rummiest of comical treats. , 
THE BRITISH PUBLIC. Lovely evolutions, aren’t they? There, the 


ripple has caught the Admiral’s flagship and capsized her! And a dol- 
phin is bearing down on that cruiser, which is manceuvring hard to avoid 
him—and now the dolphin collides with her and knocks a large hole ; and 
**in spite of the fact that the water-tight bulkheads are securely closed,” she 
fills in two minutes and goes down likeastone! Anda sailor has pushed 
his boot through the shell of that torpedo-boat, and she disappears. 
And the /7/ is getting pulpy with the wet; and the Snip has broken 
her screw; and the B/ow/fly has shaken herself into shreds: and the 
| Sneezer has struck on a bottle cork, and the IVhcezer has turned turtle 
RDLE Heap, Well, there 7 me sport, anyhow ore 


The swell Caledonian Fancy Dress Ball 
Has come and departed again ; 

The Baron de Worms got his case, after all 
(Which was right, as I needn’t explain). 

The musical people who met and discussed, 
Have hit on a pitch, it is said; 

The Sydney contingent are home (well, I trust), 
And I'm Yours, as of old, 
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MORE SKETCHES OF THE CRISIS. 
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BRUSHING UP HIS POLICY. 
Lord S.—“ GENTLY, RANDY, GENTLY; WE ARE RATHER 
THIN ON THE TOP.” 





THE POLITICAL CADGER. 
Mr. G.—**I REALLY CANNOT AFFORD TO GIVE YOU ANY 
MORE ASSISTANCE. YOU MUST LEARN TO SUPPORT YOURSELF,” 








TRUE HEROES. 


bravery of Worrall and the exploring party.] 


ONCE again has a dread explosion spread horror throughout the land, 
And at one fell swoop has slaughtered a vast hard-working band ; 

\ hundred and seventy victims the terrible fire-damp slew, — 

\ hundred and seventy toilers, to their duties devoted and true. 


Sons and brothers and fathers, who for mothers and sisters and wives, 
And for dearly beloved children went daily to risk their lives, 

Sixteen hundred feet beneath the earth, shut out from the light of day, 
With their work they sped for their daily bread, and at danger showed 
no dismay ! 

And on that day they, with cheerful hearts, went down in that deep, 


dark shaft, 
And they recked not of ill, as they worked with a will, and heartily 


joked and laughed— 
Then, swift as the darting lightning’s flash,—like a demon with 


scorching breath, 
Came the blasting, choking fire-damp flame bringing horrible pain—and 


death ! 

And then, in that moment, that seemed an age, so crowded with death 
and pain, 

When sufferers thought of the loved ones at home whom they never 
would see again,— 

When poor lads in agony shrieked aloud, and panic and terror grew 
rife,— 

Up rose a hero to succour them, ay e’en at the risk of his life! 

With a heart of immovable courage, and a calm unfaltering brain, 
There he bravely stood to direct them, while around fell the suffring 
and slain !— 

And, thanks to his God-given courage, as their terrible fate he braved, 
He inspired his mates with strength and hope, and hundreds of lives were 
saved ! 

But, apart from the gallant Worrall (who for courage and self-control 
Will always be proudly honoured on the world’s mighty hero-scroll), 
Chere were other brave-hearted fellows soon ready to lend a hand, 

And, defiant of death and danger, they formed an exploring band, 


And, thanks to these true heroes, whose deeds in the Clifton Hall mine, 


‘Mid the records of British bravery ever will brightly shine, 


Many precious lives were rescued, and restored to those whom they love— 
- ~* ; : \ 


eeds, great to ws, are greater in the sight of God above! 





[See reports of the late terrible explosion at the Clifton Hall Colliery, and of the | 


New Leaves. 

** THE District Railway Guides to the International Inventions Exhi- 
bition” (Alfred Boot and Son). This will greatly help visitors to 
knowing how to get there and back, what to look for, and where to 
find it.—‘‘ The International Inventions Exhibition Railway Guide” 
(William Clowes & Sons, Limited) is simply what it says it is, and 
nothing more.—‘‘Summer Tours in Scotland” (David MacBrayne, 
Glasgow). Those who are able to go for summer tours may, with this 
official guide in hand, take the royal route by one of David MacBrayne’s 
splendid steamers (to whose fine fleet has recently been added the noble 
Grenadier), and enjoy the sight of some of the grandest scenery in all 
Scotland. 
** Walks in Epping Forest” (edited by Percy Lindley). This praise- 
worthy and complete work shows that it is easy and unpleasant to /ose 
yourself in the forest; but it shows more clearly how much easier and 
pleasanter it is to fd yourself there, and what lovely places lic, as it 
were, at the Londoners’ doors. 
** Academy Sketches,” including various exhibitions (edited by Henry 
Blackburn), Here are two hundred illustrations, composed of reproduc- 
tions of the most notable pictures in the five principal exhibitions, It 
is a splendid show of artistic ability, reflects great credit on the collector, 
and, for frequent study, is worthy of careful preservation, 





New Music. 
WILLCOCKS AND Co,, BERNERS STRERT, 


‘‘ THe Soldier's Guard,” words by Clement Scott, music by W, C, 
Levey. The words are grand, and truly dpropos of all true-hearted 
Englishmen’s feelings at the present time. Mr. Levey’s music is, as 
usual, tuneful, and thoroughly pleasing. 

“‘ The Flower of England’s Chivalry,” words by Alfred Maltby, music 
composed by Frank Musgrave, is a martial song, written most ably in 
honour of the ever-to-be-lamented General Gordon, It is well worthy 
of our highest praise. 

‘Marche Soudanese,” by May Ostlere (dedicated to Lord Chas. 
Beresford), is a march illustrative of the war in the Soudan, and if well 
executed, is decidedly an effective piece ; but we prefer May Ostlere’s 
valses to her more ambitious efforts. 

‘On Fancy’s Wings I Fly to Thee,” by L. M. Thornton, music by 
Brookman, is very sweet and pretty. 

‘* Midnight Valse,” by Charles Aug Jung. Decidedly one of the best 
compositions of the season; is sure to be a great favourite, becaug 
f its simplicity and sweet melody. 
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SONGS OF DARKNESS. 

















‘Arry (at back, overhearing).—‘* SAL LONG,’ BE BLOWELD ! 
CATTYLOG IT SES AS IT WAS PAINTED By E, Lona!” 





Inteliigent Foretgner.—‘' QUI, VRAIMENT; ZAT PRECTURE IS OF 28 
EXCELLENT ; ALMOST AS FINE AS SOME OF THOSE ONES IN ZE SALON,” 





No. I,.—PHILOPROGENITIVENESS, 


(Mrs Dr. D. Campbell, of Waco, advertised fur a servant Whena 
portly coloured aunty ere long put in an appearance. } 


‘ust thing I wants to know, mum,” 
Observed the tan-coloured widow, 

‘‘ Has you got any chilluns ? 

Kase ’pon dat ere quesh’un 

I’se always mighty p’tickler.” 

‘* Ves, I have several children, 

I hope they will give no trouble, 
Because I never allow them 

To go at all in the kitchen.” 


‘¢ Dar’s whar we don’ ogree, mum, 
Kase if da’s any chilluns, 

I likes dem in de kitchen, 

I’se powerfu’ fon’ of ’em, / is.” 

‘© What a good, kind-hearted creature,” 
Thought Mrs, Campbell, of Waco, 
So on the spot she engaged her, 
Going among her people 

Thus spoke the coloured aunty, 
‘*T’se done got a situation 

Wha’ dars plenty ob young ones, 

I don’ wanter stay in no house 
Whar dar’s no little chillun, 

sekase wheneber de dishes 

Am broke it gits laid on de servant 
An’ tucken outen her wages. 

But whar dar’s tender infants 

Dey gits de sponsibility. 

Bress de little chillun ! 

I likes um ’bout me—/Z do,” 


—_—_ 








Summer, 


Now sofily stealing from the aim of Spring, 
Summer in glowing loveliness arrayed, 
l}.fore whose charms her sweet pale sisters fade, 
Comes on the earth life, light, and warmth to bring ; 
A vision of delight on golden wing. 
View the transcendent landscape now displayed, 
The wondrous tracery of light and shade, 
The shining streams, and glorious colouring. 
O fair, sweet Summer, crowned with roses bright, 
And glad with children’s shout and wild birds’ song, 
Who givest to faint and weary hearts delight, 
Oh, would we might thy brief sojourn prolong— 
Win thee to linger with us yet awhile, 
To gild with thy bright beams our twilight isle. 


ON MY 











THe Royal Military Tournament, Sir, was better than ever this 
season, and if it didn’t ** Turn-a-mint”’ o’ money for the excellent 
charities it was established to aid, it can’t have been the ‘* Tourn-I- 
meant ’’ to allude to when I began this Extra-Specializing. 

All the items in the programme were good, The way the Royal 
Artillery galloped a gun drawn by six horses between two posts, so 
placed as to leave only an inch or so of spare-room for it, was in itself a 
most g#chenious feat; and if they can drive a bargain as closely as they 
did that gun-carriage, 1 should like them to do all my shopping for me. 

As a wag on my left remarked at the time: ‘* Why, the spare-room 
allowed 'em is scarcely big enough for a flea’s sleeping apartment. I’m 
blessed if itis!’’ And the wag on my left was right, Sir. 

One of the prettiest features of the show was the Musical Ride ot the 
Royal Horse Guards, A sergeant of the regiment, who was near me in 
undress uniform, assured me that this ride required almost endless “ re- 
hearsing ’’ on the part of the men, 

** And a good deal of ‘re-horsing, too?’” I ventured to suggest. 

‘And you'd be astonished,” the communicative sergeant went on, 
**to see how excited they are at first, both the men and the horses,” 

** Not at all,” I replied, ‘* for I’ve always understood that they have 
to be soothed with ‘ Steed-man’s Powders.’ ” * 

On this, however, some one in the arena pulled a trigger, and the 
chatty sergeant went off, like a shot. 

This reminds me, Sir, of the appropriate way the ladies dressed, 


* If I were you, Sir, I'd issue an “ Extra 54 
’ I 


kind, t work to the text my neatest sty \ 


w ' } 





Numbers of them came in new §*shot’’-silks ; whilst some wore ** ball ”’ 
dresses with ‘* shell ”-jackets over. 

It was good sport to see the King’s Own Hussars do their scouting. 

A corps of college ‘‘ gyps”’ from Oxford could not have showed to 
better advantage as scouts. In one detail however, the ‘‘gyps” would 
have surpassed the Hussars, The latter were admittedly put forward 
to feel for their enemies, 

Now your regular ‘*gyp,” so far from even feeling for his enemies, 
never even feels for his friends, He has, in fact, no feeling, 

The horses, I now see, had been trained to do their various wonderful 
eats by the ** Rarey” system of treatment. 

I understand now, then, why it was that the air of the reserved gallery 
was so ** Rareyfied”’ last week. What a good quip I might have mad 
last week about the tournament being virtually only a ‘* Raree” show ! 

The episode of the storming of a fort is a very spirited one. The din 

| of battle when the infantry sally forth is very natural, In fact, there 
| was so much ‘‘ Sally-din” about it that I thought at first it was a revival 
of the struggle between Richard Cceur de Lion and the Saracens, 
_ The way a party of the Dragoons go through a quadiille on horseback 
is wonderful, As an encore the same menand horses danced the Lancers. 

But though I personally spoke to the ring-master about it, the Lancers 
who were present did not dance the Dragoons. Nor did the Horse 
Guards dance the Artillery, 

_No doubt, however, these additional Terpsichorean exercises will be 
given next season, 

It was quite exciting to watch the horses under fire. Some of them 
Were over 16 hands, too, Of course these were under fire most. 

I am glad to state, in conclusion, Sir, that only blank cartridges were 
used, and that the surgeons present had to issue no “ bullet-in”’ during 
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Fun’s readers have doubtless observ 
service. 


“INCREASE” OF THE POLICE. 


ed how splendidly members of ‘the Force” thrive on their calling, their plumpness growing with their 
The Gentlemen in Blue depicted below will therefore easily be recognised as 
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A Novice. A Fivg-YEARS’ MAN, 














SONGS OF THE WATERING PLACES. 





No. IL—SOUTHEND. 
Or Southend with pleasure I sing— 
More, doubtless, than some will find there 
Who've had the misfortune to bring 
Stiff manners from Grosvenor Square : 
This three-shilling joy of the East— 
Of London’s East-enders, I mean— 
Is, though not greatest, not least 
Of fair outing-places, I ween. 


The tides there run out twice a day, 
The same as the tides elsewhere do, 
But elsewhere they do not display 
Of mudfields so perfect a view. 
The pier, which pursues the white foam 
Some mile and a quarter from land, 
Gives sight of the wi: kle at home 
And fat mvssel ready at hand. 





O, all ye who’re **stuck up” and proud, 
To Southend for pleasure don’t go ; 
Society’s there free and loud, 
And sure to impress you as low: 
Most likely you’d find ’Arry there, 
Chaff, gay concertina and all, 
And ’tisn’t ‘a ’aughty swell’s stare ' 
Will ever make ’Arry ‘‘ sing sm1i).” 


’ 


Then, Carry, who works a machine, 
And works it hard, too, all the week, 
Goes down there, and let’s it be seen 
Her spirit’s not broken nor meek ; 
And ’Arry and she gallivant 
In ways sure to shock your pure taste : 
Two minutes together he can’t 
Refrain from encircling her waist. 


Such conduct would cause you alarm, 
And make you dread what next they’d do; 
For Carry'd see in it no harm 
And ’Arry would not ‘‘ care” for you : 
The moral of that you will miss, 
And find your discomfort intense, 
At seeing them take for pure bliss 
Enjoyments that mock common sense. 








We read that the Japanese have invented a process whereby paper 
may be made from sea-weed. The probability is that it is all right, but 
} 9 rw 1 £ necess ty nly f r 4 erat ré 


A K&ETIKED VETSRAN RECALLING THE Days 
OF HIS YOUTH. 


A ‘LEN-YEAKS MAN, 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITror oF ‘‘ Fun,” 

SiR,—I am entirely at a loss to understand what you mean by your 
remarks about my Ascot tips, I never was so insulted in my life (and 
I've had a good deal to stand, one way and another, in my time)—that 
is, I 7vo%/2 never have been so insulted in my life if I understood you. 
Why, what do you mean? Take /hat, Sir—I mean take my 


Tip FOR THE NORTHUMBERLAND PLATE, 


WHEN the state of the thermometer is terrible to see, 

Through its bobbing up and down to a bewildering degree, 
Now a-standing under zero (when a furnace is a treat), 

Then a-smothering a fellow with intolerable heat, 

Next a-piercing every cranny with a ** searcher” from the East, 
Then a-filling both your peepers with a ton of dust at least ; 
When the state of the thermometer is in ¢/a¢ kind of state, 
’Taint so easy to discover who's the winner of the Plate. 


But Trophonius is knowing, and experienced to boot, 

And it ain’t at all unlikely as he'll find a horse to suit, 

What with Greenbank and Lawminster (who must neither be despised), 

What with Blue Grass (who's a ‘game ‘un,” though not very highly 
prized), 

And what with Lady Adelaide (a place she scarce can lack), 

And what with that Hygeia horse (a horse I mean to back), 

And what with Merry Duchess too (1 mare improved of late), 

Remunerative business surely mus/ eventuate, 


Then there’s Ilambledon (an animal on which I’m rather sweet), 
And there’s Xema, I imagine, will be difficult to beat ; 

While there’s Diss, that’s almost certain an important ré/e to play, 
And even Bonaparte may take to ‘* showing them the way ;” 
But how about Ben Alder ?—Iet us pause awhile and think— 
Were it wisdom or unwisdom to entrust him with our ‘* chink 
Let us take him for a placer (which the safer plan will be), 
And be satisfied the winner in Eurasian to see. 


/ shall be perfectly satisfied ; and if you want satisfaction, Sir, you 
know where to get it! You offend me in this way at your peril, and 
rush upon your fate as blindly as a Conservative rushes into office, and 


don’t know what to do with himself when he gets there. 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


a eee 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts, 
THOUGHTS BEYOND, 

Tew be wurldlie iz tew be inhuman, 

Where we improov natur we fale eternally, 

He who neglects a trifle should be taught filosoty, and told of the 
divizibility of matter. 

It is, after all, a very good job that the world is round ; otherwise we 
should have some enterprising kwack cutting off the corners az an 
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AT A CURRAGH MEETING. 
Micky.—** Dib YE IVER SEE IN YER LOIFE SICH A PARFECT CROSS COUNTHRY HorsE, PAT? 


Pat,—‘* Cross COUNTHRY HORSE, IS IT? 


Divit A BIT DO I KNOW IF Hk’s A COUNTHRY OR A TOWN HORSE, BUT HE’S THE 


CROSSEST HORSE OI! IVER SET EYES ON, 


Look AT HIS Ears, NOW, AND THE HIND LEG OF THE CRAYTHUR.” 














The Policemen’s Petition, 


(Mr. Blundell Maple has recently called attention to the hardships done to the 
Police Force by not being allowed to vote at the Parliamentary Elections } 


BEGGING pardon, dear Mr. FUN, we wish to lodge a small complaint, 
Though given for to grumble, it is well beknown we aint ; 

We're intelligent Perlicemen, sir, a credit to the Force, 

And the doing of our dooty is our regler form, of corse, 


And being true Perlicemen, sir, whose deeds are worthy note, 
We think we should partissipate in havin’ of a vote ; 

But though we're not bad sorts—from information we’ve received, 
/Ve must mof record our votes, sir—it will ’ardly be believed ! 


We are senserble and steady, we can read and we can write, 
And also we can sipher, more than some a precious sight, 

Yet the Lor of votes deprives us, notwithstandin’ on our beats 
We, purtect the public property, and also guards the streets ! 


Now why is this injustis?—or to put the case more brief— 

Is it ‘cause we from our surgeon gets our meddicle relief ? 

We really cannot fathom this ridiklous stupid plan, 3. , 
Which must tend for to degrade us in the heyes of Sarah Hann! 


Why, if we was the Burglars, which we risks our lives to lag, 

They couldn’t treat us worser ; and it makes our sperrits flag, 

To think we can’t go votin’ (as we cou/d with greatest ease), 

For them ’Ouse of Commons parties, who’re described, sir, as M.P.’s 


And therefore, Mr. Fun, sir, a complaint we begs to lodge, 

For we think as we deserve a vote as much as Mr. Hodge ; 

But Mr, Blundell Maple in a mind of ’appy frame, 

Our cause is now a pleading—perhaps, sir, you will do the same? 





Stage-Manager Salisbury. 
{‘‘ In our opinion (D. 7 ) the Conservative Chief has shown a lack of stage manage- 

ment in his conduct of the crisis which has broken out inside a crisis.’’] 
THE wondrous 2), 7., in a series of snacks, 
Says that Salisbury clever stage-management Jacks, 
At first he’d not manage the *‘ Crisis’’ at all— 
But at last he most kindly attended the ‘*‘ call.” 
He selected a well-to-do company, too, 
Who all (save clown Randy) will take up his ‘‘ cue, ’ 
And lo, for the scene called the ‘* Cabinet” then 
He*engaged a good number of ‘‘ property ” men. 
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BIRD’S 


See that 


you get 
BIRD'S 


A 64. Packet ts 
sufficient for 3 


Birmingham. 


Richest Custard! Withoat 
Egys!! Half the Cost 
and Trouble!!! Chotce! 


Delicious! A Great Luxury !! 


CUSTARD 
POWDER 


ALFRED BIRD & BONS. Devonshire Works, 





| awarded. 


RTE Cadburv’s 
PonTeD Pt N Sie Coda 


POINTED | cup, it proves the 
GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 





Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, ++ : 
the points being rounded by anew process. Six Prize Medals | 20dition of Starch. 
Assorted Sample Box, 6d. ; post-free 7 stamps, fron 
C. BRANDAUER & CO,’S PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM 
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ROBINKINS, SMITHSON, AND BROWNINS RESOLVE TO A TEND THF HENLEY REGATTA. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE Opera COMIQUE.— 
Mrs, Dawes, a lady, well, 
and, I believe, favour- 
ably, known in Man- 


morning by the well- 
known means of a matizce 
to ascertain the Cockney 
opinion of her merits. 
Now the Cockney wel- 
comes and aDawes talent, 
Dawespises mediocrity and 
Dawes incompetence 
into oblivion — otherwise 
(he provinces—and it is a 
serious court to appeal 
to. Unfortunately Mrs, 
Dawes did not give usa 
fair opportunity for judg- 
ing ; she chose to handi- 
cap herself by appearing 
in a curious'y simple-minded compilation bearing the title W/zter than 
Snow (which might far more aptly have been entitled Ba/der than Ezes, 
and which had a reception considerably more nipping than ‘‘frost”’) 
wherein most familiar incidents of domestic melodrama were presented 
with masterly crudity and absence of motive. My gentle nature would 





BS! 


r OF Da\ 


THe Orrera Comious. ~T'tRNED O 


such a very bad one that I can’t keep it about me with comfort. This 
was a false move on the part of Mrs. Dawes; I am far enough from 
advocating ‘‘ the use of Shakespeare ”’ or works of the kind for aspirants 
and novices (these occasions, by-the-way, are generally more likely to 
produce ‘‘ aspire-rants”” than ‘‘no-vices”’!) but surely Mr, French has 
efiective plays enough upon his shelves for Dawes to peck at? 


As far as one could tell, however, Mrs. Dawes appeared to be a lady 
of considerable intelligence, she played with ease and without exaggera- 
tion, and although she gave no special indications of depth or finish in 
emotional passages — indeed she rather suggested the contrary — she 
reached a very fair standard, and was certainly more than bearable. 
Except that Mr. Clinton Stuart deserves mention for his one scene, his 
painstaking rendering of which almost covered the absurdity of the 
position, it could serve no purpose to refer to the rest of the cast. The 
audience thoroughly enjoyed itself ! 





Tie PRINCESS’s,—The run of the revived Lights o’ London has 
finished here, and the house has since been closed. Mr. Leonard 
Boyne has been playing the principal part in the absence of Mr, Wilson 
Barrett, who has been taking ‘‘a well-earned rest,” which is the only 
kind of rest actors ever take, you know. Mr. Boyne, who makes an 
excellent villain, seems rather at a loss in the opposite task of depicting 
heroic virtues, and scarcely shines as Harold; but Mr. George Walton, 
another ** provincial,’’ is a by no means unworthy successor to ‘‘ Charlie 
Coote” as the Philosopher. The inevitable call for Mr. Barrett pro- 
duced Mr, Cobbe, who is evidently not comfortable with ‘‘ the glare of 
|the footlights’ in his eyes, and who explained that the manager was 

not in the house—not even in the gallery with sixpence and a swear. 

Tuk OLYMPIC.— Zhe Thirst for Gold, now being played here (if still 
it is so being when these 
lines appear), does not in 
the least induce a thirst 
for the revival of the 
Adelphi melodrama of the 
past, however much it 
may provoke a thirst for 
the author’s blood. It is 
not so well ‘*done,” 
either, in any department, 
that we can overlook de- 
fects, even if there were 
any right to call upon us 


to do so, Miss Ada 
Ward is an actress of good 
appearance, reasonable 


ability, and some stage 
experience, but I am cer- 
tain has committed no 
crime of sufficient enor- 
mity to merit the punish- . 
| ment of acting in such a 
| piece—most of the other 
ther parts than th 





LACES.—THE ‘‘orr” Sgason 





actors have, even it they have never appeared 
se they are now playing. 








ee 


chester sought the other | 


have led me on this occasion to avoid giving my opinion, but it is really | 














Tue VAUDEVILLE.—Miss Angela Fenton, the latest Portia, signalised 
her matinée before and during its occurrence by a series of revelations. 
First she revealed that she was not Miss Fenton at all, but Mrs. Colonel 
Greenall, M.P.; secondly, that her husband had lost his fortune ; thirdly, 
that she was a mamma; fourthly, that to support her husband and chil- 
dren, she wished to go upon the stage; fifthly, that, with the remnants 
of a shattered fortune, she had taken twelve months’ instruction from 
Mr. Fernandez ; and, sixthly, that she would give a savin<e, which the 
Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh would patronise. 





Tus latter duly came to pass, when more revelations ensued. 
Though announced as making her first appearance on any stage ** pro- 
fessional or amateur,” the lady revealed an ease of bearing, a coolness 
and a general acquaintance with stage business usually only associated 
with considerable experience behind the footlights. Nor was this all 
she revealed. Anxious to prove, apparently, that there was nothing 
Angelar (or angular, if you prefer it) about her but her name, this Portia, 
in the trial-scene, indulged in an unusual ex-Portia of lower limbs, in 
sable hose bedight. Had Miss Fenton chosen to appear as Rosalind, 
or Imogen, or Viola, her evident (and perfectly just) pride in her ‘‘ un- 
derstanding” might have been satisfied without attracting much atten- 
tion—if that would have suited her. As it was, those shapely nether 
limbs assumed disproPortia-nate importance, 


Nops AND WINKS.—Presently Zhe Lady of the Locket, who is just 
now Miss Violet Cameron, will depart, and the Empire close. In the 
autumn the latter will re-open, it is said, with a burlesque on O/zvza, by 
Messrs. Yardley and Stephens. I should think—but perhaps it is only 
fair to wait until we see it.—They say Mr. Willie Edouin is negotiating 
for the Novelty—the very thing I’ve been expecting to happen ever 
since I saw the ‘‘go” Z/e Babes was making, and any piece of the kind 
is bound to take as long as it has his wife in it, and is played in a small 
house. Stick to it Willie! go in Edouin!—Dr. D., in spite of its 
‘* enormous success,” and the ‘‘ unanimous approval of the press ” (from 
which latter expression I gather that the management can only have 
read those notices which I never saw) has discontinued practice and the 
‘* surgical operations’’ rendered necessary by the calibre of his jokes.— 
The Vaudeville’rs are playing for half-salaries! Well, half a loaf, with 
occupation, is better than a whole loaf about doing nothing.—Miss 
Violet Melnotte will produce a comic musical piece in the autumn at 
the Comedy, where, strangely enough, comedy doesn’t seem to thrive. — 
Minnie Palmer will be back soon, and Dark Days will come upon the 
J{aymarket in September. NESTOR, 








A Race-y Reason. 





Lo, the fiery, well-trained steed, 
Dashing on at lightning speed ; 
When I back that horse to win, 
May he e’er as first come in, 
But if 4e’s not in 1, 2, 3, 

What care I how fleet he be? 


And when I in a certain race 

Have backed that fleeter for a place, 

I watch him then (with Hope supplied), 
With something of a backer’s pride. 

But if he’s not in 1, 2, 3, 

What care I where else he be? 





AN nvention for the manufacture of slippers out of paper has been 
patented. Light shoes made out of this material are warranted to be 
pliable enough to spank children with ; while their extreme toughness 
should recommend them to gentlemen who are perforced at times to 
Kick out importunate creditors 
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UP RIVER SKETCHES. 
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Pleasure at the Helm, and Toil at the Tow. 











nll ta) Cd 






= AM il 
“2 tas ( Me 


UUM LE. 


a 





a wwe — 


" 





oF (Hh q 
AM iit 








Bolter'’s Lock. 





The pleasure of camping out = /armer(dog.).—*‘ Who gave you 
permission tocamp here’ Just you pack up and be off.” 











HENLEY GLORIOSO! 


My DEAR GRANDSON,—You give me much pleasure in informing 
me that you have won the Radley Sculls. From your own account, the 
great aquatic fixture seems to have been peculiarly successful. You 
tell me that not more than seven undergraduates have had to be cared 
for by the county police; further, too, that only three forgot themselves 
so far as to knock down an itinerant musician, to throw strawberries at 
a lady’s light summer dress, and to put pepper under a blind beggar’s 
nose, This is indeed a convincing proof of a vast improvement in the 
manners of these cultured youths, who always have been, and always 
will be, the flower of British manhood. In my time, my dear George, 
Henley week was indeed different to what itis now. Young men were 
quieter in those days—much quieter. You tell me of a joke done at 
Emanuel of driving all the sheep from the paddock into the pond, and 
of a freshman defending it, or something else, by making a speech of 
two hours to the Senate! We never did such things in my time. At 
Henley, too, we went sedately enough to the Red Lion. How I should 
like to see that hostelry again. Its long hall, its stable yard, its house 
garden. Do not I remember my dear friend, Jack Frisby, fought seven 
nne rounds with a pupil of the Game Chicken before the hotel windows, 
and his victory only cost him a small quantity of beef steak applied to 
the left eye and a summons before the justice of the peace? Jack was 
afterwards ‘‘sent down” for throwing his boots at a bed maker, witha 
shovel of hot coals, as the waiters used to say in my day, ‘‘to follow.”’ 
But gentlemen were gentlemen in those days, dear George. 

I should like to be strong enough to see Henley. My first time I 
remember well enough, we had our boat before Fawley Court. There 
were no beastly steam-launches then to upset people into the water, and 
to set women screaming. We anchored off Fawley Court, and sweet 
was the scent of the hay from Remenham meadows (the church of 
Remenham used to have very high pews of the old style. I remember 
as of yesterday having my ears boxed by adear relative for being caught 
reading *‘ Peregrine Pickle” in one during the sermon). I remember 














the bridge with the people crowded on it. At one time there used to 
be a diver fellow there who would jump off into the river; he once, I 
believe, did serious mischief to a mayor of Reading by falling on to his 
white waistcoat, after he had partaken of a heavy lunch. I remember 
too rowing down past Greenlands, now owned by Mr. W. H. Smith of 
the War Office then, I believe, by a Majoribanks, and Fawley Court by a 
Mackenzie. Ah! what a time it was then, the Eton boys and the 
Radley boys had a fight with cabbage-stalks, about an Eton boy putting 
gunpowder in a cat’s ear and wanting to fire it off. Boys, my dear 
George, were gentlemen then. Gentlemen always. The costumes we 
wore then were sensible too. A nice tall, what you may term chimney- 
pot, to keep the sun off, and a striped shirt. It is the custom now, I see, 
for men to wear starched linen shirts, with solitaires, and patent leather 
shoes and daintiest serge trousers. A singular and unelegant mixture, 
suggestive of the costume of a carpenter clad in his Sunday garments, 
who has taken off his coat to engage in a pugilistic encounter. Men, 
too, wear hats termed ‘‘ blazers,” You tell me yours was embroidered 
with a pomegranate and a green lizard, Very tasty, my dear grandson, 
to those who appreciate the fashion. I do not think I shall ever see 
Henley again, nor yet, as you describe it, have a go ‘‘at bolstering 
scrimmage at the Red Lion.” Adieu, my dear George. 
Your affectionate grandfather, 
BUCKINGTON BRUMMEL, 
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“X”-tra-ordinary | 
daily paper asserts that Lord R. Churchill is “an unknown quantity in politics.) 
AT first this threatened to perplex 
FuN’s cranium, though ’tis strong, you know 
But soon he thought, ‘* Why need this vex ? 
The ‘ unknown quantity’ is ‘x,’ 
An ‘x’-cellent ‘x’-ample—so, 


493 


He begs to say, ‘x’-actly so! 
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OUR OMNIFICENT POLICE AGAIN. 
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‘* I must have professional advice. 








Tf it's a pressing « eman, ‘ I'll attend to it. 
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ispatch's suggestion to instruct the police in medical science and other things ! A citizen is taken unwell. Jane,” said he, 
Go and fetch the policeman at the corner. 





But I must look sharp, as I have an ambulance drill to attend, and some people to rescue 
chimney to sweep, and a lot of saucepans to mend.” 
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THE HVOLUTIONARY SQUADRON. 
MODIFICATIONS IN THE PLANS, 


LL is now in readiness for the 
declaration of war between 
Admiral Hoskins and the fleet 
at Berehaven, with the excep- 
tion of the top button of the 


board the Aulliphant, which 
has not yet arrived, although 
urgent instructions have been 
telegraphed to the naval clothing 
department, and all the hands 
are working day and night. 
The coming evolutions are the 
one topic of all Europe. 


* * om * 

Next Month.—The button 
for the powder-monkey’s coat 
has not yet arrived, and it is con- 
jectured that the special tender 
in which it was forwarded has 
capsized. The European public 
are getting impatient, as they 
have now been standing on 
the cliffs for three weeks, with- 
out food or exercise, in order to 
get a good view of the combat. 
It is feared tbat European in- 
terest in the affair is beginning 
to wane. 

” * * e 

Next Month after that.— 
Everything is still waiting for 
the powder-monkey's top button, but there appears to be some inclina- 
tion on the part of the authorities to commence proceedings without it. 
During the delay, a happy thought has occurred to the admiral at 
Berehaven. He decided—in order that nothing might go wrong at the 
actual evolutions—to try whether the engines and guns of his flagship, 
the Smasher, would work. After several days expended in loading and 
getting up steam, it was found that they would not. Latest advices 
state that the powder-monkey’s top button has at length arrived ; but 
the evolutions are still delayed, owing to the breakdown on board the 
admiral’s flagship. It is also incidentally recorded that the gunboats 
Pip and Stickicback have somehow sunk when nobody was looking. 
The European public have mostly left the cliffs and gone home disgusted. 

* . ” 2 a ” + 


Later.—It had been decided to begin the evolutions without the 
admiral’s flagship, it being found impossible to repair her in less than 
twenty years, owing to all the docks being filled with red tape; but at 
the last moment it was found that none of the engines or guns on the 
other first-class men-of-war were in working condition either. The 
cruisers Azpper and Cod Liver Oil have mysteriously disappeared under 
water. Everybody has left the cliffs except an Irish-American, who 
has a bet on that the whole fleet will efface itself. He is reported to be 
very hopeful, 





, * * * o * 


Later,—The evolutions were just on the point of commencing without 
the first-class ships, when it was found that the screws of the second- 
class ships did not fit, having been constructed for other ships of entirely 
different build. It has, therefore, been decided to begin the evolutions 
without the second-class ships. It is incidentally mentioned, also, that 
the admiral’s flagship, the Aul/iphant, and the cruisers Peeping Tom 
and Pecksniff have sunk. The Buckjumper, Davy Jones, and Swash- 
buckler axe sinking. The Irish-American is in the highest spirits. 

* * 2 . > o * 


_ Later.—The evolutions were really about to commence to-day, when 
it unfortunately came to light that there was not a grain of powder 
among the fleet. After some experiments with black tea as a substitute, 
it has been decided that it will not answer. The Irish-American has 
very kindly offered the loan of some cakes of dynamite, which he always 
carries about with him, but his offer has been declined. A tug sent 
out of Berehaven to-day to reconnoitre, has discovered that Admiral 
Hoskins’s attacking squadron has gone to the bottom. The 7Zitmouse, 
Grumbler, Mince-pie, Gridiron, and Perambulator have sunk, So have 
all the other vessels. The Irish-American is having a tall drink, and 
shaking hands with himself. 








Mr. CoLeripce KgNnNARD bas promised to support the movement 
to procure the vote for policemen. The Force are so overcome at the 
news that they Kenn-’ardly believe it. 








7 ; k 
jacket of the powder-monkey on | rita, pays the impatient 


' pose it is a bit like him; 





EKNIOKNAOKS. 


rish boy, of fifty-four years of age, warbled softly to a 
FP eager lady be Sasa had asked to be his wife, ‘* Cecilia, 
begorra! I don’t like to 
marry till me mother’s 
dead.” Because he has 
carried out this of un- 
reasonable fad, unhappy 


damsel 100 damages. 
And the courtship had 
only lasted twenty - two 
years! Our artist has 
executed a fancy sketch of 
William. We don’t sup- 


there’s sterling truth in 
the story, though. 


‘‘THE City is the host 
of the nation,” says some- 
body or other. This host, 
however, behaved in a 


shabby, insulting way 
recently towards the ladies and gentlemen who were generous enough 


to show themselves in /ab/eaux-vivants at the Mansion House. A 
mistaken notion of charity, perhaps, induced these artistic folk to 
exhibit themselves before a City audience. But the treatment they 
received will be a lesson to them in future not to cast pearls before 
civic authorities, and the relatives and friends of civic authorities. The 
delicate message sent down to the “‘women” ferformers was unique as 
an example of pompous vulgarity. While some City traders are apt to 
look upon artists and actors as rogues and vagabonds, they will toady 
to, and bow down before, the Chief of the Ojebways, because he is the 
Hereditary Chief of the Ojebways. 





Lapy RANDOLPH CHURCHILL excels as an accomplished musician. 
So does her husband; nobody knows better how to blow his own 


trumpet. 


THE fellows lately sentenced by Mr. Justice Day to he flogged for 
robbery with violence all groaned and howled most horribly while the 
punishment was being inflicted. Yet one culprit mustered up courage 
to look round at a warder as his own whipping was drawing to a close, 
and say with a sickly smile, ‘*Oh, what a day [am having.” Another 
playful youth stopped his screams for an instant, and begged if he might 
have a word with the doctor. On his request being granted, the rascal 
whispered in the medico’s ear, ‘‘Do you think them bloomin’ Con- 
servytifs ’ull put a pro’ibitory tax on cats, sir?” 


THERE is something supernatural in the wild spirit of jurors, capable 
of giving most unexpected shocks. Only a few weeks ago a jury 
brought in a verdict of ** Not Guilty” against a prisoner who had 
pleaded guilty before the magistrate by whom he was sent for trial, 


| while the other day a jury recorded the following unique verdict: ‘* We 


find that the deceased committed suicide by taking poison accidentally.” 


Now and again cheek rises to the sublime. The oily Muscovites 
are begging subscriptions of the British nation to relieve the Russians 
who were burnt out at the great fire at Grodno. Let the Great White 
Czar (one of the richest men in the world) dip his hand in his capacious 
pocket, and help his fellow-countrymen just for once. Bless us! 
whether we win or lose in the ‘‘inevitable war,” the Muscovites will 
ask and expect us to pay for the damage done to their seaports and 


shipping. 


Now that impudence means success in pretty nearly everything, it 
might not be a bad plan for the Conservative Government to employ 
trustworthy agents in Russia to collect subscriptions for the building of 
half-a-dozen British men-of-war, 





Mount Pleasant, Gray’s Inn Road, is one of the nastiest and most 
reeking places in London. Its inhabitants, mostly Italian, are very 
much given to stabbing each other, Luckily so, perhaps. The sooner 
o eo excrescence is removed by the Board of Works’ knife 

e better. 





THE cookery and the fire departments are likely to be a great take at 
the *‘ Yankeries” next year. Some of the new comers may be able to 
give Mr, William Whiteley a hint a two as to the way incendiary fires 
break out, and the easiest means of discovering the perpetrator of them. 
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TURF CUTZTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or * Fun,” 


S1r,—My bosom’s lord sits lightly on its throne—though, 
in spite of Mr. W. Shakespeare, [ don’t believe a lord Aas a 
throne—I am chuckling with malignant glee all over the 
shop, and altogether enjoying myself immensely. You see 
the annexed tip contains a real good thing, but the joke of it | 
is that you don’t publish tillj ust about two minutes before 
—or, it may be, a/fery—the race is all over, so that speculators 
can’t take advantage of my information ; and when the race 
is over, and my tip meets their disgusted gaze, and they see | 
what they might have done—! Well, of all the amusing 
sights See the joke? Here’s the tip; it’s for 


THE CUMBERLAND PLATE. 
OH, come with a frown, 
Or come with a smile, 
But come to the town 
Of bonny Carlisle ; 
There’s not much to see, 
There’s not much to do, 
But enough perhaps for me, 
And sufficient for you. 
For me and for you ; for I scarcely need say 
We’re both of us bent on a similar ‘‘ lay.” 


Let’s fly in a band, 
The city morose, 
The castle near hand, 
And Cathederal Close ; 
Our paradise see, 
The race horse’s ground ; 
So off ! let us be 
Where Eden is found. 
For that stream and the horses—oh, feeling to soothe ! 
Have two of the courses that always run smooth, 


Then choose ye the horse, 
Or choose ye the mare, 
Lady A. with remorse, 
Or Ben Alder with care ; 
But whatever you think, 
And however you smile, 

















I go for Stone Clink, 
And I couple Glengyle. 
But I’m bound to confess, if you press me, it’s true 
That Stone Clink is the one I prefer of the two. 


Yours, Xc., TROPHONIDS. 


P.S.—Who sent you Blue Grass for the Northumberland 
Plate? 





THE OLDEST INHABITANT. 


Tourist,—‘* I SUPPOSE YOU’RE ONE OF THE OLDEST P&RSONS ABOUT 


HERE?” 
FPeasant,—‘* WELL, S1tR, I AM, BARRIN’ WAN TIM MULROONEY; AND 


HRE’S A YEAR OULDER NOR ME, 
TWELVE MONTHS, D’Y’SEE, We’LL BE THE SAME AGE THIN!” 


BuT, sorg, IF I Live JOST ANOTHER 











THH BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 

‘*I'm glad they’re going to give the Conservatives a turn!” said 
Mrs. Blunderberry, as she handed her husband the newspaper, and 
thoughtfully stirred a spoonful of bloater paste into his cocoa. 

‘‘Ugh! Think Her Majesty’s present Government is a teetotum, 
don’t you? Who’s been telling you the Tory administration is a new 


waltz? Got an idea the country has taken Lord Salisbury between its | 


finger and thumb, and sent him spinning ?”’ 

** There’s no knowing what the Radicals might do!” sighed the good 
lady, reflectively. ‘*They’d turn the whole House of Lords upside 
down, if they had the chance,” 

‘*Yah! Think, when Chamberlain is President of the Republic, the 
Peers will all have to walk on their coronets, don’t you? Fancy then 
the Lord Chancellor will take his seat on the woolsack with a double 
somersault from the reporters’ gallery, perhaps? Got an idea the Bishops 
will come in topsy-turvey, with their robes tied round their ankles, 
haven’t you? I tell you what it is, Mrs. B., if you’d only start a circus, 
there isn’t a trick you couldn’t teach the nobility and gentry of Eng- 
land. You just educate the Conservatives in the mysteries of ground 
and lofty tumbling, and engage Lord Randolph as clown, and you'll 
have a show that the whole civilised world could not parallel,” 

** How you do wander away from the subject, Solomon. All I said 
was that I was glad the Conservatives had got a chance,” 

**Oh, yes; they've got a chance, ¢hey have. Three little thimbles 
and one little pea, with two, three, one, and a one, two, three, and I’ll 
bet any gen’l’man a fi'-pun’-no’ he don’t tell me under which thimble 
he will find the Conse: vative policy.” 





** But dear little Lord Randolph will show them ; won’t he, Solomon?” | 


**Oh, yes; Ae’ show them fast enough! e's the showman, he is. 


‘Walk up, walk up, ladies and gentlemen, and see Sir Stafford North- | 


cote made a Peeress in her own right!’ Oh, yes; what you don’t know 


about shows, would be enough to stock a fair. Great attraction! 
great attraction! Mrs. Blunderberry’s dissolving views of the Conserva- 
tives in office! Why, ma’am, you only want the Lyceum Theatre and a 
well-photographed beauty to be the champion American show woman!” 

**Oh, Sol—ol—ol—omon, you now I never pretended to be better 
than anybody else. I never imagined I was as clever as you are,” 

**T never thought you'd set the Thames on fire.” 

‘But I don’t want to, Solomon, and, besides, if I did, the water 
would put it out,—and then where would the—the—oh, you know, 
Solomon—it’s not Paramatta—is it?” 

‘‘Ugh! Think I’m a gazetteer, don’t you? Got an idea that I’ma 
second Atlas, haven't you? Fancy, I only want a publisher to be a 
new geographical dictionary? Paramatta! Wodyermean?” 

** No dear, I said it wasn’t Paramatta—or Parahatta—but it zs where 
the hats come from—isn’t it ?—hatter—gatter—but it is a hatter—no; 
I mean attar—attar—re—g—atta—the Henley Regatta. I’ve got it 
now, Solomon—Aegatta |—Henley Regatta—I’ve got it.” 

**Oh, you’ve got it, have you?—keep it then—keep it Mrs. B, 
Take that Regatta. Take it to your bosom, cherish it as a first-born, 
wear it next your heart, deck it in lace and ribbons, show it to all your 
friends, and have it rechristened Paramatta! Ah, ma’am, it is few 
women of your age who have a Regatta of their own to pet and to displa 
to their friends as the offspring of their own all too vivid imagination.’ 

** Well, Solomon, if it’s mine, as you say it is, you'll take me to it— 
won't you, dear?” 

‘*No, ma’am—no! If that Regatta which is your own private pro- 
perty won’t come to you when you call it, it is unworthy of your further 
attention. Bid it begone, Mrs. B, A regatta round the rose-bush in 
our front garden will always be welcome, but if it chooses to go to 
Henley, let it go there—and stop there,” and Mr. B. chuckling to him- 
self made quick time down the garden-pathto catch his omnibus. 
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if A HENLEY RIPPLH. 
ti EAR NETTY,—as queer 


i; Me. Penley 
| em Si Remarks in the play, 
< mm + ** D'you know,” 
/ g'é h I'd never seen races at 





— Henley, 
~ “7 So this year we settled 
a ‘4 tc Wie to go. 






#4”. And Tom (who is not a dad 

a brother), 

On finding the notion 

3 afloat, 

™ Proposed that — well — he 
and another 

Should row me up there 





2 in a boat. 
tt - I yielded—of course, to 

om. persuasion, 
Not dursting to go— 

not a dit! 


And I sported, to grace the occasion 
A dress which, Tom told me, was fit. 

(** Another” expressed no opinion, 
Except by an optical feast, 

But I don’t think I’ve lost my dominion 
In that one direction, at least.) 


‘** Another” pulled stroke, I may mention, 
Though once, as Tom towed us, my dear, 
I fulfilled a long-cherished intention 
3y thoroughly learning to steer. 
But whether my clumsy instructor, 
Or my want of skill we should thank, 
I felt like a mere bus conductor, 
So often we went to the bank. 





The weather was simply perfection, 
The darling old river was grand, 
And there wasn’t, I think, on reflection, 
A happier girl in the land. 
I’m sure that I merit a pardon 
For thinking it nightfall too soon, 
Though the inn, where we stayed, /ad a garden, 
A And there was the tail end of a moon ! 


We'd a livelier time on the morrow— 
The number of *‘ craft’ had increased— 
And we saw, twixt amusement and sorrow, 
A dozen of ‘‘ duckings,” at least. 
To get a good station we'd striven, 
And nothing we found to repent ; 
And pa and mamma, who had driven, 
Soon joined us at lunch in the tent. 


The useless attempt at describing 
The scene I give up in despair ; 
The eating, the smoking, imbibing, 

The chattering everywhere ! 

The rainbows of ribbons, the flannels, 
The tents, and the barges and flags ; 
The launches, with fresh varnished panels, 
The dog-carts, the dingies, and drags. 


The *‘ mixture” on every quarter, 
The “ boat-talk’’ on every side ; 
The glint of the sun on the water, 
The dip of the oar in the tide, 
The wondering smiles of dear mother, 
As crews in their rivalry bent ; 
And Fred (that’s the name of *‘ another’), 
Explaining what ev’rything meant. 


But, there, I was nearly forgetting 
The affable Isthmian Club ; 

Such kindness, my dear, almost fefting /— 
Fred /ooked so, I gave him a snub! 

Very nice if you’re bound to give a// your 
Attention to one! And that trag- 

Edy isn’t the one to befall your 
Affectionate relative, MADGE, 








NOT ALWAYs Troug GOLD,—An election-eering. 








THE CHAIRMAN’S HAT. 


(‘The chairman ot a committee officially charged with the duty of valuing our 
houses has kindly explained the intelligent principle which guides himself and his 
fellows in their important task. To obtain the gross value, they take the rent, the 
length of lease, the tenant’s expenditure, and the premium paid on the lease. A 
sum is then added for estimated repairs during the current five years, and the 
total is the gross value.” —Newspafer.] 


Tue Chairman of the Assessment Committee had been a happy and 
a well-to-do man before the visit of that demon. It happened this way. 
The chairman had just finished the valuation of a neighbour’s house 
which—originally costing £1,500 to build—had tumbled down three 
times, had the roof blown off once, been underpinned all round, and 
then been shored up as dangerous, Adding up the original cost, £1,000 
for each re-building, £120 for re-roofing, £150 for underpinning, and 
£85 for the shoring up, the worthy chairman had arrived at the present 
gross valuation—£4,855 ; and had put down his pen with a sigh of 
satisfaction. At that moment a most repulsive little demon tapped, 
entered, and took a seat in front of the chairman. 

‘Good day,” said the visitor; *‘I see I must take you under my 
care,” 

‘‘ You're very good. Who might you be?” said the chairman. 

‘*My name is Consistency. I herebyadopt you. Henceforward you 
will be guided by me.” And the visitor departed. ; 

The chairman took a long time in recovering from the surprise that 
such a visitor should have called on iim; but he got over it at length, 
and then his thoughts began involuntarily to drift in the direction of his 
hat, which lay on the table before him. ‘‘I ought to pay income-tax 
on that hat of mine,” he kept thinking over and over again. It was a 
mad notion, but it got entire possession of him, ‘‘I feel I #zust pay 
income-tax on that hat of mine,’ he said to himself, ‘* It won’t come 
to much after all—value of hat, 25s.; tax, at 8d, in the 4, 10d.” 

Then he put on the hat and went out ; and no sooner had he done so 
than that hat blew off and got its brim under a cab-wheel. So the 
chairman had to go and get a new brim put to that hat, at a cost of 
7s. 6d. ‘*Hum!” said the chairman; “original value of hat, 25s. ; 
repairs, 7s. 6d. ; that will be 32s. 6d. I have to pay income-tax upon.” 

And while he was absorbed in this assessment, he ran his hat against 
a nail in a house, and tore the wall of that hat ; so he had to get a new 
wall put to the hat, at a cost of 9s. 6d. ‘*‘Dear me!” sad he; ‘*‘ more 
income-tax to pay on the gross value of that hat of mine Le: me see 
—original value, 25s. ; repairs, 17s.; gross value, 42s.” Just then, 
being engaged in examining the hat as he went along, he ran against a 
collector who was carrying home an unique Dresden vase he had jus: 
bought at a sale. 





**Let me inform you, sir, that that vase you have just smashed cost 
me 4120 not ten minutes ago at the Thingumbob sale. Confound you! 
Good day,’’ said the collector. 

‘That hat’s really getting very expensive!” said the chairman. 
“* Original value, 25s. ; repairs, 17s. ; vase smashed owing to hat, £120; 
present gross value, 4122 2s. ; income tax on it, £4 Is. 5d. Hum!” 

Then if that confounded hat didn’t blow off again and go bang against 
the head of a gentleman in the street, and the gentleman turned round 
in a rage, under the impression that another gentleman just behind him 
had done it, and blackened that other gentleman’s eye ; and the second 
gentleman sued for damages ; and there was an appeal ; and the matter 
got to the House of Lords ; and the whole expenses came to 475251. 
And the excitement of the litigation so upset the second gentleman’s 
mind, that he brooded over it for years, and at length turned dyna- 
miter, and blew up Trafalgar Square, doing damage to the extent of 
£29,000,031, 

The Chairman of the Assessment Committee sank down slowly in his 
arm-chair, and took his pen. ‘ Original cost of hat, 25s. ; repairs, 17s. ; 
Dresden vase, £120; litigation, £7,251; damage to Trafalgar Square, 
Z 29,000,031 ; present gross value, £29,007,404 2s. income-tax, , 
. The chairman has long been an inmate of the —— Union Work. 
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Trying on His Policy, 
(Szz CARTOON. ) 


WHo has not felt vexation, 

And downright irritation, 

, In having a new garment fitted on? | 
A pucker here, a pucker there, 
This; part too wide, that part too | 

Spare ; | 
Some blemish which the wearer | 
would be twitted on, | 
The tailor says, with blandest 
smile, 
He’ll see it comes all right, 
Although you're confident the 
while 
He'll make it much too tight, 
Or loose, or somehow wrong, 
And objurgations strong 
Spring to your lips, ready to fall, 
in spite 

Of conscience-born remembrances 

which tell 

That he, with all his faults, may mean 

extremely well, 
And so, in truth, my Lord of 
Salisbury, 
In trying on his brand-new policy, 
Is like to find 
Some parts too big, some parts too 
small, 
And some that don’t appear to 
suit at all, 
And some that aren’: exactly to 
his mind,— 
He'll scan it not unm ved ; 

Whether ‘twill end better than ’tis 

begun, 

When chalk, and shears, and thread 

their work have done, 
Remaineth to be proved 


FRENCHMEN are apt to flatter, 
and flutter themselves too muchly 
about trifles. M. Henri Rochefort 
for instance, opined ‘**the news of 
the death of Olivier Pain would 
delight the English.” Poor vain 
Hlenri! Some thousand or two out 
of the millions of British subjects 
may have heard of Olivier Pain, 
and afew hundreds may know some- 
thirg about his life ; but not a dozen 
Britishers care a dump whether he 
is alive or dead, 
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ARTS AND BARTS. 


Mem.—Conservatism is at pre- Messrs. Watts and Millais, of the mighty R.A., 
sent governed by the rule of shree— Who both have well served the Fine Arts, 
1.¢., Lord S——y, Sir S d Were offered of late certain honours of weight, 
N te, and Lord R hC ll. For the (Queen asked them both to be Barts. 


But the offer so kind Watts politely declined 
In a ** Watt’s-in-a-name ?” sort of way ; 

He perhaps thought that ‘‘ Bart.” wasn’t worthy of Art, 
And ¢hat’'s what you'll say of My-lay ! 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
MINISTERIAL MEMS. 


tree, and opponents up one. Lord Cranbourne exclaims, ‘‘ C'est / 
tremier—pa.” Giffard last week pleading before the Lords, now presides 
over them. Cranbrook, Lord President of Council, triumph of Hardy- 


Sir Richard Cross, Home Secretary—one cross amongst many noughts, 


tiicks-Beach, Chancellor of Exchequer—Bravo, Hicks! Sir Stafford 
becomes Earl of Iddesleigh—in fact dis-ap-feers. Lord George 
Hamilton, First Lord of Admiralty. Hope he won’t be qualified, like 
predecessors in office, only by being at sea. Duke of Richmond, 
President of Board of Trade. Board now ought to consist of Goodwood. 
Lord John Manners returns to office in his old post, the Post Office. 
Mr. W. H. Smith holds the leash of the dogs of War. Lord Carnarvon 
goes to Ireland to encourage true patriots, by preserving Pat from riots, 


r, Gibson becomes Lord Chancellor of Ireland and a peer, Finis 








TORIES win by a trick, honours divided. Salisbury at last at top of | 


Lod Derby’s younger brother Colonial Secretary—‘‘ On, Stanley, on!” | 


coronal opus. 
woodcock of Woodstock, becomes Secretary of State for India, having 
been ten minutes in that portion of the British empire—on the principle, 
probably, of Sheridan’s voyagers, who stayed for refreshments at foreign 
ports, and wrote the history of the nations. 

And these form the Conservative Cabinet, or rather political omnibus 


| patherum, 
ness. Earl of Harrowby, Lord Privy Seal. Qualified by his /imesse, _ 


Last, but by no means least, the redoubtable Randy, the 





BARON D& Worms has coined a new phrase, z.¢c., *‘ blatant blush,” 
We have often seen and heard ofa bilious blush, the blush that turns 


_ yellow brazen faces into the colour of inferior copper. But it has 


never been our luck to stumble about near a “‘ blatant blush.” When a 


| noisy bellowing blush is likely to perform anywhere within the Baron’s 
_ ken, we trust he will invite us to come and hear it grow blatant. 





THAT voracious shark, Mr. Fish, late President of the Marine Bank, 
has at last been hooked, and sentenced to ten years’ imprisonment. 
As this grasping Fish is seventy-two years of age, the chances are that 
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mankind much more. 
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Mavistrate.—** PRISONER, YOU HAVE HEARD THE CONSTABLE'S FVIDENCE, HAVE YOU ANY QUESTIONS TO ASK HIM?” 
Prisoner.—** Wot, THAT COPPER? Yas, SHOULD THINK I ’aD! 
Magistrate. —** WRLL, YOU HAVE NOW AN OPPORTUNITY OF DOING SO,” 


Prisoner, —** RIGHT YOU ARE, MY JOsSER! 
DxUNKBN MAN’s WatcH? '‘Ow’s Cooxkir?’ 





A Mysterious Mixture, 


(Several candidates now before constituencies call themselves ‘‘ Progressive Con- 


servatives.”] 


You might as well speak of a nice black white— 


Of a green that’s of crimson hue ; 


'T were as fitting to speak of a man’s weak might, 


Or of nicely-roast Irish stew. 


You might as well talk of a feathered bear, 


Or e’en of a non-holed sieve, 
As speak of that curious hybrid affair— 
‘* A Progressive Conservatzve /” 


For while he’s a Tory he can’t poe ; 


And when he progresses at all, 
His Conservatism grows quickly less, 
And its chance of surviving is small. 


He'd be like a sailor who ne’er has been shipped, 


Or a dead horse that’s eager to live ; 
That startling political nondescript— 
‘‘ A Progressive Conservative /” 
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A PARTING SHOT. 


,?? 


WHO STOLE THE RABBIT Pig? ’OW bD’YER LIKE MUTTON? WHO SNEAKED THE 
[ Zwenty-one days hard, 
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This Something-nothing, this Half-and-halt, 
This ** Will-and-won’t-neither-but-both,”’ 
Is a compound at which you cannot but laugh, 
But to vofe for it you'd be loath ! 
’T were less comic to speak of a queenly-king, 
Or a miser who yearns gold to give, 
Than to mention that mixed and mysterious thing— 
** A Progressive Conservative / 





| THARE seems tew be sum mistaik this time sumwhere : the oppertu- 
nity hez arrived rite enuf, but it seems tew hev left the man behind !|— 
O. z. FP. 


ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“SACK AND JILL,’ 


| AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE Great Pink Pearl, the casket 
of which was first opened at 
an Olympic matinée a few 
weeks ago, is now on exhibition 
nightly at the Prince’s, where 
the Bruce has again put him- 
self in evidence, and in spite of 
the ferocious beard in which he 
has disguised himself, betrays 
his identity by his glittering 
eye and his finely-chiselled 
Roman nose. But to the 
‘* Pearl.” In brief, then, on 
its production at the Prince’s 
the other night, its first act, 
which is weak in itself, was 
not played with that abandon 
that was displayed at the trial- 
matinée, WHence it fell rather 
flat, and during the first inter- 

NZ val, many who had not seen 

Tur Prince’s.—Tue Earty (put NoT the ** Pearl” when it was first 
Pink) * Puri!” discovered, came out, and said, 

**And this is the Great Pink 

Pearl that was so highly praised!” But yours truly, who knew all 

about it, as he does about everything, replied to some of these sceptics 

in advance, ‘‘It may not be a perfect play (for very few modern plays 
are perfect), but be patient!” and then he trilled in his marvellous 
metrical manner— 


*€ You'll find that in Acts Two and Three, 
Situations strong there be— 
In short, I may remark to ye, 
That ye shall see what ye shall see!” 





AND, indeed, the ‘‘ Pearl’s” virtues soon became more apparent in 
Acts II, and III.—the comedy woke up, so to speak, and, notwith- 
standing the ‘‘high old time” the thermometer was having, applause 
was frequent and liberal, I had hoped that, in the interim since the 
‘* Pearl” was first brought to light, the authors, Messrs, Carton and 
Raleigh, would have polished their gem up a bit, and have removed 
certain excrescences in the way of anti-climaxes, But they have not 
done so, which is a pity, considering that it is so clevera piece. Besides, 
a play that commences at nine o’clock, and doesn’t finish till half-past 
eleven will well bear cutting, 


_ THE only important change in the cast is the substitution of Mr. 
Garden for Mr, Giddens in the part of Anthony Sheen. I need hardly 
tell you that this Garden is well cultivated, and hath a flowery style. 
For all that he does not quite catch the spirit of the character, 
although here and there he makes some effective points. Miss Compton 
is again the Princess—and a fine princess, too—and the other principal 
parts are again played with finish and humour by Messrs. Marius, 
Groves, 5. Harcourt, Caffrey, and Denison. Altogether the menu is 
strong, but we could well have done with another Cart(e)-on, 





ne 


_Lxcelsior at Her Majesty's—but stay, Perhaps the Muse will 
kindly assist, 

The shades of night did 
not fall fast 

For summertime had not 
yet passed ; 

When lo! your Nestor 
{who's so nice), 

Saw something with the 
strange device— 

** Excelsior |” 


Unto his coachman Ngs- 
TOR said, 
“‘Her Majesty’s ”—and 
on we sped ; 
And soon your critic duly 
** stalled ” 
Beheld the brilliant ballet 
called— 

** Excelsior |” 





Tue Comaepy.—‘‘A Woman's Victory.” 


And there he saw Ce- 
chetti dance, 


And other wonders met his glance ; 





5 On a 
a eee 


And on the light fantastic toe 








lane fatet ek athe un - 
Were fairies, in that startling show—‘* Excelsior ! 


Therefore, if anyone should say, 
‘‘ Where is a show both grand and gay ; 
Wherein is many a wondrous star ?”” 


The answer comes from near and far—‘“‘ Excelsior ! ” 





THE matinée folk had another happy day on Wednesday. It was at 
the Comedy this time, when two capable actresses, Mesdames Edmiston 
and Beddard, gave an unintentionally comic entertainment, which con- 
sisted of a so-called comedy-drama, entitled, 4 Woman's Victory. ' 
This was announced as written by Mr. R. Dodson, a playwright who 
has done some powerful, if rough-hewn, pieces for the outlying theatres. 
If Mr. D. is really responsible for this curious compound, all I can say 
is, I blush for him, although I daresay he has, long ere now, blushed for 
himself, and also for many of the players who made up his dramatis 
persone, But, there, even those who had any acting ability had little 
opportunity of showing it. A Woman's Victory was received with 
shouts of laughter. Even Fun himself has not caused such hilarity, 





TuE chief component parts of this old-fashioned piece consisted of a 
‘* Forget-me-not” sort of adventuress, with several a/zases and a shady, 
very shady past ; a weak-minded but eventually violent bart. ; a swell- 
lover, who waits several years for the heroine, and whose ‘patience is at 
last rewarded’”’; several stage-waits of a painful nature ; any amount of 
cheques for vast sums; some obtrusive property-thunder turned on to 
serve as an ‘‘omen of ill” to the fair but fearsome bride-elect ; a crash 
of glass ‘* without,” when the bart. throws the bridegroom-elect out of 
window ; and two villainous wooers. One of these was often referred 
to as ‘fan Apollo,” a person ‘“‘with a Grecian profile,” and on one 
occasion as a **man with a god-like face.” It was rather unfortunate 
that the actor’s visage did not fit the part. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Charles Duval has returned to these shores 
from those of Ireland. Anon he will give his entertainment in far 
Cathay or Calcutta, or somewhere out in the East. A new and cheaper 
edition of Duval’s book about his adventures in South Africa, has just 
been published, In this, as in Duval’s show, you get Du-val-ue for 
your money. —Mr, Lewis CLIFTON (a promising playwright) is drama- 
tizing C, L. Pirkis’s novel, ** Lady Lovelace.” He expects to score with 
it. So mote it be! He has done several clever pieces.—MR. SYDNEY 
ALPORT, acting-manager and poet, of the Vaudeville, takes his benefit 
there on July 18. He is sure of a full house. I trust he will give us 
Al(1)-port-raits of himself on this occasion.—Mr, Julian Cross has been 
preparing some Boiling Water, which will be poured forth at the 
Comedy on Tuesday morning, NESTOR, 
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Amazons, Wt 


_[“A curious and exceptional offer of assistance has been made to the 
Viceroy, by the Dowager Maharani of Baroda, in the event of a war with 
Russia. She is prepared to raise and maintain at her own expense a 
corps of Amazons, who would all be Mahratti ladies.” —AWahabad tele- 


gram. | 
By Miss BELLA BELLONA. 


AN offer is made by an Indian Princess, 
In case we should fight with the Russ, 
To raise and maintain, both in rations and dress, 
An Amazon Army for us, 
All the Mahratti ladies are wild to enlist, 
And anxiously wait to be drilled ; 
And valiantly itches each doubled-up fist 
To be with some armament filled. 


Now, why should not we, who go in for our rights— 
As worthy to get them as men— 
Why should not we take our position in fights 
With rifle as well as with pen? 
Let English be not Indian ladies behind 
In helping their country at need ; 
And Albion’s Amazons then you will find 
A very fine regiment indeed ! 





The Queen, as our colonel, will lead us, of course— | 
We shall be a beautiful sight ! 
Britannia has never possessed such a force, | 
So great and resistless in might ; 
Oh! women of Britain, rush forward and join, 
We wl be the crack corps on earth, 
For all our accoutrements—careless of coin— 
Will be the production of WORTH! | 





Our rights in this way must be granted. The Queen, 
As woman, can never refuse ! 
The pink of her army will in us be seen, 
Not only at peaceful reviews, 
But ever our flag shall in battle be set 
The foremost of all in the van ! = 5 
To conquer we'll lead! For it ever was yet, [: 
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And will be—we’re followed by MAN ! 





Truk, TRUE !—The men in all our Highland regiments 
wear washing trousers which never shrink—either from the 
effects of water or * fire,” 








Brown,—"* AWFUL LONG TIME BETWEEN THE ACTS, EH?” 
Scotch Frient.—** AY, MAYBE! 
SHILLUN ! 


“TIME IS MONEY.” 


PAID TEN 


BUT CONSEDDER YR'VE 
Ver’RE AYE GETTIN’ MAIR FOR YER SILLER!” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL GOES A-CAMPING. 


My visit to Wimbledon Common, Sir, was prefaced by what I may 
call an un-commonly unpleasant episode. I had just had a chance 
‘*split”” with a friend at Waterloo (which, by the way, might be well 
called a pleasant episoda and brandy), when a fat station official in cor- 
duroy and moleskin had the audacity to stop me. 

‘*Stand aside,” I cried sharply. ‘*Stand back, I never mix my drinks!” 
Noticing the bewildered look of the bystanders, I hastened to repeat, 
‘I never mix my drinks, I say; and so, having just had a B, and 5., I 
don’t want any of this porter!” and I pointed to the official. 

There was a merry guffaw at this, but the porter did not succumb. 
‘*You’re going down with a pass as a reporter?” he queried, again 
regarding my special ticket. 

** Just so,” said I, 

** But you are in uniform,” he returned, 

** Precisely,’’ I replied. 

‘* Then look here,” he retorted, raising his voice, ** I should very much 
like to know how, if you are a volunteer, you can be a pressman too?” 
Then there was another guffaw, Sir, which made that porter think 
anything but small beer of himself, 

I confess I was chagrined for the moment, but when the railway 
minion took me aside and told me he had been a subscriber to FUN from 


the first, and had recognised me as soon as he saw me, [ patted him on | 


the back, and told him he was no end of a pot—adding, ‘‘ of porter.” 

On reaching the Camp, I at once proceeded to my tent ; but, meeting 
Squibbs, of the Poplar Pullbacks em route, at once started on my quippy 
course. 

** Hullo, Roman Candles!” I exclaimed (I call him Roman Candles 
because his name is Squibbs). ‘‘ Where are your fellows this year, eh?” 

** Oh, the Poplar Pullback Corps has not got its camp at Wimbledon 
this season,” he replied, 

“*The Poplar Pullback Corps hasn’t got its (s)camp at Wimbledon 
this season, hasn’t it?” I retorted. 
that be when you’re here? ”’ 

Being an « am paigner, Sir, I found m 


y tent well-pitched and furnished 





| 


| The fine I 





** Now Squibbs, old man, how can | 


with all the latest dodges in the shape of ingenious portable furniture, 1 
pride myself most on an article of my own invention, which I call the 
Selstoolcoopcamerametricone, which is equally useful as a salt-box, a 
hencoop, or a footstool; and may, by a slight adjustment, be also 
turned to account as a gas-meter, a missionary box, or a portable dark- 
closet for amateur photographers, 

I may add, in confidence, that I find it less troublesome to always use 
my Selstoolcoopcamerametricone as a tea-caddy, one of the few things 
it wasn’t invented for. 

But, after all, my chief purpose in coming to Wimbledon this year, 
Sir, is to shoot, I shot off several ties yesterday ; and by the time you 
pay me a visit, I hope to be in sufficiently good form to shoot off your 
collar as well ! 

I have been shooting every day more or less, Yesterday, including 
an ill-fated marker, I shot two more than the day before. The officer 
at the 1,000 yards range assured me that I should soon shoot through 
my class. But I think this was a sarcastic remark of his, induced by 
the fact that I had already shot through my class instructor, 

All of my shots at the runniag-deer have been ‘‘ fine” ones, so far. 
ve to pay varies, but it is never less than Is. 6d. 

There is a very ill-mannered marker at No. 27 Kange, He said toa 
comrade of mine that he’d put me on the steps of ne Tabernacle 
with a rifle, and then bet ten to one that I didn’t hit Newington Butts ! 

It was at this same marker’s target that I said one of my numerous 
good things. ‘* What's the latest bulletin?” asked a volunteer coming 
up just after his friend’s last shot was signalled. 

** An outer,” said his friend, 

‘If it’s an outer,’ I remarked calmly, ‘*I don’t call it a ‘ bull-eye- 
tin,’” and I walked away amidst envious glances to have my lunch 

You know the Umbrella Tent, of course? Well, one of my quips is 
that when we are under that we are “‘gamping” out, But I only tell 
this to the new men, 

But my latest joke is really a brand-new one. Secing how happy 
we all of us are, I maintain that to call Wimbledon a volun/car camp is 


a misnomer, It is a camp of *‘ volunsmsi/es / 
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THE DUSTHOLE AS IT SHOULD BE, IN VIEW OF POSSIBLE EPIDEMICS. 
(Bzinc A HINT TO ALL GOOD CITIZENS.) 
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Grapplewithitt was a good citizen. 77s dusthole was no cholera-centre ; on the contrary, he took proper care. 
sachets and that sort of thing. All refuse was rigidly thrown over his neighbour's wall. 
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The Epidemics would glance down his area, and sniff in indignant disgust. ‘‘ Pretty state of things! 
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Nothing ever entered Ais dusthole except scent- 





What do they suppose we are to live on?” remarked the Fiies. 
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BEACH-LOADERS. 


Corporal Mike (1st Middlesex).—“ PLEASE, SIR, HOW DO YOU LOAD THESE ’ERE THINGS?” 


EXCHEQUER BILLS, TREASURY BILLS—ANYTHING YOU 


IN 


STICK 


The Colonel. 


“OH, ANYHOW! 
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TURF CUTTINGS, 


To THe Epitor oF ‘‘ Fun.” 

IR,—Done it again, you 
see. I mean ¢hey've done 
it again, of course. You 
may be inclined to ask, 
‘© Who have done what 
again?” and well you may. 
Why, they've scratched 
my selection again, ¢hat's 
what they’vedone. Why 
couldn’t they have let 
Eurasian win the Nor- 
thumberland Plate when I 
said it would? Why, sir, 
I'll ¢e// you why. Jealousy ! 
nothing but jealousy, //a?’s 
why. As it was, I said 
Blue Grass was a “‘ game 
’un,” and Hambledon an 
animal on which I was 
‘* rather sweet,” so I think 

I sufficiently vindicated my knowledge of what is what. And here goes 

to do it even more so with my 


TIP FOR THE LIVERPOOL CoP. 


I’m a looking for the winner, 
And of course I mean to catch it, 
That’s unless some wretched sinner 
Has the impudence to scratch it— 
If he does, I'd like to duck him in the river down by Datchet. 


Now, for Quicklime I’ve a leaning— 
I consider him the chappie— 
And you'll understand my meaning 
When I say Macheath is *‘ snappy,” 
Though I think I with (Mac)heither could be reasonably happy. 


Fast-and- Loose I have an eye to, 
And I keep it there sedately ; 
While Farewell I say ‘* Good-bye ” to, 
For I do not love it greatly— 
4,ainst farewells, in point of fact, I’m prejudiced innately. 


Very nice the Lord Strathnairn is, 
And his chance of winning, very ; 
And there not a man or bairn is 
But is pleased with Londonderry. 
Yet, although it opens wide enough, 47s mouth won't get the cherry. 


But Brocken, of all chaps, will, 
If in decentish condition 
(As some other horses, p’raps will), 
Take a prominent position ; 
But whether it’s reliable is open to suspicion, 


As for the Cumberland Plate that I fancied myself so much over— 
well—I can’t (or I would) help confessing that I was all out of it ; but, 
is I said before, who can hold out against such wholesale scratch- 
ings? Not Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 











FroM Canada we learn that a party of fifty clerical cyclists intend 
starting together upon a wheeling tour in the neighbourhood of Niagara, 
xc. This invasion of godliness is expected to be wheely startling to the 
benighted districts upon which it will come bearing down, and of course 
striking dismay into the souls of evil-doers. In some places it may even 
cause a regular hubbub among the natives, if it does not make a few go 
quite cranky. The machines patronised by the roverend—we beg 
pardon, reverend—tourists will no doubt be Excelsiors or Singers. It 
will, of course, be a very sociable gathering, and we sincerely trust they 
will find plenty of enjoyment in their trip, which no one, we imagine, 


will begrudge them. 


**JACK AND JILL,” —We are glad to see that this amusing publication 
is making rapid strides to excellence, and, most deservedly, in public 
approval, There appears weekly in its ample pages something to enter- 
tain all classes—‘*‘ something for Jack and something for Jill.” It ought 
to be understood that it is not, as its title might imply, a journal ad- 
dressed exclusively to the very young ; it is rather addressed to all ages, 
and not unlike other publications of a kindred sort, intended to amuse 

bd instruct all who choose to buy ; and we most heartily recommend 

our readers to do so without delay. A better penoyworth it would 
be difficult to find. 














CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


A GENTLE PASTIME. 


(‘The Battle of Bantry Bay terminated happily with the defeat of the enemy. 
Fortunately both fleets escaped without losing a man ; which, considering the excited 
feelings that prevailed, is rather remarkable. Jack Tar and Ben the Marine have an 
artistic feeling that a sham-fight ought to be made as realistic as possible. _, 
The Standard correspondent tells a story of a marine who said he would have given 
‘a week's pay for just one ball-cartridge.’ "— Newspaper.) 

Mr. BLEATER, of Bayswater (Civilian). It has just occurred to me 
what a terrible and cruel thing war must be, Barlaam. Who can, with- 
out a shudder and a sigh of pity for those engaged in them, reflect upon 
the horrors of armed strife between man and his fellow-man ? 

Mr. BARLAAM, of Brixton (Civilian), You are, indeed, right, Bleater. 
How terrible and heartrending is the picture which the imagination 
limns, for instance, of our poor soldiers and sailors in the Soudan, Can 
we but shudder as we think upon the sharp and stinging agony of the 
deadly bullet—the hideous gash of the cruel sabre—the lingering torture 
of thirst in the wounded—the limb suddenly, and without previous notice, 
removed from its owner, perhaps to the most inconvenient distance, by 
the relentless cannon-ball ? 

Mr. Bu. Ah, Barlaam! how acute must be the longing for peace in 
the breasts of our doomed yet devoted fighting men, But what is this 
crash that salutes our ears? Can it be thunder? 

Mr. Bar. No, Bleater. Alas! I perceive that war has broken out 
in our very midst. It is evidently some Russian war-ships which are 
thus attacking Bantry Bay, while our brave and unfortunate seamen 
strive hard to defend. Let us watch from behind this umbrella, Yes 
—see, two boats approach each other amid a mutual hail of deadly lead, 
while in the faces of the combatants a fixed and fearful expression of 
rage and hate—— 

Mr. BL. Eh? Are you sure of that? Somehow it seems to me—it 
may be my defective sight—that the combatants are grinning all over 
their bearded faces, and cracking jokes with the relentless foe. 

Mr. Bar. Why, you say truly. Even now the following exclama- 
tions, in a tone of delight, reach my ear :—‘** Here's a lark, Bill; ’ere’s 
my leg carried away!” ‘‘He, he! There goes that there left arm o’ 
mine with that shell! MHere’s fun!” ‘* Hooray, Bob, my lad—there’s 
a end of me!” ‘Right through my jolly old vitals! Keep it up, 
enemy !” 





See, the brave seamen are slain by the 
Alas ! they are 


Mr. BL, It is most peculiar, 
dozen at a time, laughing with the utmost enjoyment. 
all gone now ; and a fearsome and heartrending silence succeeds to the 
din of war, Ah, here is the sole survivor : I will ask him of this strange 
scene, 

BEN THE MARINE. Battle, sir? Rooshans, sir? Lor’ bless yer! it’s 


only a bit of a sham fight between two sections of the British fleet. .4// 
got killed? Qh, yes ; it was regler’umbug at first-—the admiral wouldn’t 
serve us out no ball-cartridges or shell—jest child’s play. But we 
managed to git hold of some ball an’ shell while the admiral was ’avin’ 
his tea, and managed to ’ave a bit ofa real spree. JVhy do / look so 
disappointed? Why, ain’t it enough to make a man look disappointed ? 
Hain’t got a single blessed scratch, /ain’t, I’m the sole survivor—jest 
my luck! If I could ony have ’ad a couple o’ bullets in a painful part 
I wouldn’t ha’cared. Wy, the man next to me—he always was a lucky 
sort, Ae was—got blowed into small bits at the very start, / know! 
I've got it ! 

Mr. Bi, Ha ! a sudden flash of joy lights up your hardy features. I 
am glad tosee this change. May I inquire what cause ? 

BEN THE M. / know, I'll jest pretend I’ve got a ball in my leg, 
and then p'r'aps the surgeon’ll ampittate the limb, Don’t see why / 
shouldn't ‘ave my share o’ fun! (He goes off, muttering discontentedly 
avout the abolition of explosive bullets in war.) ° 
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| More THE PITy —Life is oftentimes so short and miserable as to 
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Eminently calculated 
Laughter to provoke, 


There was a little man, 
And he heard a Jittle joke, 


THE SMILE, AND WHAT IT CAME TO. 







But, knowing if he giggled, 
He'd be sure to drop his glass, 
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The lamentable occasion 


For years he vainly struggled 
Ultimately came to pass. 


To be solemn ; but, alas! 

















KNICKNACKS, 


BeRFORE leaving this country, that potent monarch, Oko Jumbo, ex- 
pressed his admiration for the English barmaids at the ‘‘ Inventories ; ” 
though he afterwards qualified his praise by 
asserting that they are not half so charming 
as the beauties in Bonny. Don’t rush to 

Sonny by the next boat, ye mashers! The 
Bonny bunnies nibble tobacco, 


MANY of our aristocrats shivered at the 
bare notion of Sir N. de Rothschild’s eleva- 
tion to the peerage. Some of these carping, 
captious specimens of nobility have shivered 
and trembled in front of this gentlemanly 
Israelite while trying to negotiate a loan, 
and have left him dropping salt tears of joy 
at his magnanimous generosity. Yet they 
think it a gross insult to their caste that Her 
Majesty thinks fit to make him a peer, What 
a ghastly mockery human nature is ! 





THE fumes of dynamite frequently cause 
miners to have fits of apoplexy. The Irish ‘‘ patriot” experimentalists 
who dabble with this deadly explosive are impervious to its vapour, 
Their brains are far too dense to be affected. 


THE commencement of the fishing season having been tolerably satis- 
factory, the fish liars are now rapidly pulling out chubby mendacities, 
We rather like some fish liars, they are amusing ; but the gruesome 
barber-fisherman who enlarges dolefully on his ‘‘takes,” and gives 
melancholy essays on bait, is an aggressive nuisance. When this enthu- 
siast in the gentle arts of fishing and untruthfulness has got you fairly 
under his razor, he is perfectly aware that you cannot escape his torture. 
He gloats as he watches you turn green at his chatter about s/range 
catches, \ob-worms, and singularly unpleasant ground-bait ; and when 
you leave the ‘toilet club” you hear him mutter under his breath to a 
fellow barber-fisherman, ‘‘I bet 4e don’t eat fish for lunch to-day,” 


WE wonder whether any members of the Royal Commission on 
Sewage Discharge will take a trip down the Thames this year to hunt 
for smells, Last year, on July 19, five sturdy Royal Commissioners 
made a daring voyage down the great sewer of London, Three of the 
explorers were laid up after the perilous adventure, and a clerk who 
accompanied them was actually obliged to imbibe a tiny drop of brandy, 
mixed with port wine, while discharging his duties. 


WHITEBAIT at Greenwich, deviled, acts as a capital counter-irritant 
after a run down the Thames during the English cholera months; but 
beware of the green gooseberry champagne—please do, dear boys! 


WILLIAM SPLUGGINS, of Saffron Hill, hoped to get into the good 
graces of Maria Dostles, of Drury Lane, on the strength of an inexpen- 
Sive ice-cream treat, ‘‘ Hev a hice, Maria?” said Mr, Spluggins. ‘* Not 
if I knows it,” replied Miss Dostles. ‘‘I ain’t particklar, but I seed 
yesterday a dozen of them Hitalian ice-creamers a-gettin’ water fur glass 
washin’ out of a hoss-trough, S’elp me, Willum! hosses was a-sneezin’ 
in that there hoss-trough, and two on ’em as I twigged had the glan- 
derers, Bein’ a cabman’s dorter, didn’t I ought to know?” 


Dr. W. A. HAMMOND, the great authority on women's dress, says, 
‘‘ A woman commanding a steamboat would certainly be more efficient 
in trousers than in long skirts.” Many travellers know to their cost 
that it is not unusual for ladies to command on board ship as well as on 
land. From personal experience, we are inclined to doubt whether 
female ‘‘ captains” cou/d be more lively and smart than when clad in 











their most swagger feminine garb. Perhaps wearing ‘‘ bags ” made by 
Poole might cause them to runa little higher up the ladder of supremacy. 
But whether this would be an advantage to them or us is a ticklish 
question, 


PRINCE LEININGEN, one of the Queen’s German cousins, has really 
assumed command as the Man at the Nore (where the waves come 
tumbling o’er and o’er), The gallant Prince is very anxious to blot out 
his high-handed running-down proclivities; and, as a penance for 
wrecking the Mistletoe, he proposes to trim the Nore light every six 
months or so with his royal white fingers. It is hinted that Prince 
Leiningen was once offered the command of H.M.S. Polyphemus, and 
that his native modesty inclined him to refuse it. Had Prince Leiningen 
accepted the post of captain of her, he certainly would have tested the 
ram’s destructive qualities with great energy. She might have done 
positive wonders, 


H.M.S. Polyphemus isaram. Doesn’t it seem a little absurd to call 
aram **she” and ‘ther’? Yet we are bound to do so under fearful 
penalties, 








A Ridiculous Revival. 


AT the Theatre Royal, St. Stephen’s, which most British people know, 
A striking change of bill took place a night or two ago, 

The company, which lately played a piece called ‘* Liberal rule,” 
Were then replaced by players of a very different school ; 

A new stage-manager assumed direction of the House, 

And the company he brings with him declares he’ll show some mous ; 
And others say he won't, because it is his fixed intent, 

To revive that musty farce, entitled ‘‘ Tory Government.” 


This farce has often been produced, but, ah! we must confess, 
Though its situations made some laugh, they also caused distress, 
Last time it ran six years or so, and funny were its tricks, 

But it placed our British audiences in many an awkward fix, 

For eccentric parts called Jingoes often figured in this play, 
Who strutted on the stage in quite a Bobadil-ish way. 

And in spite of all its antics, twas agreed with one consent, 
(Juite a failure was the farce entitled ‘* Tory Government.” 


Its present run cannot last long,—’tis but a stop-gap piece, 
And before the winter season’s here its run will have to cease— 
But still the present manager’s in hope the great b.P, 

Will, in January, want the farce again—but we shall see 

If the public vea//y ask for its revival later on, 

’Twill either be because the public taste is nearly gone ; 

Or that the piece is better to a very great extent— 

For up till now a sorry farce is ** Tory Government,” 


We can hardly judge at present—for the prologue’s but begun, 
But the preparations look as though we ought to have some fun, 
What with Randy as the “ First Low Com,” and Salisbury ‘* Heavy 


’ 
Why, certain situations should be comical indeed. 
But ’tis doubtful if these ‘‘ star ”’-folk and the supers in their train— 
Have ability to manage any serious-interest vein— 
For at times the national playhouse on important schemes is bent, 
More useful than the farce entitled ‘‘ Tory Government.” 


The last production here—although it certainly had flaws, 

Was more dramatic in its tone and gained immense applause, 

But the players who are now engaged did not but “guy” and jeer, 
Till at last they caused a shindy o’er an interlude called ‘* Beer” 
And then they jumped and danced about, wd ry ee! they ran, 
Exclaiming that they’d quite upset the Grand Old Leading Man. 
That's how these folks got re-engaged—and now 'tis their intent 
To try that musty-fusty farce called ‘‘ Tory Government,” 
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THE INSPEOCTOR’S FAILURE. 
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Ir was a heartless joke. 

It was perpetrated by the “‘ poorer classes,” and we are almost 
ashamed to relate it; but perhaps it may do good as a lesson—to the 
‘* poorer classes,” of course. 

The inhabitants of Scrubbins’s Rents held an informal meeting. 

‘* Well,” said Joe Hodd, the labourer, ‘‘ wot I ses is, we’ve got to 
punish him some'ow for all the worritin’ and tyranny as he’s give us ; 
an’ so we'd better find out the way.” 

‘* Right you are!” shouted all the other parents of children present. 

‘*T have it,” said Betsy, the charwoman, ‘‘ Suppose we x 

Our reporter did not hear the rest of the proposal ; but it was greeted 
with a hearty shout of assent, and carried. The meeting dispersed with 
the anticipation of triumph, and went into their uninhabitable houses, 

* * * » + * 

He came round the corner of Scrubbins’s Rents chuckling inwardly, 
while he conned over a well-thumbed note-book. ‘‘Ho! ho! Joseph 
Hodd, day labourer ; youngest child ill of the measies, and absent from 
school for three days. Must have her out of bed like a shot—/ha?’// 
tickle up Joseph. 7Zhat‘// make Joe swear. Shouldn’t wonder if he 
takes to drink or commits suicide! Let's see—ah! Betsy Scrubber, 
charwoman. Little boy broken his leg, and absent yesterday in conse- 
quence. He, he! /’// soon see whether he can’t be made to get up 
and limp to school somehow! Won’t Betsy be wild—that’s all! Try 
to tear my eyes out probably ; that’s the fun 7 love. Ho, ho! Madden 
em, that’s the true sport—make ’em beside themselves with rage—drive 
‘em to drink, and soon, That’s the way to enjoy oneself. What’s the 
next item? Jane Jones’s boy absent from school, earning three shillings 
a week because the family’s starving. Ho, ho! /’/starve’em! Get 
them fined ten shillings ; ¢/a?’s the way to do it!” 

Then he sighted Joe Hodd, and smacked his lips at the prospect of 
Joe's wild rage and despair; but he looked puzzled, then disappointed, 
as Joe actually greeted him with a smile of cordial welcome, 

**(Good day,” said the School Board inspector urbanely. ‘‘ Ahem! 
Your little girl has been absent from school for the last three days, 
Measles, I am given to understand. We'll soon see about measles,” 

‘‘With pleasure, sir,” said Joe joyfully; and the inspector turned 
pale, and stared aghast. With evident pleasure Joe assisted him to haul 
the child out of bed and kick her downstairs. 

The inspector stared at Joe in a stupefied way, passed his hand across 
his bewildered brow, and shrieked— 

‘* Why, you don’t seem a bit grieved.” 

‘*Grieved?” said Joe cheerfully. ‘* Why, bless yer soul, I like it!” 

The inspector groaned, and went off to Betsy, the charwoman. 
**May I ask c/y your little boy was absent from school yesterday ? 

sroken leg—ah! ah! We’'/] soon see if he can’t manage to walk 
with it.” 

‘* That we will, sir, won’t we?” exclaimed Betsy heartily. 

The inspector staggered—his head swam—he felt sick—he groaned, 
and sat down, Then if all the other inhabitants of the Rents did not 
come out with flowers and other little offerings for him, and press to 
grasp and kiss his hand, 

He made one more attempt. ‘‘ Where is Jane Jones?” he asked, but 
the attempt at urbanity in his (one was a failure now, and he spoke in a 
kind of wail, interrupted with sobs, 

**Jane Jones? Oh, here she is! She’s a-starvin’, she is; which 
that's jest what she injoys, ’cos she ses it soots her ; she don’t git bilious,” 
said the crowd with one voice. 

** Ter lit—tle boy is—engaged, I hear, in some business—contrary to 
the regula——” Here the inspector fairly broke down, and hid his face 
in his hands, 

‘“*Oh, no!” said the crowd. 
‘cos it seemed to displease you.” 

The inspector staggered up, gazed wildly round, gave one long, dread- 
ful how] of insanity, and dashed away to Hanwell, where he is now 
chained up. His post is vacant. 





‘*His mother made ’im give that up, 














A JAUNT. 


DEAR Ep1ToR,—Parties who’re down by the sea 
(A number, at present, inclusive of me) 

Will seldom, whatever their attitude, fail 

To be gently invited to go for a sail. 


And those who’re inclined for it frequently go, 

And those who dislike it will answer with ‘‘ No,” 
While those who’re supplied with a yacht of their own 
Are rather stand-offish, I fancy, in tone. 


But the sky is all blue, and there isn’t a cloud, 
And the wind isn’t likely to whistle too loud, 
And the sea is too smooth to wig-waggle a ship ; 
So—what do you say ?—shall we go for a trip? 


Let us sail to the port on the Lancashire shore 

Where the Ga//ia, crippled, seeks England once more ; 
Let us sail to the coast of the suffering Spain, 

And, finding the cholera, put off again. 


Then tack we a point as we steer a fresh course, 
To see Bradlaugh beaten by numbers perforce ; 
Then bear we for Windsor, where soldiers, I wot, 
May go with one glove while the weather’s so hot. 


Next sail we away by the river and sea 
Where many unfortunate aeronauts be— 
Some in the Serpentine, some on the ground, 
And some in a big market-garden are found, 


Then the spot let us seek where His Highness of Wales 
His brother's Memorial Building unveils. 

And anchor a trip, on another tack bent— 

Find sixpenny telegrams will mot be sent. 


Then lufhing a little, all properly found, 

We make the ‘‘ Star” Music Hall, burned to the ground 
(A sight for sor-vys, as we needn't explain), 

And ‘‘ speak” with Lord Wolseley, returning again, 


A bearing to south’ard, we scarcely will pass 
The Palace of Crystal that’s builded of glass ; 
And rigging us out in our shore-going togs, 
We put in to look at the Kennel Club Dogs. 


Then up for fair Dublin we steer our next course, 
To see the new Viceroy ride on a white horse, 
With people hurraying or hissing instead. 

I’m Yours very faithfully, sir, 


MERDLE HEAD, 








Pig-irony. 

(A CONTEMPORARY (one of those Tory bad shillingsworths) playfully 
suggesting that Lord Hartington should turn book-maker; Sir W. 
Harcourt *‘chucker out” or Salvation Army preacher; that Moon- 
lighters should shoot Sir C. Dilke and Mr. Chamberlain, &c., and, 
taken to task by a correspondent for the latter, explains, after thought- 


fully pointing out the inconsistency of its own remarks, that they were 
intended for z7ozy /) 


To say that you mean what you don’t mean at all 
May pass for true wit with the Tory 

(Though people at large are more likely to call 
Such elaborate humour a—story !) 

And childishly purposeless impudence, p’r’aps, 
And penning of paragraphs gassy 

May seem to those simple Conservative chaps 
To be iron-y,—only its brass-y ! 





Taking their Measure, 


THE Brooklyn police have been greatly exercised by the action of the 
authorities in determining to regard obesity as a disqualification for 
service in the force. Immediately upon the announcement that all 
officers measuring more than forty-five inches round the waist would be 
summarily dismissed, extensive orders were sent out for supplies of anti- 
fat and sweating flannels, while invites were despatched to several 
eminent athletic trainers at home and abroad to come out and assist the 
unwieldy members of the force to get rid of their superfluous tissues. 
Editors of exchanges have been worrited with urgent inquiries whether 
an infatuation for cooks and housemaids, or an undue stoutness of nerve 
or limb, would entail disqualification and dismissal. Sundry active and 
intelligent members, hitherto puffed out with a sense of their own im- 
portance, have since visibly collapsed, and assumed an aspect of extreme 
limpress and lankiness. Although some corpulent unfortunates have 


| since taken to living principally upon “ slops,” it must not be assumed 


that these have developed cannibalistic propensities, 
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Beach - Loaders, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Before a party tries to shoot, 
And hit a distant mark to boot, 
With charges he’s exploded, 

’Tis just as well 
If he can tell 
How rifles should be loaded, 





Until a party comprehends | 
Which are the breach and muzzle | 
ends 
And where to put the cartridge, 
He’d better not 
Attempt to pot | 
A target or a partridge. 


Unless a party understands 
The proper way to place his hands 
And to present the rifle, 
His practice, to 
Bystanders who 
Are watching, is no trifle, 


When novices blaze off at first, 
Be ready for the very worst: 
Perhaps you'll be mistaken, 
But oh! beware, 
And have a care— 
They won’t—to save your bacon. 


Cum Grano Salis-bury. 


[Lord Salisbury says the Conservatives 
are as anxious for improvement in Loca! 


DEAR Marquis, we now Local Go- 
vernment so 
Holds your heart, though few 
people would guess it, 
That you'll stick to it tight, with the 
whole of your might, 
Ere any one e/se shall possess it ; 
And you'll stand firm as Gib, ere 
the renegade Lib, 
Shall share in your noble affec- 


tions, 
So gallant and true—and with no- 
thing to do ; 
With the forthcoming autumn \ 
elections ! Me 


sinless o . ae \ 

Most UNDOUBTEDLY !—If the \ 
(ueen’s chaplains are no better than ——————* 
her ministers they’re a queer set, TAKING 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpDaAY, July 6.—Selborne having got the sack, jolly, podgy little 
Giffard (now Lord Halsbury) gets the woolsack. The new Premier 
announces foreign policy of Ministers. Explains problems Government 
has to solve, and incidentally contradicts assertion of his design to defer 
dis-solution. Carnarvon also explains the Irish stew, and his determi- 
nation not to make a hash of it if he can help it. 

Commons.—Entry of the re-elected amid cordial cheers from their 
own side, and generous ones from opponents. Gladstone, once again 
Leader of H.M. Opposition, gets a good all-round welcome. Every- 
body proud of everybody else. Then the House settles down to enjoy 
that familiar entertainment, the Bradlaugh Burlesque. Member for 
Northampton advances to take the oath; Chancellor of Exchequer 
moves that he takes his hook instead. Maiden speech from the new 
star, Webster, (.C., a man whose career from beginning to present 
time is spelt in one word, **success.”” The athlete lawyer has followed 
Halsbury’s wake in sitting for Launceston, and, ten to one, will follow 
him some day to the woolsack. Once more Bradlaugh defeated. No 
light spar with Gossett this time; but Charles, by retiring with dignity 
under defeat, gains more than on memorable occasion when he went out 
in instalments; and those who oppose him tooth and nail on principle 
cannot help admiring his perseverance. 

Tuesday.—Lord Ravensworth thinks Standing Order prohibiting pay- 
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| admiral, remaining on list of English officers, New First Lord announces 


Canal, City, and Docks Railway. ‘‘ Standing Order be hanged !” say 
their Lordships, and the same suspended in this case accordingly. 
Commons.—Bentinck, perhaps baving regard to the sultry atmos- 
phere, calls attention to the ‘‘ shady side of Pall Mall.” Sir Michael 
announces Government programme, Another Irish ‘‘experiment.” No 
coercion. Government intends to rule the Green Isle without a Crimes 
Act. FuN wishes more power to their elbows, and hopes, from the bottom 
of his heart that Patrick, on his part, will refrain from acts and crimes 
that make one necessary. Welsh Education and Scotch Crofters’ Bills 
promised for next session. In fact, Sir Michael’s mission professedly 
to propagate contentement in Ireland, vowels in Wales, and sunshine in 
Sky(e). Lawson, willing to learn, even from opponents, tries the con- 
fidence trick. Severely sat on—151 to 2, Sir Wilfrid sort of man 
who wi// distinguish himself, if only by being ridiculous. In Supply, 
Ince, Q.C., makes sacrilegious proposal to re-arrange Chancery chief 
clerks. Webster begs him to beware. Ordinary people like judges 
may be raffled for by rota, Lut fancy patriarchal Jawkins or ponderous 
Sminns-Bith being picked out of a churn or a lucky bag! 
Wednesday—Commons.—Al most like being with evolutionary squad- 
ron. House desperately nautical. Navy Estimates in Supply, and 
Lord George Hamilton up and down like the Duke of York’s army. 
Sir G. Campbell very pertinently objects to Hobart Pasha, Turkish 


overhauling of Admiralty finance. 
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Landlord. —‘* No, SIR; WE ONLY KEEP IT ON DRAUGHT.” 
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SECOND THOUGHTS’ARE BEST. 
Short-sighted Old Party (who has got into a public house instead of a library),—*‘* HAVE YOU GOT ‘BURTON ON MELANCHOLY ’?” 


[Old Party meditates, and has it. 








NEW LEAVES. 


THE delicious frontispiece, ‘‘ The Pet Fawn,” by Mary Hallack 
Foote in St. Nicholas, does great credit to her head and hand, There 
are many other sweet things in the number.—In Zhe Century there is a 
fine display of portraits. There is also an illustrated article headed, 
‘* Frank Hatton in North Borneo,” in which the serviceable life and 
sadly premature death of this brave and talented youth is tenderly told 
by his father.—In A/acmil/am there are no trivial topics, only such as 
have been and should be carefully thought over.—Household |Vords has 
reading enough for everybody, and its Summer Number has enough for 
‘*a few more.”— Zhe Leisure Hour, 7he Sunday at Home, The Boys’ 
Own Paper (with a frontispiece of vatious sorts of trees), and Zhe Gir/s’ 
Own Paper are all full of good reading and good illustrations, 

‘Why not Eat Insects?” by Vincent M. Holt (Field and Tuer), 
After careful perusal and impartial contemplation of this book and its 
advocacy, we earnestly ask ourselves the question, ‘‘ Why not eat 
insects?” and emphatically answer, *‘ Why not?”’ Who would not bite 
the brawny beetle, or chump the chirpy cricket? Who would not smack 
their lips after feasting on the slimy slug, sigh for a feed off the beauteous 
butterfly, or desire to devour worms as their daily ‘‘ grub.” —‘*‘ Amateur 
Tommy Atkins,” by Private Samuel Bagshaw (Field and Tuer). An 
amusing account of a volunteer’s experiences. Tommy tries to make 
himself appear a “‘ bit of a Sammy.” —‘* Old London Cries,” by Andrew 
Tuer (Field and Tuer), The cry we may rightly make in favour of this 








very interesting book is a *‘full and fair” one, ‘‘Come and buy.”— 
** Rus; a Bundle of Bucolics” (Wyman and Sons). The far-branching 
evils of the existing land laws, which so seriously affect the land labourer, 
and cause such a wide-spread undergrowth of bitterness, are here 
exposed with, in one or two cases, perhaps, an excusable outcrop of 
exaggeration.—‘*‘ The Ambassadors of Commerce” by A, P. Allen 
(T. Fisher Unwin). We here see the commercial traveller in his true 
light, as he was, and as he is; there is no saying what he will be. The 
book is full of amusing anecdote, pleasantly written, and is highly enter- 
taining, as might be expected from one so thoroughly acquainted witb 
“the ways and the manners” of the large and deserving body of men 
whose business it is to advance the interests of commerce.—‘‘ Latter 
Day Legends,’ by William Sapte, jun, (Samuel French), There is 
something both very whimsical and very funny about these ‘‘ Legends,” 
even to the decided leaning towards Cockney rhymes, unsteadiness on 
the ‘‘ feet,” and noble disregard of rhythm, 
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ONE PENNY. EVERY WEDNESDAY. 


“TACK AnD JILL,” 


AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY MISCELLANY FOR EVERYBODY. 





OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE STRAND.—Mr. J. S. Clarke does 
not seem fortunate with the original 
plays he produces. Cousin Fohnny 
to the extent that it allows the display 
of the actor’s undoubtedly comical 
peculiarities of style is funny — but 
three acts sole, or almost sole, de- 
pendence upon Mr. Clarke’s facial 
twists, sudden changes of expression, 
and other “‘ personal effects” results 
in satiation to the borders of weari- 
ness. And, as the story of the piece 
can boast neither originality nor brisk- 
ness, or even refinement of narration, 
this is pretty much what it amounts 

Tue Stranp.—"Cussin’ Jonnny!' to, The story and chief character is, 

in fact, little more than a faithful 
memory of Fortune’s Frolic, Tony Lumpkin, A Fool and His Money, 

Cousin Foe, et hec genus omne, 


Three acts are too many, believe me, of such 
A queer set—each a dubious entity— 

Who tell a dull story, which isn’t so much 
As a case of mistaken identity. 





ee ee 


One doesn’t absolutely weary, you know, for Mr. Clarke, like (C)larks 
of all kinds, keeps it up wonderfully, and, although I can’t say whether 
he wears a coat-of-arms, he certainly rejoices in ‘‘ supporters ” of no mean 
order, among which there is at least a Crest—on Clarke, Then 
there is H. RK. Teesdale—the ad- 
mired of all teetotalers who take 
their teas daily no less than of con- 
firmed topers who have the pleasing 
impression that ‘‘teazed ale” isa 
new and pungent kind of liquor— 
Rothsay, who scores well, Wyatt— 
but w’y at-tempt to enumerate them, 
when all work sowell? Miss Lucy 
Buckstone, Miss M. Hudspeth, and 
Miss Eleanor Bufton, to wit. 
Three other persons appear in the 
cast ; but the characters they play 
are purposely objectionable, and 
the way they play them not striking, 
so we'll say no more about them, 





Too.e’s,—Mr. Burnand has fol- 
lowed up his capital burlesque of poorn's.—Tue PAINFUL EFFECTS OF A 
Claudian, by an almost as capital ~ "Love Potion, _ 3 
an one of 7h-odora, **the Great 
Sara’s” last. Sardou’s piece has created a great sensation, and 
although I can’t say I quite sympathise with all this Sardou about it, it 
thus becomes mear/y—though I don’t think gui/e, because nine people 
out of ten know nothing of the original—a good enough subject for 
travestie, It is to be noted that while the author seeks his subject over 
the Eastern Channel, he has crossed the Western for his title; this 
explains his being a little bit at sea in some parts of his dialogue, 


Mr. BURNAND is well aware of the value of an elderly criticism,— 
who does not know the familiar ‘standing joke” which is received 
with enthusiastic roars whenever introduced, while the brilliant brand- 
new coinage 
of your subtle 
brain is re- 
ceived in ap- 
preciative si- 
lence?— 
therefore we 
need scarcely 
be surprised, 
for instance, 
at the appear- 
ance of the fa- 
miliar burles- 
queexpedient 
of turning the 
characters in- 
toa ** Christy 
n ' chorus” for 
the nonee, although their conspirator business is the very funniest bur- 
lesque. Mr, E. D. Ward, by the way, who plays Marcellus, with his usual 




















Toain’s.—'' THR-opOURER ON A WRONG TRACK SENT!” 








humorous resource, makes this notion artistically funny by his imita- 
tion of the nigger ‘‘ bass.” 





Mr, Tooue’s Andréas is pretty much like Mr, Toole’s anything 
else, it is decidedly comical, you can 
~ laugh at most of it (some of it you can’t 
eX help laughing at—an illimitable concer- 
/*) tina comes under this head), and you 
== can’t mistake who is playing it even for 
=>., the space of a flash of greased lightning. 
=. His imitation of Marais is funny, and 
clever, though. Miss Marie Linden is 
in her element, and I don’t know whe- 
ther she is best when clutching ani 
twisting and serpentining @ /i Sara, or 
when she is footing it as featly as she, if 
anybody knows, how. The “hair-pin” 
business is well worked up. Mr. Shel- 
ton makes a bit of character out of the 
Emperor with a very funny ‘* Roman- 
coin” make up, and Miss Thorne is a 
substantial sorceress. The piece is 
staged, and ‘‘put on” in capital style, 
but it is not a big success, and I think that 7ze Great Taykin, being 
also a burlesque, should not be in the same programme, 





Tooug’s (ANON).—THE PROFESSOR 
ON CHANGE. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Monday saw the end of the Bancrofts’ managerial 
career, We have had many a good thing at their hands, and, with the 
probable assistance of the late H. J. Byron’s astuteness, they “found ” 
Robertson, and were among the pioneers on the road to the *‘ natural” 
school of acting, of which the highest development is Henry Irving ; 
but, really, they’ve made, and others have made, such a fuss about it 
all lately, that Tuesday morning more than likely brought a huge sigh 
of relief from the majority of that minority which interests itself in thea- 
trical matters. However, let bygones be bygones, and here’s success to 
the new management, although, indeed, it begins with Dark Days.— 
Mr, and Mrs, Bancroft have not adsolutely retired yet, by the way. A 
‘* farewell” tour round the provinces is in process of organization, and 
will probably be something like a triumphal medizeval ‘* progress,’”’ but 
I fancy they will find the Robertson comedy series squeezed pretty dry. 
Mr. Cross has decided not to bring that Water to the boil at the Comedy 
until this (Wednesday) afternoon, in order not to clash with the Actors’ 
Benevolent Fund Benefit.—On Saturday next the Adelphi re-opens with 
Boucicault’s Arrah-nma-pogue. Messrs. Charles Sullivan, E, D. Beveridge, 
and Miss Mary Rorke play the principal characters, In this latter case 
all those who do not know will learn how quaintly seductive sounds 
‘*the brogue” on pretty lips, I expect there will be a run on Irish 
marriageable girls immediately. —7%e St/ver Wedding is advertised as 
the Standard autumn piece; Mr, Jas. Willing, jun., is the advertiser—I 
mean author.—I heard Mr, Duck was going to ‘‘open” at Toole’s with 
Miss Fortescue next month; but it seems that this lady is going to 
America ona ‘‘one-third- of-the- 
gross - receipts-and- £ 70-a-week-mi- 
nimum” engagement. Who 
wouldn’t have a promise breached ? 
(Which is rather suggestive of a 
promise being a very little boy !) 
Meantime, Mr. Duck will present 
Miss Eweretta Lawrence and the 
play On Change, or the Professor's 
Venture ; let us hope he will bea 
clever duck and drake in the pieces. 
—The Drury Lane paradox, 4 
True Story, having proved a com- 
panion failure to A Sailor and his 
Lass, as it couldn’t be drawn wth, 
has been withdvawn,.—A play by 
Mr. Howell- Poole, called 7Zirough Ugh, SS . 
the Furnace, and which, therefore, ‘S\’ V4 ASS 
should have plenty of fireinit, will ‘Toore’s.—Manrie LINDEN a Ja SARA. 
be prmeeees at an Olympic matinée , 
next Wednesday.— Willie Edouin ‘‘ and Co,”’ open the Novelty (probabl 
with a burlesque called 7he ¥ajs) on the aot September. jo “ 
ominous day for commencing a theatrical speculation !—Heaps and 
heaps of the French theatres are closing their doors because of bad 
business, It’s all that “Inventions,” of course !—A new piece, Lelio 
with Miss de Vane, of Sadler’s Wells fame as leading lady is to appear 
at the Olympic on the 3rd of August—and, best news this many 2 
day, Louisa Moore is coming back to the stage. NESTOR. 











IF twelve beggars ask for alms, give it them. Meybe yew will be 
cheated by eleven, but yew will befriend wun needy man.—O, FE. P. 








1885. 
is imita- 


inything 
you can 
ou can’t 
concer- 
ind you 
even for 
zhtning. 
ny, and 
inden is 
»w whe- 
ng ani 
Sara, or 
s she, if 
ir-pin ” 
r, Shel- 
of the 
Roman- 
ne is a 
iece is 
1 style, 
being 


lagerial 
jith the 
found ” 
atural” 
irving ; 
bout it 
ze sigh 
n thea- 
‘cess to 
ays.— 
ay. A 
in, and 
s,”’ but 
ty dry. 
omedy 
Actors’ 
is with 
sridge, 
er case 
sounds 
1 Irish 
sed as 
ser—I 
Ss with 
ing to 











JULY 22, 1885, 


HUN. 35 








hear of next in the fashionable world.—A Society Fourna/.) 


WHAT IT WILL END IN—SMOKE! 


_ [We were surprised the other evening when visiting at a lady's house, the Prince of Wales being present, to see the young ladies smoking cigarettes. On making 
inquiries, we were still more astonished to Jearn that it has become quite fashionable for ladies to indulge in fragrant tobacco after dinner. We wonder what we shall 
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Horror of the British Matron on approaching 
railway carriage—discovers it to be a Lady's 
Smoking Compartment. 


What it may come to! After Dinner the Gentlemen retire to the 
Drawing-Room, while the Ladies remain. 


They don't think smoking is so jolly, 
after all. 








THH BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


Ir must be nice to marry a prince,” sighed Mrs. Blunderberry, as she 
pensively dipped a strawberry into the mustard on the side of her plate. 

‘‘Ugh!” grunted her lord and master. ‘‘ What scion of a royal 
house has been breeding discord in the home of the Blunderberrys? 
What blue-blooded descendant of an ancient dynasty has been tampering 
with the guileless heart of my better half, and sapping the foundations 
of my domestic felicity? Speak, ma’am—speak ; and let me learn the 
miscreant’s name.” 

‘© Why, Solomon, you must know when I said a prince, I didn’t mean 
one prince, I meant any prince—all the princes.” 

‘© And with unblushing effrontery the wife whom I have loved and 
cherished for twenty years dares say this to me beneath my own roof- 
tree. Go, woman—go! 
of monarchs that happiness which your Solomon can no longer give ; 


your faithless heart the entire Almanach de Gotha,”’ 


I know you don’t meanit. I’m sure one husband is all I want.” 
‘Well, and you’ve got him, ma’am, haven’t you? What pattern of 


brand-new one in a walnut-wood case, with a double check action and 
all the latest improvements? Think there’s anything in Madame 
Tussaud’s chamber of horrors that would suit you?” 

‘* No, dear, not while I’ve got you,” cried the good lady effusively, 
and she smiled at him affectionately across the milk jug. 

**That’s right. 
you get him, Remark the signature on the label, without which none 
is genuine, 
have you to make on the subject of marriage?” 

‘‘Why, Solomon, haven’t you read all about the Princess Beatrice’s 
lovely presents?” 

‘*Ahem! Know all men by these presents that I, Beatrice, take you 
Henry, to be my lawful husband, and——” 

‘Marriage is not a subject for joke, Solomon,” interrupted Mrs, 
Blunderberry reprovingly. 

‘* You're right, ma’am—right, as usual; and I congratulate you upon 
discovering that I was joking. How sharp you are thismorning! Why, 
if you were only a little thinner and a little more crooked, you might 
pass for a Turkish scimitar. No; marriage is no joke.” 

‘* But ain’t you glad of the match, dear?” 

‘Bah! Think I’am a candle that wants lighting? Fancy your 
husband is a cigar that’s gone out? Got an idea I only strike on my 
own box? Why should I be glad of a match?” 

‘I’m sure if you’re a loyal subject, Solomon, you would rejoice that 


sighed. 
** You know all about a happy family, don’t you? Jou’re the sort to 

live in a cage with a cat and a dog and acanary bird. Jou're a dream 

of joy and a vision of bliss—ain’t you? What you don’t know about 

conjugal felicity isn’t worth knowing. Why don’t you ice your head 

and pass yourself off for a wedding cake?” 

** Anyhow, I hope he’ll make her a good husband.” 





Go to your royal family, seek in the palaces | 
discard him who at the altar you swore to honour and obey, and take to | 


*€Oh, Sol—Sol—Solomon, how can you say such dreadful things? | 


a husband do you want if this one is not good enough for you? Like a 


When you ask for Solomon Blunderberry, see that | 


And now, madam, what other new and original remarks | 





the Princess should be as happy as—as—as Iam.” And the good lady | 


| make her a good wife, as I've been trying for twenty years to make you, 
| but it’s all labour thrown away. 








**How can he make Aer a good husband—eh, Mrs. B.? He may 


‘You're not a prince,” answered Mrs. Blunderberry with some 
asperity. 

** What do you mean by that, ma’am—eh ?” 

**My dear, this is the third morning this week you’ve missed your 
omnibus, and I'm sure you can’t afford so many cabs. You might if 
you were royalty. 

Mr. Blunderberry muttered something unpleasant between his teeth, 
as he caught up his hat and hurried out of the front door; while his 
wife, as usual, watched him from the window, 

** Poor fellow!” she sighed ; ‘‘it would be a good thing if all princes 
were like him: the Radicals would have nothing to complain about 
then.” And she commenced hemming a pocket-handkerchief for her 
departed lord’s use, 








A Wedding Warble! 
(Or, A TRILL FOR THE TWENTY-THIRD). 


THOUGH Mr. Fon is not (at present) Laureate of this land, 
About the Royal wedding he feels bound to write a lay ; 
For Beatrice and Battenberg will soon join heart and hand, 
Yea, within a few short hours will dawn the blissful Bridal day. 
The handsome Henry then will take our fair I’rincess to wife, 
So, surely FUN will be excused for venturing to say 
IIe hopes that joy will be their lot throughout their wedded life, 
He will join, too, in the prayer— 
** Heaven bless the happy pair!" 
And he'll also help to swell the cry of ‘‘ Hip, hip, hip, hooray !” 


Well-beloved is our fair Beatrice, the last daughter of our (ueen, 
And ne’er has she been absent from her widowed mother’s side ; 
Our Sovereign Lady’s sorrow has she soothed with love serene, 
And now that Royal Mother gives her darling for a bride. 
A daughter so devoted will as Wife have no alloy, 
Pure gold with no base metal is the heart of our Princess, 
So when she’s your’s, O Henry, look you, cherish her, my boy— 
For happy must you be 
With such a bride as she. 
Britain’s love for her is deep and true—and mind your love's no ess. 


And lo, the gay but loyal Fun, in all his Sunday best, 
To the Isle of Wight, on Thursday morn, in joyousness will come ; 
He’ll accept your invitation with a great amount of zest, 
And present you with this grand and lofty epithalami-mm / 
And like the “‘ heavy father ” at the finish of the play, 
He'll say, se — you both, my children !” with a kind of parent's 
pride, 
And when the ceremony’s o’er—and as ye ride away, 
He'll throw cap and bells in air, 
Crying, ‘* Bless the happy pair !”’ 
And he'll shower shoes and rice upon the Bridegroom and the Bride ! 
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Mr, EpitTor,—Sir, did it ever occur 
To your highly intelligent mind, 

That the news would appear, at this time of the year, 
To be rather a bother to find? 

It may Ze so or not, but the notion I’ve got 
On the subject is pretty well fixed ; 

And what I /ave found—you will say, I'll be bound, 
Has become just a little bit mixed. 


There’s a college in Wales (or there was) which, at tales 
That the School Board could teach without fee, 

So blazed up with ire that it quickly caught fire, 
And it got as burned out as could be, 

At Holloway bright, they’d commenced a prize-fight 
(They bad got half way through it in fact), 

When the collarer, plain (which is dreadful in Spain !) 
Came and collared them all in the act ! 


Then the Marquis of Lorne to St. Pancras had gorne 
For to talk about flow’rs (which was nice), 

Which, along with some fruit, seeking Chiswick repute, 
Got crushed up with some vessels in ice ! 

While it seems, as is meet, that the old Sackville Street, 
Won't relinquish its name in the least ; 

For marauders will still *‘ sack” full many a “ ville,” 
Though the Mahdi once more is deceased. 


Though farm-labourers starve, having nothing to carve, 
Equal interest seems to attach 

To the ’Cultural Show, held at Preston, you know— 
Between Eating and Harrow a match. 

And the match that they play, sends the people, they say, 
Crowding onward to Lord's for a trip ; 

Where they strive (best of jokes) with the Wimbledon folks 
For the Lawn-Tennis Championship, 


And to give an affair what you’d call a grand air, 
They have spread themselves out in a camp, 
Where the tents that arise have their pegs and their guys, 
And their trenches to save them from damp ; 
And there we may find at a suitable kind 
Of a target they shoot (as is said) ; 
So at present no more from that very small bore 
Who is yours as you will, 
MERDLE Heap, 


—= 








“Stone-y.” 


SOME sages say that every precious stone 
Like flowers, has a language of its own, 

And tells of love, fidelity, and such, 

Between ourselves, I do not heed them much; 
I only know that when my true love speaks, 
And blushes mantle o’er her dimpled cheeks, 
I clasp her to my heart and say, ** My own!” 
A fig for gems—Aers is the precious (s)tone ! 





The Complete Angler. 


WHEN the sage, whoever it was, levelled at the piscatorial art his 
well-known sarcasm about its being ‘‘a worm at one end and a fool at 
the other,” it was really a less ill-natured remark than it has hitherto 
appeared. The philosopher's intent was to record his belief in the 
suitability of the pastime to all classes—viz., to both gen¢/e and simple. 





Tue Soar ror Lorp RoTHscHILD.—Peer’s soap. 






CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


A FRENCH COMIC ARTIST. 


i i i cartoon of General Wolsele in 

Poe ako pag as lately Po tivier Pain. The corpse of the latter is stretched 
on the ground with a knife in it, or something of that kind. There is blood about, if 
we recollect rightly, and other droll things. On the whole, the picture is conceived 
in the true spirit of light humour, and makes you die o’ laughing. ] 

Epiror oF FrencH Comic Paper. Sacré/ We must have a car- 
toon in this week that will really /e//—truly may say to the intelligenst, 
‘‘ This is indeed comic art!” For the Beautiful France, is she not the 
home of mirth—of the only comic art? In the other lands, is it not an 
unknown thing this dear little humour, death of my life? The France, 
is she not at the head of the civilization, by example. 

Frencu Comic Artist. Hold now. You are right. We will be 
what the Frenchman alone can be; we will be humorous. What shall 
the cartoon contain, say then? As to me, I thought in my little brain 
that the cartoon should contain blood—the blood is a thing of the most 
comic. 

Ep. or F. C. P. Perfectly; we are of accord. There should be 
blood and a corpse; for what is there of more humour than a corpse, 
let us see? We will have a corpse in our cartoon—a corpse with a gash. 
But the humour of a gash, is it not supreme? 

Fr. C, A. Truly. Then there is indecency. Shall it say itself that 
a French comic artist left out the dear little indecency? Never! That 
the Heaven forbid a such sacrilege! Yes, it needs of the indecency— 
of something more startling than anything before. Something of flaying. 
We will have much indecency. Live the Beautiful France, she is the 
sole home and mother of the fine humour ! 








Ep, or F. C, P. It is good! Then what next? Ah! We had for- 
gotten the blasphemy. Life the blasphemy ; it will add a great zest to 
our cartoon, let us see; for the blasphemy is also of the things the 
most humorous, Then there is venom, and bad taste—yes, we must 
have the bad taste. Tothe good hour! We have planned our cartoon, 
we are already immortal. Then the libretto—it must crush—it must 
flay—it must drive the victim to the suicide. For the suicide is also the 
true humour, is it not? 

Fr, C, A. But it goes without to say, by example. And now, at 
whom to aim the great cartoon ? 

Ep. or F. C, P. Blue death! Death of my life! To what exists 
the comic art of the Beautiful France, if not to attack the Germans and 
the English, Without the Germans or the English there is not of French 
comic art. Let us see then: we will represent the English and the 
Germans as murderers. Byblue, they shall be corpses also ; and under- 
neath we will write of them obscene things, and things of the most 
blasphemous byblue! The humour of the Beautiful France is light—it 
sparkles ; it is subtle; it is the true humour, by example ! 








Season-able. 


[A provincial paper says :—‘‘ It would seem as if the Tories have completed another 
of those somersaults in which they have lately proved such adepts.”’] 
STRANGE notion! ‘* Tory somersaults !”— 
When one considers all the faults 
Of each Conservative high-stepper. 
’'Twould seem that when November's here, 
And Tories have to disappear, 
That in the next election race 
Their summer-salts may yet give place 
To what they'll think is ‘* winter pepper ! ” 





A Wind-(Oh })-pain-ful Idea. 


THE Sfectator believes that ‘* the Conservatives will fail to take the 





| the necessary sail-ient features with which to as-sail their opponents. 


wind out of the sails of the Liberals.” Probably because the Tories lack 
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INTER-EDITORIAL CHARITY. 


(‘FHE sensitive political morality ofa British newspaper Editor is only equalled by his brotherly anxiety for the welfare of the editors of other rs. If have 
read his editorial remarks for the last week or two concer, say, the change of Ministry, you will be casio of the above. } ote ne 
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This is the bitter grief of the Editor and Sub-Editor of the S/affer on becoming aware that the Hated Riva/ had gone and published a political fib which had been 
found out—say a misrepresentation of the Budget figures, and right down put his foot init. It was subsequently beautifully expressed in a leader of two columns, 
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This is the loudly-revealed misery of the counter-boy of S/agger, when one ot This is the same Editor penning—oh, how bitterly against his will! with what 
the hitherto regular subscribers of the //ated Xiva/ forsook it for its indiscretion, | everwhelming reluctance, only overcome by the voice of public duty !—these 
and brought his penny over to the S/affer. words :—‘‘It has now become the obvious duty of the public to Boycott the 
ribald and poisonous Hated Rival, and to sow its Editor with salt.” 
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And this s the heartfelt rejoicing of the Editor and Sub-Ditto of the S/agper on hearing that the verdict of their countrymen had unanimously acquitted the Hatea 
Rivai of a felonious intent, and set it on its feet again. 
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KISS AND TELL. 
**Won’T you Give ME A Kiss, Miss EFrFig?” 


THEM, ALL THE SAMR,” 


**Ou, NO! I’M AN OLD MARRIED WOMAN—AT LEAST, THAT IS WHAT 
MAMMA ALWAYS SAYS WHEN GENTLEMEN ASK HER; BUT SHE LETS 


The Royal Wedding.—Another German 
Victory. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 
RING out, ring out, ye wedding bells, 
Ring out and make the welkin sound, 


To spread the festive news around 
O’er hills and plains and dales and dells, 





Ring out to tell how Princess B., 
Her Royal Mother’s joy and pride, 
At length emergeth as a bride, 

And endeth her celibacy. 


Ring out with lusty voice, that they— 
A paltry few—who’d scoff or gird 
May feel abashed, and not be heard 

If grumbling at the bill to pay. 





Ring out! It is the proper thing 
To do, they say, in such a case: 
Indeed, what wedding could take place 
At all if there were not a ring? 





Ring out, ye bells, a merry chime, 
And blessings on their frosty pows— 
Beg pardon—on their youthful brows, 
And may they have a high old time! 





The Hand I Love. 
A SONNET. 


I sET my starving soul upon that hand— 

I hunger’d for it, as a prisoner 

For freedom! Only one who sighs for her 
Who holds his heart, my love can understand, 
In Ais sight fairer than dngelic band— 

Truer than maxim of philosopher— 

Eyes that are Heaven—lips of song that stir 
The soul, and conquer hearts through all the land, 


Love is all sacrifice—and there are none 

Who love, but who will give. And as the stork 
For those it loves will bleed, so have I done 

In pocket—for a butterman at Cork. 
He sent me what I wanted. I have won 

The hand I love! ’tis mine!—A HAND oF Pork! 











TURF CUTZINGS. 
To THe EpIToR oF ** Fon,” 


S1r,—Doesn’t it prove what I’ve said over and over again? They 
scratch horses just to annoy me and make me look a fool—I know they 
do, only they can’t do it. Just look at the Cumberland Plate. It’s as 
plain as possible—I give my selection, and, in order to give myself a 
good chance for once against my unscrupulous enemies, I couple two 


of course. But go further into it; how often, I should like to know, 
have I given Blue Grass to win some race or other, only to find ‘the 
pen run through his name”? And just because on this occasion I would 
have nothing to do with him for fear of the usual tactics, he is allowed to 
run and win! Thus triumphantly proving the correctness of my estimate 
of his powers on several occasions, Hooray! Who sent you absolute 


with that tip yet. As long as it was plain-spoken they managed to evade 


what I say: 
** The Castle, near hand, 
The Cathedral close.” 


** The Castle” (‘*near hand” to the winner, of course) being a delicate 
allusion to Irish Government, thus suggesting Londonderry, with ‘‘ the 
Cathedral (that is Fairminster) close,” — otherwise third, ere! could 
anything be plainer? Except my 
Tip FOR THE LREICESTERSHIRE CUP. 

We’ RE having a Wild Thyme, now, my boys 

(And we know how the wild thyme grows) 
But none of you’d willingly vow, my boys, 

That it’s likely to last, I s’pose? 
Another ** King Monmouth” has come, my boys, 

A Cecil our plans to ** best,” 
But Autumn Elections for some, my boys, 

Will set all these matters to rest. 





first ever so often—if he hadn’t been scratched? But I haven’t done | 


it, but part of it was allegorical, and they couldn’t manage that. See | 


horses for first. Well, what happens? Both of them promptly scratched, | 





| 


| if you wanted to, though, 


| 





They hold us a Prism aloft, my boys, 
That their plans some bright colours may show, 
But some of us aren’t so soft, my boys, 
And some of us know what we know. 
There’s an Emperor out in the East, my boys, 
They tell us they mean to outwit, 
But I don’t think they will in the least, my boys, 
I don’t think they’ll do it a bit. 


You may put on your Barnacles, too, my boys, 
A sharp Necromancer employ, 
But do whatever they do, my boys,~ 
I don’t think they're destined for joy. 
The Eastern Emperor may, my boys, 
To Prism obligingly yield. 
But remember, whatever they say, my boys, 
A Richmond is found in the field. 


You might take Wild Thyme or Necromancer for the Portland Plate 


There was something about the usual programme at the last summer 
meeting of the L.A.C., but the entries were not grand, and the company 
was that small the Old Man felt quite lonely, M. J. Jackson took the 
100 Yards Handicap like a lamb, and J. A. P. Clarke took the One 
Mile prettily enough, though there wasn’t much to touch him, A. G. 
Le Maitre did about the most interesting thing of the afternoon in his 
work with the 600 Yards. You may crack up the fathers of athletics if 
you like, but I prophecy we shall yet be proud of the Mater, J. H. 
Jullie took the Four Mile very creditably, but Harrison’s win of the 
Mile Steeplechase was nothing but a ‘‘little holiday” for him—not at 
all a Harrison affair. Mrs, Mason served out the cupsand things at the 
finish, Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 





ANOTHER ice company is spoken of, There ought not surely to be 
much difficulty in floating ice, 
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A MISDIRECTED SHAROH. 


He did make such droll—such extraordinary mistakes, poor fellow ; 
but it was all his innocence, you know. 

He was in search of gentlemen. He was anxious for the company of 
gentlemen—ready to make any sacrifice to obtain it, and this is how it 
happened that he came to our office and begged for an introduction to 
all the French Ambassadors and admirals we knew. 

‘* Lor’ bless us!” we exclaimed, ‘it is a most extraordinary request. 
We were certainly under the impression that nobody with any self- 
respect would, of his own free will, and without absolute necessity for 
such a thing, seek the companionship of French Ambas—— But still, if 
you greatly desire it, here is a letter of introduction to all of them, for we 
are ashamed to confess that the whole bevy of them are personally known 
to us.” 

He took the letter of introduction joyfully, and left full of hope, 
Next day he was back again. 

‘¢ Well, nice dirty trick you've played me, Mr. Fun,” he exclaimed, 
in great wrath. ‘‘I thought I told you that I was in search of the 
company of gentlemen !” 

‘* My dear sir, you did, and that was what caused our great surprise 
when you coupled the information with a request for a letter of intro- 
duction to some French Ambassadors and admirals, Still, of course, we 
could not do less than——” 

‘* Good heavens! why didn’t you tell me?” he cried. ‘*Did you 
suppose I wanted to seek gentlemen among those who obtrusively— 
insult the sorrow of those who are in mourning for—— Hang it! Mr. 
Fun. Now where shall I find the society of gentlemen? Some people 
say that man half-developed—man before he is spoiled by Nature’s 
finishing touches and civilization—has the elements of the true gentle- 
man. Do you happen to be on visiting terms with—say the baboons of 
Africa?” 

‘Certainly. It is our business to know everybody. Would you like 
a letter of introduction ?” 

Again he went joyfully away ; again he came back in the depths of 
disappointment. 

‘© Tt is too bad!” he whimpered. Do you call those African baboons 
gentlem ” 

e My dear sir, do be reasonable,” we said. ‘It was your own notion 
to——’ 

‘* Ah, wells; so it was, of course. But I assure you their behaviour 
was something to—something which—good heavens !” 

We sincerely felt for his disappointment, we did indeed, ‘* Our very 
dear sir,’’ we said, solemnly and parentally, *‘ now do let us give you a 
word of counsel. You really go quite in the wrong direction in your 
search for the society of gentlemen. If you will take our word, Mr.—a 
—Mr.——” 

‘*Mr. Hugh,” put in our visitor. 

Our eyes were opened in an instant. That name! ‘* Mr. Hugh”— 
why, surely——-We gave a glance at our newspaper, at the paragraph 
headed, ‘‘ Another Scene at St. Luke’s Vestry ;” and there it was in 
black and white :—‘‘ Mr. Hugh, on order being restored, said, ‘I thought, 
when I joined the Vestry, that I was coming among gentlemen,’” 

We felt really hopeless for him ; the man who could think ¢ha¢ would 
be guilty of any absurdity. 

** Really, Mr. Hugh,” we said, ‘we should like to assist you; but 
your ideas of the sort of place to find gentlemen are so hopelessly—so 
radically ‘s 

‘*Oh, do help me to find them!” he pleaded, tearfully; ‘*I do so 
yearn for their society. I do so recoil from the company of persons who 
—who——” 

‘* Who compare other persons to ‘ Billingsgate pugilists,’ eh?” 

** Yes—exactly !—a—that is—no, not quite that—not exactly,” 














A Star-tling Statement. 


SAITH Zhe Morning Post, ‘‘ The Conservative star 
Remaineth now in the ascendant.” 

And it seems to think nothing our nation can mar, 
While on Tories we are dependent, 

But we fancy, if sense they do not regard, 

They may probably find themselves ill-starred, 





An “Ancient” Grievance. 


Mr. LABOUCHERE is of opinion that Sir Michael Hicks-Beach was 
cast by his brother Conservatives for the part of Iago in the recent plot 
to overthrow the Liberal Government. he Conservatives, not caring 
to hear Sir M. thus compared to Othello’s Ancient, will probably say, 
‘* Yah |—go along, do !” 





A Home Secretary should possess an evenly balanced temper, and 
yet the present holder of the office is always Cross. 








ENIOKNAOKS, 


THE truculent communistic es in France unquestionably sorrow 
that Olivier Pain died a natural death in the Soudan, The artful, but 
at the same time childish, assertion 
they published, insisting that Olivier 
had been basely ted at the 
instigation of the British Govern- 
ment, immediately brought offers of 
subscriptions from Gallic idiots— 
subscriptions to form the nucleus of 
a fund for pons the British 
army, and wiping the British empire 
off the face of the globe. By re- 
spectable sane Frenchmen and 
Frenchwomen the departure of 
Olivier Pain from this planet is not 
deeply regretted. The Lanterne 
reading, absinthe drinking little 
Boulevardier, a ‘* hanger on” in the 
Quartier Breda, was popular with 
some of the scum not so clever as 
himself; and, now and in, when 
he took a back seat in the Hall of 
Science, where sponging parasites 
congregate, smoke rank cigarettes, 
and talk ranker treason, he some- 
times raised applause by his vicious remarks. But Olivier Pain lived to 
the detriment of decent folk in general, and to the injury of the honour- 
able portion of the French working class in particular. Working men 
who largely help to support professional agitators would do well to keep 
their earnings to themselves, whether their pet agitators be Frenchmen, 
Irishmen, or Englishmen, 





SACRED music can now be heard every Sunday evening on Eastbourne 
Pier, in spite of the savage opposition made to it by certain hard-shelled 
Sabbatarians. Listening on the Sabbath to well-played selections from 
** Moses in Egypt,” and similar good holy compositions, ought not to 
corrupt the morals of Christians much; but the defeated hard-shelled 
Sabbatarians of Eastbourne think otherwise. The private characters of 
all these opponents to rational enjoyment are warranted (by themselves) 
to _ the strictest investigation, and closest inspection all through the 
week, 





Meo. to juvenile mashers.—It is rude at this time of year to put ice- 
tongs in your pockets unless you are certain they are silver, A West-end 
restaurant proprietor says so, and he ought to know. 


AFTER Blosscroft’s last whitebait dinner at Greenwich, he managed 
to get back to London pretty successfully, though he is a stout red-faced 
man. Having landed at Charing Cross pier, Blosscroft ambled into a 
very select cigar divan, and asked fora sixpenny weed, ‘* Just wait till 
l ignites the cigar-lighting apparatus,” said the fascinating damsel be- 
hind the counter, She turned on the gas, and rushed round about to 
find a wax-light. Unexpectedly Blosscroft sneezed and blew up the 
whole establishment. At least, this is the story Blosscroft told his wife 
on arriving home at 1 a.m., with a bandage round his head, Blosscroft 
says she quite believes it too, 


Two fashionable beauties met accidently at a fable a’héte the other 
evening. Strange to say their dresses were exactly alike. Of course 
neither could eat any dinner because of the shock caused by the unfor- 
tunate circumstance, Every day we anxiously look for the sensational 
headline ‘‘ Mysterious murder of a West-end dressmaker.” 


A POTMAN has been fined forty-one shillings, including costs, for 
biting off some puppies’ tails. Removing puppies’ tails with the teeth 
is fraught with danger to the human. Some time ago a dog dealer and 
stealer, died suddenly. The doctor who made the fost moriem examina- 
tion said that the deceased had entirely destroyed the coats of his 
stomach by biting off puppies’ tails. It transpired during the inquest 
that the departed Johnnie was in the habit of biting off a good many 
tails every day, just to oblige clients. Scorning to take filthy lucre for 
such an artistic performance, like a born gentleman, he gave away his 
vase in tail-snipping for the mere nominal fee of a pint 
per tail, 


ACCORDING to the opinion of the leading physicians of Paris, cholera 
cannot be caught by contagion any more than delirium tremens, a 
broken nose, or toothache. Notwithstanding this announcement, most 
impractical folk would prefer the company of a Coupeau in the worst 
stages of broken-nosed jim-jams, combined with toothache, to the 
society of a cholera patient. 
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speceeecrmeen mere, | THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. ‘ 
Z WS FE ELLE EEE Fray, July 10.—Duke of Argyll does his best ‘ 

dhs eee diy, Faas Z to give his peers the jumps, Delivers a lengthy aa 
lamentation on everything ingeneral. Nineteenth | 
Century perhaps pressed for space, so Lords have 
to endure it. Rosebery aptly compares Lord - of 
the Isles to Cassandra; indeed, the Duke’s speech 
well summed up in 

. « « Lend me ten thousand eyes, 

And I will fill them with prophetic tears, 
Lords, however, think it quite sufficient to lend , 
their ears, like the Romans to Marc Antony, and a 
the ducal discourse on the political situation leads 
to nothing but academic discussion, and the sub- 
ject is drowned in chorus of ‘*‘ Bless” (or some- 
| thing else) ‘*the Duke of Argyll.” 

'  Commons.—On motion of Mr. S. Smith, House 

seriously considers prevailing overcrowding and 
| destitution in cities, and deliberates on best means 
| of catching young Lazarus, cleansing and educating 
| him, and making him a good citizen or colonist in- 
stead of letting him grovel at the gates, Smith’s 
story by no means mythical, 

Monday.—Lord Spencer, having won respect 
and honour from all impartial men as Irish Lord 
Lieutenant, seeks more by appearing in the 7d of 
a Tramway conductor, and conducts the Irish 
Tramways Bill toa Committee of the whole House. 
Lord Bramwell stands up for poor persecuted Water 
Companies who desire to be represented by counsel 
on the new Waterworks Bill Commission—Cham- 
pion of the Turncocks opposed with might and main. 
Consoles himself by exclaiming *‘ Water shame!” 

Commons,—‘‘ Come one, come all, this rock 
shall fly From its firm base more soon than I,”— 
Irish quotation from Scott. Whether Liberals or 
Conservatives in Office, Parnell and Co, determine 
| to keep in opposition below the gangway, conse- 
| quently a swarm of Liberal M.P.s in much same 
| position as Bradlaugh, with the exception that they 
_ do swear. <Amiable Plunkett, when appealed to, 
| says matters shall be seen to, and hints there’s 
_ plenty of room on his side. Mr. Callan desires to 
know the nature of communcication between Go- 
| vernment and Papal Court, via Mr, Errington, 
| relative to Dublin Archiepiscopal See. Answer : 
Present Government hasn't had time or inclination 
to see them, Army Estimates—Rylands wants 
Government enquiry into disasters in Soudan, 
Lawson also on the rampage. Lots of men 
in the House who would delight in pillorying 
English officers, even if culprits’ only fault braving 
death for duty, Cameron criticises Commissariat 
and Transport. Surveyor-General of Ordnance, 
gentlemanly Guy Dawnay, comes to rescue of De- 
partment, and mtradile dictu! Present Surveyor- 
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> Pa a awe need if ares | wom | General of Ordnance defends and compliments 
SMtb. G25 B UF % a a — ' * past. If all ministers were alike! ncore /’affaire 
oma : LA ® mais ~~ | Hobart Pasha, Great problem—Can a man be an 

WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS. | Officer in two fleets, and can an English Govern- 


ment expect a Turkish Pasha to o-Bey them? 
Tuesday.—Ruffled brook in Lords. North- 
brook murmurs because Hicks Beach has hinted 
| he knows no more of figures than figure-heads, 
| _ Commons.—Stanhope proposes Education Vote. 
Stanhope fully. ca 
= | Wednesday,—Randy reports Heratic Russian 
movements, 
| Thursday. —Irish Tram Bill trammelled in Lords. 
| Commons.—Beach’s Budget. 


—ooo 
Cadbury's Raat 


Fishy Sanitary Inspector. —‘‘ UGH! REALLY, Ma’AM, I SHOULD IMAGINE, FROM 
THE SMELL OF THIS WATER, THAT IT CONTAINS LIVING ANIMALCUL& OF A HIGHLY 


DRLETRRIOUS NATURE.” 
Housetholder.—* Lor’, SiR, DON'T FRET YOURSELF; THEY WOULDN'T LIVE FOR 


CHOICE IN THAT THERE WATER.” 












BARLRY-WATER is, we read, the drink en reg/e at the Carlton Club, We should imagine 
that some of the members make rye faces as they driak it. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE HAYMARKET.— Tis many 
a long day since I was under 
this historic roof—at any rate, 
‘*in the way of business.” The 
management having, after seve- 
ral tries, succeeded in conveying 
to my sluggish intelligence that 
my presence (in an official 
capacity, at least) was not 
ardently yearned for, and nothing 
they have done for some years 
meriting the alternative, my 
Editor is always urging upon 
me—i,¢., to go as an ordinary 
member of the public and pay, 
which noble ‘*dead-heads”’ scorn 
todo. I have been content to 
pocket the snub, and eschew the 
company of which I scorned, 
unwelcome, to be one. But when 

: so more-than-usually-interesting 

Cun HAYMARKET.—'T) » NOT Adieu, BUI a performance asa 66 farewell ” 

Au reveiw! one is to the fore, it behoves that, 

for my readers’ sake, I put my 

pride in my pocket (with that snub), pay nearly double the price of a good 
pit seat, and ensconce myself in the consequent inferior gallery one. 





Mr. AND Mrs, BANCROFT appear to have harboured some doubt (not 
shared by me) of the public being attracted by the prospect of a mere 
unembellished ‘‘ good-bye” from them ; therefore had all the principal 
lights of the dramatic profession been called in to assist them, and, 
readily responding (which is, in itself, a feather in the Bancroft cap), 
made a brilliant show, the widely-advertised attraction, the presence of 
the Prince and Princess of Wales, being duly forthcoming. Ah, me! 
but twenty years is something of a time to look back upon, and one were 
something less than human if softened feelings came not with the act. 
Those happy times in Tottenham Street! When youth was here and 
hopes were high, if pockets somewhat light. That April night, when 
bright-eyed, nimble-limbed Alessio first burst upon our sight in managerial 
glory! That other night when, breathless with delight, we followed the 
adventures of piquant Maude Hetherington; of Daryl, the ‘* pipe 
man ;”’ of the vulgar but excruciating Chodd, and, above all, the incom- 
parable Ptarmigan. Ilow we revelled in that Owl’s Roost. And ‘the 
boys” that sat beside us in the little pit. Where be their quips and 
quaint conceits and hearty laughter now? Alas! one has married a wife, 
another is dead, and some are ‘‘ worse than dead—estranged,”’ 


Kur—heads up and shoulders square !—where are we drifting to? 
All this because two folks to whom we owe some goodly times are 
taking half-farewell of us! The world has something in it yet, and 
good fellowship is no less ready than of old. Mr. Bancroft is not, and 
never was, an actor whose place could not be filled, but he has done 
much good service to unconventionalise the stage,and he cannot go 
without leaving something of regret behind. With Mrs. Bancroft it is 
different ; she has a distinct and piquant individuality and aptitude ; 
and now the time—I hope it is not ungallant to say—has come, or 
almost come, when she might give us Mrs, Malaprop, the Nurse, and 
kindred characters, it seems a pity she should leave us all unsatisfied. 
There may be hope yet, however—it is not yet adieu, but only av revoir. 


Her Majesty’s,—This theatre having settled down for the nonce 
into a ballet 
house, has 
produced a 
new first 
piece, called 
A Villa to le 
Sold, It is 
in the comic 
vein, and, as 
a sporting 
contemporary 
of ours would 
at one time 
have remark- 
ed, itis‘ bally 
funny.” The 
incidents of a 
plant of in- 
terested parties to disgust an obnoxious purchaser with his bargain are 
7 oe ape sega we tase sty Su ew = stot peril A 
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THe Comepy (Morning) — BotinGc War-TaR!” 

















in most instances. Signorina L. Rossi and Signor Enrico Cecchetti are 
the leaders of the revels, and their dancing is unflagging in spirit, and 
full of quaint skill and deft unexpectednesses (if you will allow me). 
Signor Smeraldi is a capital dancing low-comedian, and very comical ; 
and a dance of Pierrot’s gained a well-merited encore. Z.xce/stor, which 
begins half-an-hour later, continues the mai. attraction, 





Tue Lyczum.—A comprehensive performance, in aid of the Actors’ 
Benevolent Fund, of the scrappy kind found convenient on such 
occasions, was gone through here last week, with the regularity and 
completeness characteristic of the house, Selections from 7/e Magrstrate, 
Patience, Loose Tiles, and Much Ado about Nothing, with the Kendals 
in Uncle's Will, Sarah Bernhardt in the sleep-walking scene from 
Macbeth, and Mr. Toole 7ryinga Magistrate served to introduce most 
of the principal London actors and managers, and ‘‘draw” to the amount 
of something like £600, Fémzs coronat opus. 


THE Comepy.—The Boiling Water which Mr. Julian Cross (a 
capable comedian) poured out at a Comedy matince, on the 22nd, 
proved (as water, boiled or otherwise, is apt to do) to have no strength 
to speak of, True, the actors, ever and anon, transformed this Aoz/ine 
Water into something like Hot Grog, by the amount of spirit they put 
into it. But, to drop metaphor, the piece is not likely, in its present 
state, to commend itself to the critical playgoer of to-day. Just here 
and there Mr. Cross gave us an ingenious mix, or a clever situation, but 
the real cause of the complication was told too early in the play, and 
thus all chance of really interesting the audience was forfeited. Apart 
from this, the dialogue, although it had an occasional smart line, con- 
sisted chiefly of far-fetched jokes upon names, and other conventional 
forms of humorous phraseology. Hence it happened that most of the 
loud laughter that Bot/ing Water evoked, was owing to its pantomimic 
rallies, which were numerous. Tome it is a riddle that an actor of 
such experience did not construct his piece better ; but I hope that at 
my saying this, the author will not be a A-Cross(s)tic(k). 

ONE, nay, two, things I am able to say in Mr, Cross’s favour, The 
first is that he had provided a capital cast, consisting of such able people 
as Messrs. C, Groves, F. W. Irish, E, D. Ward, and Percy Compton ; 
and Mesdames M. A. Victor, Minnie Bell, Dolores Drummond, and 
Miss Tilbury, The second is that Mr. Cross contented himself with a 
comparatively small part, which kind of self-denial is rare among actor- 
authors, I can tell you. 


Nops AND WINKs.—M. Mayer announces his intention of reopening 
the Royalty in October with French plays; nothing could be Mayer, could 
it? (ha! ha! ye French scholars, that will make ye sit up and scream !)— 
To-morrow (Thursday) the Lyceum closes its doors until the 5th of Sep- 
tember. O/ivia, for Miss Ellen Terry’s benefit, will be the programme. 


Ah! dainty Miss Primrose, the people will flock, 

When they know it, and give you abundance of ‘ calls,” 
There’ll be cheers in the pit, while the galleries rock, 

And bouquets and glove-tapping from prim-rows of stalls ; 
For a month we shall miss you, and ask your return, 

For a month you will calmly be deaf to our call, 
But sorrow’s dark veil will disperse as we yearn, 

For you'll lift up the veil and come back in the fall.— 


Mr. Hollingshead will re-open the Gaiety, after a short pause at 
the end of the French season, with comedy-burlesque, Mr. Lytton 
Sothern, Miss Laura Linden, Mr, Arthur Roberts, and some other 
people, Miss Gerard among them, some folks say. All I can say 
is, ‘more power to his elbow,” may he issue no more silly ‘‘mani- 
festoes,” give no more outrageous salaries, and stick to one cheese- 
monger’s shop at a time, then he'll give himself a chance, and as 
likely as not sail well before the wind with never a need to raise it.— 
That was a curious mis-print in Zhe at last week, which gave the 
part of Beamish (whichever that may be) in Boucicault’s Arrah-na- 
/ocue, at the Adelphi, to McCaul (whoever that may be), that of Arrah 
to Glenny, and Fanny Power to Miss Kate Rorke! The misplacement 
of a comma started it, and then the semi-colons got confused, with the 
result indicated, except that they are not responsible for the appear- 
ance of Miss Mary Rorke as Kate.—Mr. Augustin Daly and Co. are 
coming back again in April, probably to the Strand Theatre, under the 
wing of Mr. Terriss, as before; such wonderful comedians as Mrs. 
Gilbert and Mr. Lewis, and such a clever actress, in spite of defects, as 
Miss Rehan are sure of welcome, but I can’t say so much for their plays 
if they are according to sample last submitted. —Mr. William Creswick, 
a tragedian who hath in his time not only played many parts, but hath 
done the stage great service, is to have a farewell benefit shortly. A 
special meeting of the Committee (the hon. sec. of which is Mr. 
Harrington Baily), which consists of every actor, author, and manager 
of note, to say nothing of peers of the realm, will be held on the Drury 
Lane stage to-morrow (Thursday) afternoon at 2.30. FUN means to 
try to attend in honour of this sound old actor. : NESTOR. 
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Present, — 
The Summer, when stream and land seem 
at their best, 
When the ripples roll by with a music that’s 
pleasant, 
A lullaby, singing ‘‘ Pa ’ Thames into rest, 
Dramatis Persone :—Two characters only— 
A maiden and swain who have come here 
to fish ; 
But, lo! in this bend of the river so lonely, 
Twill maybe fall out as young Cupid could 
wish, 


eager, 
To tempt the big barbel that hereabouts lurk, 
He waits—so his chance of success is but 


{i Lg ' 
CAUGHT! 
Tue Scene is the River, the Time is the | 'Tis a capital ‘‘swim,” yet our swain seems not | Ah, Beauty and Youth! give ye thanks for 


this gay time, 
Enjoy it ere Age and grim Care come along ; 
Your life’s now as bright as a little child’s 


meagre— playtime, 

But ‘meanwhile young Cupid neglects not And joys in abundance around you now 
his work, throng ; 

Our hero but notes the bright eyes of the | You'll find that a// life isn’t bright summer 
maiden, weather, 


And also her delicate, dainty-gloved hand. 
But ’cute Angler Cupid, with artfulness laden, 
Contrives, in the interim, two hearts to 
land, 





Life changes, alas, as the clouds do above ; 
Sut still ye will bravely face trouble together, 
So long as you’re armed with the mail of 
Pure Love ! 




















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
FRIDAY.—Lord Cowper, like a vigilant butler, calls John Bull’s atten- 
tion to the condition of his forts. Lord Harrowby states that Govern- 
ment mean to encourage those volunteer naval salts who are burning to 
defend old England from foreign naval assaults, 

Commons.—Parnellite spite follows late Government even into Oppo- 
sition, Irish National Party makes motion for inquiry into Maamtrasma 
and other horrors—cover for unjust attack on Lord Spencer. Sir 
Michael and friends, while drawing the line at gr:nting inquiry, concede 
real object of Irish attack by condemning Irish policy of their opponents. 
Randy roasts Sir Harcourt, or rather makes him boil, Exultation of 
Nationalists, The Irreconcileable reconciled. Cerberus very grateful 
for sop; only—mind your hands ! 

Monday.—Lord Stanley alleges that Radical figures, as given in 
Financial Reform Almanac, radically wrong. Bill for Housing of the 
Working Classes goes through Committee under special care of Marquess 
of Salisbury. FON takes off his cap and bells to you, my lord. Much 
better to house than to workhouse the labouring poor. Decent homes 
make decent people. 

Commons.— Elementary Education Bill proposes to encroach on 
Brook Green as Board Schoo! site. Inhabitants of Brook Green not so 
green as to let the site spoil their view, so brook the injury through 
Mr. O'C nnor. Questions and answers indemand, Civil Service Esti- 


mates ™m “itrs , 
hia sha “i ijye 














Tuesday.—Miracles not yet out of date. Bill passed into Committee 
in Lords practically for nationalisation of land in Ireland, and in Com. 
mons Conservatives advocate measure bestowing Franchise on recipients 
of parochial medical relief, 

Wednesday.—Commons.—In supply, vote £60 for salaries of ob 
servers of Transit of Venus. Why not take the grille from Ladies’ 
Gallery, and let members observe it themselves ? 

Thursday.—Third reading in Lords of Bill to extend city of Worcester. 
Lord Limerick considers it Worcester sauce. Commons convey thanks 
to Captain Gossett for half a century’s faithful service, V€ty pretty 
when, after Hicks-Beach and Ilarcourt, Parnell rises, and, in effect, 
exclaims with regard to motion— 

Though often chucked by Captain Gossett 
My party heartily endoss it, 


All that’s wanted is panegyric from Bradlaugh, 





APPROPRIATE TOILETTE FOR GOOopWwoop.—A Blue “ Gown,” a 
sporting neighbour ‘‘ Hood,” a Spring Handi-‘‘cap,” a ‘ Tip it,” a 
deat-heat ‘‘ tie,” and a horse-** collar.” 





In VINO VeRITAS.—Ot ccurse the very ‘‘ as” may be in the ‘‘ vino,” 
: : ’ 4 . ) 
but, as a rule, it is the “‘v/o” that is in the very ‘* /asse. 
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A Curious Comparison. 
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(AN E’sy ErFvusi0n.) 


A writer in the Norwegian Dagsdlad says :—‘‘I hope I shall not be 
onan of a want of reverence if I compare Lord Randolph to Sarah 
Bernharat Like her he can be violent, energetic, flighty. Like 
her, it is impossible for him to say what he will do under given but un. 
cemmon circumstances. Both are the children of passion and of 


saat ’Tis strange one should such likeness see 
'Twixt Lord R. C. and Sarah B, 
’Tis true that he, and also she, 
Are of a temperament that’s free. 
But Sarah B., as you'll agree, 
Has much more genius than he ; 
But, look you, he is an M.P, 
And that, of course, she cannot be. 


And then, you see, that Sarah B., 
By acting, gains much £ s. d.— 
Yet, mind you, he oft causes glee, 
By acting in the H. of C. ; 

Which if you doubt, ask W. G. 
And yet (ah me !) by Fate’s decree, 
He took it out of Salisburee, 

Who to R. C, soon bent the_knee ! 


| And this Norwegian says, says he, 
That Lord R. C, and Sarah B. 

| Are like each other toa ‘*t.” 

‘* To glitter and to beauty,” she 
Bows down in homage—so does he ; 
Their whims are restless as the sea 
To firemen she of late said *‘ gee! ” 
To all of which, we answer ** Ouz/” 


But Reader, confidentialee 
Friend Fun (whose postal-mark’s E.C, 
And who from duty ne’er will flee) 
Desires to point it out to ye, 
That all this talk about R. C. 
Resembling wondrous Sarah B, 
Is but a sort of riddle-me-ree, 
Like ** Tweedledum and Tweedledee !” 











Unfair! 


BALMY slumber’s soft completeness, 











SLICK AND RIGHT-AWAY, I GUESS WE 


ON FOR LOUNGING ANYHOW, 
UP SO MUCH 3 YOU MIGHT ENJOY YOUR DRINK A BIT.” 


FOR ANOTIIER, SURE-LY.” 


‘HE WHO STEALS MY TIME STEALS MY PURSE.” 


A mericanus,—** WE TAKE OUR DRINKS STANDING, AND WE TAKE ’EM 
DO NOT LOI-TRER AS YOU DEW 
IN THIS DARNED SLOW, OLD PICKLED-OUT, SKELETON OF A COUNTRY,” 

Britannicus.—‘* OH, YOU DO—DO YOU? WELL, IT SHOWS YOU AIN'T 
But I DON’T SEE WHY YOU NEED HURRY 


A mericanus,—*'T Guess, STRA-ANGER, WE ARE A BUSY PEOPLE, AND 
WE DEW GET THROUGH ONE DRINK SMART-LIKE, SO AS TEW BE READY 


All his senses wrapt in mist, 
And he lost the thrilling sweetness 
Kissing lips can give the kist. 


And reality, with waking, 
Came like wrath to one who loves, 
First a kiss from slumber taking, 
Then her claim—a pair of gloves ! 





MOTTO FOR THE LANDLORD,—The lease said the soonest 
mended. 














OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL GOES A-GOODWOODING. 


WHEN I went to Ascot, Sir, and, in spite of your warning, backed all 
the wrong horses (except one brute with a mouth so hard that it could 
not be ‘*‘backed” by anybody); you remarked, as you may, 
perhaps, remember, that you were sure no ‘*Good-wou!d” follow my 
visit. 

Well, Sir, what I want to point out with all deference—for *‘ deaf”’- 
erence does not necessarily imply dud-erence also—is that ‘* Good- 


say, of race-course, 

Yes, Sir, ** Goodwood” is again the cry; and, as a natural conse- 
quence, I see the merchants have reduced their coals 2s. a chaldron in 
self-defence. 

There are many ways of getting to the Duke of Richmond’s lovely 
park, Some people stay in the Isle of Wight, and sail over from 
Cowes, This Cowes route I call the milky way. A few choice spirits, 
like myself, get a lift on one of Mr. J. P, Knight’s thoughtfully pro- 
vided water-carts. That may be termed the watery way ! 

One young athlete I know always runs down by train. 

Most of my “sprinting ”’ friends, however, prefer to “train” and not 
run down. Proprietors of race-courses arrange, as often as possible, for 
a ** walk-over,” 

I have secured a bed at a cottage in the neighbourhood. When I 
tell you it isa ‘* parsley bed” I have secured, you will, perhaps, laugh 
at my folly. But I have a method in my madness, 

You see, I shall now be able to Say to my friends, **Come and see 


2 








wood /as followed in due time, and as a matter of course—that is to | 





my ‘diggings,’”” And then I shall show them how I make my ‘‘ bed” 
every night with a spade. 

I shall be on the spot all the week, Sir, but I do not propose to wire 
you a series of *‘ Latest news from the Course.” No, Sir! let other 
racing reporters obtain their intelligence from the coarse, I shall seek 
to get mine from the refined. 

_ This reminds me of my quip, that the most *‘ re-fining ” man ina city 
is its stipendiary magistrate ! 

I have overheard several good tips for the ‘* Cup,” but the danger is 
that even one good tip would probably upset that ‘‘ Cup” altogether. 
But this morning a “tip” was, so to speak, obtruded upon me so that | 
could not fail to notice it. It was Archer’s tip, too—the tip of his tongue ! 


But my advice to young sportsmen is, ‘‘ Don’t take any tips at all.” 
Let them be warned by the fate of poor Harry W——. Two years ago 
this very Goodwood he took the tip of a billiard cue, and within three 
days he was in gaol ! 

I have just had lunch with the man who won the Goodwood Cup last 
year. He has also won half a dozen ‘plates,’ and he assured me, in 
confidence that if he could now only win a Goodwood “saucer,” he 
would die happy. I think this anxiety of his to complete his tea-set a 
very commendable ‘‘tea-trait” in his character, don’t you? 

_ Goodwood, as you know, marks the close of the London season. It 
is the last meeting, in fact, for which ‘‘London season” tickets are 
available. This will be the best race-gathering ever known, I think. 
**Good-wood” can’t be too well seasoned,” you see, especially when 
it has to be used for racing * fixtures,” 
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PARLIAMENTARY JOTTINGS. 
Il not be . 
to Sarah 
y. Like 
but un. 
n and of 
‘WAYS AND MEANs,” ‘©THE COOL SHADES OF OPPposiTION.” “THE SWEATS OF OFFICE.” 
UNSATISFIED. | Sol look with envy hearty 
| On each ‘‘occupated” party, 
wir ae __ persuaded fully . | On the bathing-marm, the boatmen, and the bands, 
at his brain is getting ‘‘ woolly,” | On the donkey-boys and niggers 
os . In the energetic struggle after wealth, And the busy little diggers a 
There's a well-developed notion Who are vigorously working on the sands, 
i That — by the ocean And I'm glad the night is creeping 
s an excellent restorative of health, | (For I pass the time, by sleeping) 
oo as ges forage a | And I’m bothered by the morning when it comes, 
‘ rough the whole of this dominion | For to anyone who's active, 
\ : rd That the tissues you can easily restore | There is something unattractive 
1 aaa one = poate Hi me | In a-sitting and a-twiddling of his thumbs, 
athing = nggeis 
And the other common objects of the shore, Though undignified (and folly), 
: : ; | ’Twould be very, very jolly, 
There’s a feeling, as I've stated, | Just to imitate those children at their games !— 
Not to be eradicated, And, indeed, why can’/ I do it 
~ That to live in stuffy lodgings by the sea If I have a fancy to it? 
(Where the bill is rather scathing) Do I care about your praises or your blames? 
2 And indulge in clammy bathing, Surely I’m a son of freedom ! 
And a winkle or a shrimp or two at tea, Isn’t England where they breed ’em? 
a ra ool ae And are any of them going to be slaves? 
- band | Bs Let my dignity skedaddle ! 
nest Ina oo = agers cago trust), I shall go and dig and paddle, 
7 ee a be ag y ving” And I'll sail a little boat upon the waves ! 
— d continually smoking 
a” Is the way to get exceedingly robust. | =e 
e | 
P’raps it’s far from prejudicial— Hint to Holiday Makers, 
wire Nay, extremely beneficial— a 7 
ther To adopt a hat of straw with a dernouse, ; [The gree Pages weeny Asso a for A mune the 7 d ‘ wr appeal for assist 
seek And there may be lots of virtue | Contributions will be gratefully received by C. D. Millett, Esq., Hon. ‘Treas., Londo: 
: (Even when they do not hurt you) and Westminster Bank. Westminster Bridge Road, S.E., or J. ‘T. Edmonds, Esq 
city In a flimsy pair of yellow canvas shoes, Hon. Sec., 15 Brixton Road, 5.W.} 
; But in spite of much tuition, Ww - F Ivi 
or is I am not in a position | ke aes in eg — rhele ying 
her. To emphatically favour such a claim pe nye : go i od . tan 
at | : (I am possibly a sceptic - = et oe 2. e shadow of the trees, 
rue | Just because I’m so dyspeptic)— Vo ™ a h th ye sd . ae 
_" But I’m trying the prescription all the same. a a 
ago n the breeze, 
sree Yes, I’m here, as I have stated, Think of fellow creatures toiling 
. Getting reinvigorated | While the August sun is broiling, 
last By indulging in the briny and the breeze. | Whose lives are lit with few and transient gleams, 
, in But I’ve come to the conclusion | Who, imprisoned in dark alleys, 
he _ That the scribe of this effusion Only see the verdant valleys ; 
t a Might be happier by several degrees, | In their dreams. 
Oh, the sea is very briny, And, with seas or fields before you, 
It And the sun is very shiny, And the blue of Heaven o’er you. 
one And the sky is very beautiful and blue, Learn the best of pleasures still is being kind, 
aie And the girls are very cheery, And grateful for your gladness 
on And the beer is very beery, Soothe a little of the sadness 
But there’s nothing in the mortal world todo! Of the blind, 
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IN SPITE OF ALL 




















Foresight and caution become 
house he is repairing. 
Suppose a burglar——' 
the astute builder winks, chuckles, and depa ‘s. 














And the householder, confident in the tutelary intelligence of the builder, 
sleeps without misgiving. 











' Says the dumbfoundered builder next morni 


uite a habit with some classes of men. Take the builder, or example. He is about to leave his ladder for the night against the 
The householder—fussy and nervous as persons are with whom caution is not habitually necessary—says, ‘‘ Do you think it is quite safe? 
‘‘ Lor bless yer!" replies the ever-thoughtful builder ; “‘ we calculates for that. 








nd took all the tools. 


PRECAUTIONS! 
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Puzzle any burglar to git up with that there plank!” And 
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While all that evening, over his pot, the builder continues to chuckle over the 
triumph of intelligence and the disappointed rage of the burglar. 
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Vy, he must ha’ moved that plank—blest j 
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IN STRANGE WATERS. 


Ancient Piscator.—“CAUGHT ANYTHING YET, MY LORDS AND GENTLEMEN ?” 
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A ROMANCE OF THE RIVER. 


A PARENT and his family went boating up the Thames— 

The Thames on which the ripples gleam like myriads of gems— 
The Thames on which well-regulated Londoners all doat— 
Doat like the little family that filled that little boat. .-., °° 





Anon they camped (see Tableau 1) upon some verdant ficld— 

A field that seemed to promise calm security to yield ; 

Security in which to eat the merry little ‘‘ spread,” 

The ‘‘ spread” which mater had prepared ere they from London sped. 


And they pic-nicked quite serenely on that river’s sloping marge, 
The marge that risked no danger from the tow-rope of the barge ; 
Yea, there they ate and angled till they heard an awful noise, 

A noise that very quickly put to flight their rustic joys, 


’T was a local yokel sportsman who, his labour being dong 
(His labour which had started at the rising of the sun), 

Had taken an old firelock just to try to kill some birds, 
The birds about which poets write such lots of pretty words, 


To the feathered race he did but little damage with his gun, 

But he quite upset the I!uman, for he made our party run, 

They thought ’twas dynamite that threw the earth into such throes, 
And their terror made them suffer, as the 2nd Tableau shows. 





When they'd pulled themselves together, and had found they all were 
there, 

Said pater unto mater, ‘* Let us homeward now repair ;” 

So he pulled his family along until he chanced to get 

Eotangled with an angler who was angling in the wet. 











fore— 


And when from that piscator’s line his scull at length was free, 
He aed that sia deentael angler (whom you see in Tableau Three) : 





‘* Were they in the right direction to get back to Moulsey Lock?” 
And that dripping angler’s answer gave them all an awful shock, 


‘*‘ Why, you're coming right away from it ; it’s six miles up the stream!” 
Then the mater and her little brood gave many a startled scream, 

For the shades of night were falling fast, so also was the rain, 

And it threatened to continue in the same downpouring vein, 


So at last the poor old pater, who had sought ‘‘a happy day !” 
Got out and tugged the vessel several miles the other way ; 


Be GNSS 


= 





But we cannot say for certain if they reached home any more, 
For the last that we beheld of them was as in Tableau Four ! 








Some Humorous Suggestions. 
(AFTER THE MANNER OF OUR TORY CONTEMPORARIES.) 


38CAUSE the Marquis of Hartington owns race-horses, it is sugges ed 
that he can earn his living while out of office by book-making. 7Zheve- 


When dispossessed of office by the Autumn Elections, the Marquis of 
Salisbury can still turn his hand to begging letter-writing as a means 
of subsistence. 

Lord Iddesleigh can get a living as a lecturer, stumping the country 
with his celebrated remarks on ‘* Nothing,” with an appendix on reduc- 
tion thereto by means of a coronet. 

Lord Carnarvon might turn his attention to Sanger’s Circus, giving 
his comic act, ‘* The Entry into Dublin,” including his life-like repre 
sentation of the ‘f Old woman who rode a white horse.” 

Lord George Hamilton may exhibit himself as the celebrated calcu 
lating boy. 

The Duke of Richmond will be qualified for a racing tout. 

Lord John Manners might turn his hand to restoring defaced postage 
stamps, 

Mr. Marriott can occupy himself turning coats, 

And, by that time, Lord Randolph Churchill will, no doubt, be in a 
position to patent a nice little Indian Pickle.—Q, E. D, 





A Warning to our Sires. 


THE new title, Lord St. Cyres, is to be pronounced * Sires,” and 
never ‘‘ Sears,” as some might suppose, 


This news our bosom “sears” 
To hear that Cyres is ‘* Sires,” 
And we’ve wept many tears, 
More than the news requires, 
For those who'd fain be peers, 
Will be in dread of ‘* guyers,” 
Lest people should, with jeers, 
Say they for fame are sighers, 








_ SONG for the Present Members of the House of Commons at the 
General Election—** Then you’ll re-member me.” 
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In Strange Waters. 


(Sze CARTOON.) ; 4 
Ou, gentle indeed is the angler’s ‘6B~-- 
crait, : ey 
Most of all when pursued from a AZ ‘ ‘ 
punt or a raft, hin Se ey 
Or a tub of a boat WW og ¢ 2 
On the river afloat, Ys ip 7 ‘ 
Being more or less fixed to the spot Mi, < 
fore and aft. Wy, L 
Benign contemplation pervades your (My ; OK Cnr i 
look, Vf pbs ys “WV, v vae> é ry SY J » j 
As you carefully fasten the bait on i YU yy V / PRAT gd On 
the hook uy “1M Lik ie tw, eer of’ 
In accord with the plan Fr YY Y 7 a <4 'Y | 
Which that excellent man, yy : “4 ff = 
Mr. Walton, laid down in his notable Why Ya WN yy fey ‘ <¢., 
Y / “Wf, by =~. 


always fish, 
And you pleasantly hope, and you 
placidly wish. Wy) j Se 2 


/ 
book. ‘Sf 
A i, WY, a 4 vy, ‘A ‘ Or, f 
There you fish, and you fish, and you fv y Ny AMY 4 ‘ 
4 f f : / fy iy f- 
/ 4 / , 4 7 f * 
nT a 


Th j " =e Sic ias / Y 
Le pedir rode + gang if vi HANNSTE OG \ 


And‘provide you with something to Ai / 
show on your dish, r Y Ze \ 


thought 
While you're watching your float, y 
and your line getting taut, 


And the people in view | . 

On the shore watch ’em too, I vi Vy 
Feeling anxious to find out how much VY Wf WY 
you have caught. Yf Y \ \ , 
; \ 


; Wy - \ + \ 
The same in the Government punt at UY XS \® \ 


The process engenders a deal of if \ / 
| A Ug AX \TION 





stake 1” “WY SS SSS " 
Is the interest people are likely to / NK, — <=, 
take ; | ae Sw Wy RR INO" Zoe 
y e 


They may angle away \\ 





For a month and a day Wis adh se 


Without luck, or perchance a fair 
basket they’d make. hits 











ANOTHER new company has been iit Ai i 
formed for the purpose of supplying aa ~" 
pure bread to the metropolis, About 
this all are prepared to admit that 














“HEARTFELT SYMPATHY.” 


the more we have the merrier. | ’ P 
Lord-Lieutenant Pecksniff.—** DELIGHTED TO DO ANYTHING FOR YOU IN THR WAY OF 


There can be no doubt about this 
—pure bread is a commodity which 
in the metropolis is £meaded, 


WoRDS, OR EVEN TEARS, 
‘DIRECT ASSISTANCE,’” 





MY DgAR FRIEND; BUT WE REALLY CANNOT GIVE YOU ANY 














THE BLIGHTING INFLUENCE, 


(Theatrical managers attribute the great falling off in their business to the superior 
popularity of the South Kensington Show.) 


THE world is very black and drear, 
And ev’ry mortal thing is failing, 
And some of us are “‘ very queer,” 
And most of us are “‘ rather ailing ; ” 
And men and measures, far and nigh, 
Are in a moribund condition— 
For ev’rything is ruined by 
The Great Inventions Exhibition. 


The Gladstone Government is down, 
And down are all its shining glories, 
And in its place, before the town, 
There pose, alas ! triumphant Tories, 
But ’twas not Tories made it fly 
Its unassailable position— 
It was entirely ruined by 
The Great Inventions Exhibition. 


Lord Wolseley has returned, and been 
Enthusiastically greeted ; 

Yet still, upon the whole, I ween 
That general has been defeated. 

Not that mere A/ahdis e’er could vie 
With England’s wiliest tactician— 


| 
| 


His plans were simply ruined by 
The Great Inventions Exhibition, 


If sailor folks in Bantry Bay, 

And round about, have lately blundered, 
In such a simple-hearted way, 

That ev'rybody stared and wondered, 
You musn’t think such things imply 

A want of naval erudition— 
Our ships have all been ruined by 

The Great Inventions Exhibition, 


If grocers fail, and humble folks 
Be rather short of food and raiment, 
And if our kitchen chimney smokes, 
And if our bank is stopping payment, 
And if my verse is rather dry 
(Of which I have a slight suspicion) — 
They’ve one and all been ruined by 
The Great Inventions Exhibition, 





- 





Gaicly, anew journal of which Nos, 1 and 2 have appeared, has a 
variety of interesting and merry articles, sketches, and “pars.” in prose 
and verse on everything and everybody in the theatrical, artistic, and 
social worlds, Indeed it ought soon to become the ‘‘ Gaiety of 
nations,’ 
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ENICKNACKS. 


For some time past we have all been advised to eat a variety of nice, 
or nasty things, varying from toads to biackbeetles. But hitherto, 
nobody has excelled Professor Riley’s 
discovery. The professor has found out 
that the seventeen-year-old locust is 
better eating than birds’ nest, elephant 
trunk, or pickled scorpion. And he 
delicately insinuates that Britishers are 
‘*hasses” not to enjoy the dainty fare as 
frequently as possible; <s this insect is 
excessively creamy, either cooked or raw. 
We have never tried locust fried or locust 
in its state of simple nature. Locuste 
Jrite or Lecuste naturelle, has never passed 
our lips. To begin with, a tolerably 
long journey must be taken before you 
can secure your locust, fresh and unadul- 
tera'ed, Possibly Algeria would be the 
nearest point from London to obtain it 
in juicy, succulent perfection ; and that’s 
a long way to go just to nibble locust. 
Here’s the recipe for a dish, that on the 
whole we should prefer assisting to con- 
sume to any tasty locust e/r’e—Take 
some good Anglo-Dutch oysters, wash 
them clean; that is, wash their shells 
clean—don't open ’em, then place your oysters in an earthen pot with 
their hollow side down; put this pot covered, into a large fish-kettle of 
cold water; and so let them boil, Your oysters are boiled thus in their 
own liquor, and not mixed with water. Serve up with very thin brown 
bread-and-butter, lemons, and cayenne pepper. N,B.—To those who 
are to crink, perhaps hock goes as well as anything else with 
this dish, 





COMMISSIONER KkgRR does not love usurers, The extortionate 
money-lenders who seek to force their cruel claims in his court do not 
have a high time, The plain spoken Commissioner denounces them in 
trenchant cutting language, and seeks to protect their prey, as much as 
possible. These crafty money-spiders play fearful havoc among the 
poor ; they love to creep into a poverty-stricken neighbourhood, art- 
fully and deftly spin their webs, and mercilessly suck the life-blood from 
the victims they ensnare, which are many. That such creatures are not 
frequently amply caparisoned with feathers, and bounteously fitted 
> og tar, proves that the British poor is the most law-abiding tribe under 
the sun, 


THe above shrewd judge has frequently been abused because of his 
eccentric, quaint, and original sayings while on the bench. It strikes 
some curiously constituted minds with deadly horror, that the dull, 
spoon monotony of law proceedings should be enlivened by a quip or 
acrank, It is not comme i/ faut, don’t you know. But in our modest 
opinion the Commissioner is a grand type of the judge, whose keen per- 
ception of charac'er leads him to know when to temper justice with 
mercy, and when to treat a malefactor with Draconic severity. Woe 
betide those *‘ robbery with violence” gentry, who ever and anon used 
to appear before bim. They seemed to twitch their shoulders, and 
instinctively feel the lash as he peered at them with his sharp twinkling 
eyes before passing sentence. Yet in other cases where weak-minded 
culprits (perhaps often more sinned against than sinning) stood before 
him for judgment, it did not require a very acute observer to detect that 
in his heart, the kindly Commissioner would have rejoiced could he 
oo been able to pardon the offenders instead of making them gaol- 
ras, as 


THE setter that took the first prize in the open class at the Crystal 
Palace Dog Show, rejoices in the name ** Rock of Ages.” That such 
a term should be applied to a dog, has called up virtuous indignation 
from people of severely religious views. People ! who believe firmly 
that vegetables purchased from greengrocers who do not attend church 
regularly, are conducive to sin, 





_ Some of the bullies attached to the Salvation Army are most efficient 
in street fights ; but we fancy they are a trifle too mundane for guides to 
the golden streets of gloryland. The way one stalwart warrior got a 
Philistine’s “*nob in chancery” the other day, during an impeded 


march, would have called forth the admiration of the late lamented 
Thomas Sayers. 


_A CONTEMPORARY naively reports :—‘' The officers of the Brigade of 

Guards not lucky enough to have been employed in the Soudan 

“7 epee gave a banquet to their brother officers, etc.” Lucky !” 
it is fortu 


‘ y a 
is Irom such LUCK 





nate to be participators in a ghastly melancholy fia.co, save | 








MUCH MORE DISCREET. 


EpwIN ROMEO CoRYDON gazing at ANGELINA JOLIET PHYLLIs. 


E. R. C. How sweet she is. 


This is the thirteenth time— 
That is, if memory serves ; let me consult 

My diary—yes, ’tis the thirteenth time 

That, overmastered by wild passion s sway, 

I have been tempted to consult my lawyer 

As to the prudence of addressing her 

In terms of warm endearment. Oh! rash heart 
That scarce can be restrained from rushing hence, 
With blind and reckless fervour, to obtain 
Counsel’s opinion on the risks I run Ps 
In calling her by those sweet words, “ My own’ — 
In pressing her to this my yearning bosom, 

And pouring forth those wild, impassioned phrases 
Which—while they scorch with love’s consuming fire 
And thrill with all that eloquence unknown 

Save unto pure devotion, yet do keep 

From overstepping that frail border line 

Dividing breach of promise damages — 
From safety. How’s the time? Alas! ’tis six— 
Too late to find my wise solicitor, 

Good Mr. Pounce, of Pounce and Pettigrew, 

At Lincoln's Inn ; the counsel, too, are gone ; 

Nor would they, were they there, confer with one 
Who, though true love doth rack him ever so, 

Is not a practising solicitor, 

Oh, cruel hours of darkness and despair 

That thus, till ten a.m. to-morrow, shut 

The love sick heart from i's solicitor ! 





Let me reflect—is there no simple act 
Which, without consultation, I might do 
To hint to her of my devotedness, 
And yet be safe? Each passionate remark 
Tendered without professional advice 
Doth save some part and portion of a fee 
While filling up the weary hours of waiting ! 
Might I not offer her a tender rose 
Without supplying to a plaintiff’s counsel 
A point wherewith to bias jurymen ? 
Marry, I'll tell the florist that the bloom 
Is for my aunt, lest they subpcena him ! 
Be still, my beating heart, panting to place 
A loving note within the bloom’s recesses ; 
This were, indeed, too rash. Yet, stay, I have it! 
My good type-writer. I will hasten to it 
And pour my soul into a billet-doux 
Which, full of fervent eloquence, shall not 
Be compromisingly identified 
As written by mine hand, * * * 
Here is the letter : 
Yet hath it struck me since I printed it 
That e’en in print some peril lies, The maiden 
Sits by herself ; there are no witnesses ; 
The moment offers ; I will throw myself 
Before her, and in fervent words that spring 
Straight from the thoughtless heart, offer mine hand. 
And afterward? Should I not change my mind, 
Seeing some other maiden more attractive, 
I'll marry her; while, should she pall upon me, 
I'll ** break it off’—she hath no witnesses. * * 


Perfidious maiden! Hast thou trapped me thus 

To ask thy treacherous hand—not telling me 

That thy solicitor so basely lurked 

Behind the hedge! Oh! trapped, incautious heart ! 
a gheamtal tha 4 
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Lo! ’Arries on their 'Arriets glancing, 
Lover-like, are deftly dancing. 


Anon on animals entrancing, 
See ’A. and his ‘‘ young woman” prancing. 


Next 'Arry, gracefully advancing, 
At ‘‘cockshies ” next his luck goes chancing. 
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Next ’Arriet to 'Arry clinging, 
Delights her little heart by swinging. 





' 


Then ‘Arry, some few coppers ‘‘ springing,’ 


; ingt While ’Arriet aside just slipping, 
At acertain ‘‘ bull’ -y sport goes ‘‘ringing.” i 


Displays agility at skipping. 


In chasing 'Arriet, 


Then at “‘ kiss.in-the-ring,” which A. 


thinks “ rippin 


K goes tripping. 














Liverpool Cup, eh? 


trivial, but remember the infallible old man who sent you absolute 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITor oF * Fun,” 
S1r,—It is not for me to boast ; but who sent you Quicklime for the 


Oh—ah !—yes ! 


third, and fondly believe his 


TIP FOR THE GOODWOOD STAKES, 


CoE, fill up the glass, and we’ll drink to Blue Grass, 
Who’s a winner, and a winner to be; 

And we'll lift up the voice, as we stand by our choice, 
With a vigorous triple of three ! 

And Loch Ranza shall see the full waters of glee, 
And See-see shall see what she shall see, 

And we'll gladsomely smile on the sturdy Glengyle 
In the hope of what’s certain to be. 


Truly, Xema and Wire, to some height may aspire, 
And Dame Fortune may favour the brave ; 

And the Wild Crom-a-boo, may be notable too, 
If but by a miraculous shave, 

While Fair Florence, I fear, is o’erweighted (or near), 
Though her style of performance may tell, 

But for every sake I’m intending to make 
Young Eurasian do very well. 


Turn we next to the 


Ti? FOR THE STEWARD’s Cor, 


I've been sitting and a-pondering a lot of nights and days — 

Of the breeding, and performances, and chances of St. Blaise ; 
I’ye been thinking of the Vixen, and the ‘‘ moral,” and the fluke, 
In a lot of random thinking in connection with the Duke, 

And a lot of wise reflection I have been expending for 

The purpose of adjudicating Eastern Emperor. 


But ever and anon have I returned 


I know he didn’t win—don’t be The Emperor may please us all by 





Finally, for the present here is my 


As the tin we begin for 


(As you'll find) like the 


And although you at 
r 





I am, yours, &c 


I’ve placed them all together, and I’ve looked at each in turn, 


to Royal Fern, 


The Duke may take it easily, and still the Duke may win, 


gaily ** romping in.” 


The chances are that one may win—I do not say they ain’t— 
And yet the Duke and Emperor may fall before the Saint. 

I do not wish to satirize or pose as being sharp, 

I do not wish at any human weaknesses to carp, 

But though I do mot wish it—I repeat that I do NoT— 
I think it’s certain Royalty will conquer all the lot. 


Tir FOR THE GOoopWoop Cup, 


Let’s be gay as we may on this day— 
Tral-lal-la ! 


to win; 


Chislehurst is the first that we durst— 
Tral-lal-la ! 
Single out without doubt from the din. 


Pizarro, you must know, he can go— 
Tral-lal-la ! 


wind when in mind ; 


Xema too comes to view just a few— 
Tral-lal-la ! 

Althorp may have a say (of behind). 

Saucy Boy they’ll employ as decoy— 
” Tral-lal-la ! 
But, I pray you, delay anyway, 


go *‘in the know ”’— 


al-lal-la ! 
Lonely wins (for our sins) / should say, 


9 TROPHONIUS. 





i. ae 


j ay Jor Contricnutions 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 


In no case will they be returned units 
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Man On To cha h, 
LIANLE 10 COME DOWN EVERY MINUTE, Y’SEE!” 


‘© No, HE’s NOT 


MINE, 


HACK-KNEE’D. 


HiikED HIM, AND I’VE NAMED HIM LIMITED LIABILITY—LIMITED IT‘OWERS, AND 



























SONGS OF THEH WATERING PLAOES, 


FOLKESTONE genteel, 
Yes, a great deal 


More so than Sandgate or Dover ; 


Making Hythe feel 
()uite down at heel, 


Walmer, too, lording it over. 


Town rather small, 
(Juiet withal, 


But yet does its best to be sprightly, 


At its Town Hall 
Lecture or ball 


Giving sometimes, if not nightly, 


High, and not damp, 
Shunned by the tramp, 


IIas castle, walks downy and airy ; 


Soldiers from camp 
Give it a stamp 


Semi-nautico-military, 





No, II,.—FOLKESTONE, 


’Twixt me and you, 
Not much to do 


But loaf there, eat, drink, and talk scandal 3 


Place where things new 
Are under taboo, 


Where Philistine ranks, say, with Vandal, 


There (I suppose) 
Ev'ry one knows 


The times when the ‘‘ Frenchboats” come daily, 


And, ‘‘ when it blows,” 
Ev'ry one goes 
Down to the harbour quite gaily, 


Three or four deep, 
Two lines they keep, 
A passage between them just leaving, 


Through which must creep, 


Timid as sheep, 


The victims of two hours’ heaving, 


Mossoo looks pale 
On landing, they make sure he knows it ; 
Mention pa-lale, 
Biftek and snail, 
And mock his disgust, if he shows it. 


| When, from a gale, 


He’s a great gun 
Who at this fun 
Has longest escap’d a good kicking ; 
May his course run 
Till some stout son 
Of Britain gives him a sound licking. 


eT 


NOTICE. | 
A Futt-Lexnctu Portrait of ‘‘ FUN,” beautifully 
printed in colours, mounted and glazed, can be obtained 
on personal application to the Publisher, or will be for- 
warded gratis on receipt of 3d., the cost of postage. 
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“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E C. 
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BIRD’S 


Richest Custard! Withoat | 
Egys!! Half the Cost 
and Treubint Chotce! | 
Delicious! A Great Luxury !!) 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
eum HE ADELPHI.—It is not to be 
supposed that a second-hand play 
(so to speak) will arouse quite so 
much interest as a brand new 
one, and it is not to be imagined 
that a ‘summer company” will 
excite as much enthusiasm as the 
regular, height-of-the-season, un- 
mistakably all-round good one 
always to be found at each of the 
London theatres at other times. 
At the same time, A77a/-na- 
Pogue is a good play in itself— 
plenty of laughs and plenty of 
$65 tears to be got out of it. Itisa 
e 1 long time since it was last played 
he in a prominent theatre, Irish 
Vir drama in any shape has the fresh- 





se} ness of unfamiliarity (for it 
f hasn’t been much seen of late 
y years), and the company is far 


from a bad one—indeed, in some 

respects, is a very good one; so 

that Messrs. (Gatti have not 

made altogether a bad move in 

NALLY ;. producing one of JHoucicault’s 
{D) best, 

Mr. CHARLES SULLIVAN is a very good Shaun. There is some want 
of grip about the performance; but the roguish astuteness of the cha- 
racter is brought out with a neat and appreciative touch, which is very 
grateful to witness. Mr. Pateman’s Feeny is a wonderfully powerful 
study; it is a vein of character this actor seems to have given some 
attention to, and the success of his latest eftort must be gratifying to him. 
Miss Mary Rorke is the sweetest of Arrahs, as she was bound to be; she 
plays without arrah-gance, and her part in the sensation scene at the 
tower top is received with enthusiastic ‘‘’arrahs!” nightly. Mr, Charles 
Glenny is sufficiently chivalrous as the young Beamish McCoul; Mr, 
Beveridge is a sympathetically bright and popular O'Grady, and Miss 
Cissy Graham is more mannered and self-conscious than ever as Fanny 
Power. There is, indeed, no evidence of Fanny Power whatever in the 
whole performance ; the part is not very significant, however. 





Drury LAN&.—There is plenty of what is politely called ‘‘old- 
fashioned ” acting (what I call artificial, unnatural, and clap-trappy) in 
the revival of Never 700 Late to Mend at this theatre. It is curiously 
mixed, even in individuals, with the better lights of modern style. The 
false intonation and emphasis, as well as bumptious style, of Mr. Warner 
is oddly blended with and partially condoned by many an expert touch 
of nature, of truthful look, tone and gesture (though I am bound to say 
these latter are few and far between). Miss Isabel Bateman, ineffectual 
ind artificial as she is, has yet some show of grace and finish, and is-a-bel 
to vet through without serious offence. The late Mr. Charles Reade is, 

f course, responsible for the conventionalities of Crawley (no doubt 
conventionalities were too strong for authors to stroke themselves wholly 
free in his day); but Mr. Nicholls, clever actor and irresistibly funny as 
he is, does nothing to lessen them (far be it for me to say he is wrong), 
Mr. Clynds is a conventional actor, body and hones, and his Isaac Levi 
partakes freely of these 

lities, 


I AM not sufficiently 
icquainted with the 
ways and manners of 
the Australian  abori- 
gine to judge fairly of 
Mr, Calhaem’s Jacky ; 
but it is too late for 
uch judgment, any 
way, this actor having 
made the part his own 
this many a day. The 
same must be said of 
Mr. Hloward Russell’s 





Meadows, with the ad-) Tyg Apeirn.—C te tates sia _" 
dition that it has al- ) OUR HEARTS TOO (RATHER RoRKe 
ways had the stamp of ECA} ; oie setae te 
the a1 t] r’s a] proval ; 
i George Fie] ling, the Rev. Mr. EF len, and Josephs in the hands of 
Mr. Arthur Lyle, Mr. E, G irney, and Mrs. Shine appeared pretty 
| ‘he ire Mr. Warner's ‘' 1- by l] I 
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Tur IMPERIAL.—This building of remarkable history—a history of 
change ‘‘behind,” and ‘‘ no change ” in front, albeit the harpyism is much 
modified now, has, in fact, practically disappeared—has reopened under 
Tripartite management. This time Messrs, J. A. Rosier, J. B. Ashley, 
and Cyril Melton are the adventurous trio, May they (if you will pardon 
age) not find themselves ‘‘up a tree-oh!” may their proceedings result 
anything but (H)ash-ly, draw in spite of Melton weather, and have an 


outlook Rosier and Rosier every day! There. 





THE management have opened their campaign with the genial work 
called Zhe Corsican Brothers (though only one of them is a Corse-seekin’ 
brother, when his *‘ twin” has been run through by the naughty Chateau 
Renaud). We had a good many minutes for refreshment (with the 
drawback of not being prepared for it, and therefore unable to take 
advantage of it) in the middle of Act Il. and the cast generally was not 
exhilarating. The pronounciation of their own language by the French- 
men and women was rather original and curious, and the number and 
rapidity of the changes ‘‘ Monsieur”’ went through would qualify it for 
a Protean entertainment. Mr. Ashley, who, as Chateau Renaud (a 
chat-teau by no means a cat’s faw), appeared out of his element, and in 
a light wig, was a considerable offender in this respect—in fact the 
Corsicans spoke better French than those who were born to it. 





Mr. ME.LTon’s Baron de Montgiron showed care and was acceptable. 
There was a good deal to admire and compliment Mr. Rosier upon in 
his **twins”—earnestness and force and some picturesqueness. Mrs, 
Rosier, with an agreeable manner and pleasant appearance, gave an 
excellent account of Emilie. The 
staging, save in little defects 
which will by-and-bye smooth 
out, was good, the /a/ masque 
scene being very merry, and the 
duel visions—or dual visions, if 
you like—of Acts I. and II, 
were striking, but the carriage 
that crashed O.P. in the forest 
scene seemed as timid and an- 
xious to avoid making a noise 
as the decayed gentlewoman re- 
duced to selling trotters, who | 
called her wares in a whisper | 
for fear of being noticed. The 
management may score all right, 
but an improvement of the cast 
would be an improvement of 
the chances also. The old ori- 
ginal short melody was well to 
the fore, 














Drury LANE.—GEORGRE FIELDING (AND 
WHY NOT? ISN’T HE A FigLp-MARSHAL, 
AND PAID FOR IT 1) 


Nops AND WINKS, — Mr. 
Pottinger Stephens is about to 
‘*boss”? a new paper, they tell 
me, of a dramatic Primrose-Leaguey character in its politics, Mr. Ste- 
phens is also part author with Mr, W. Yardley of the Gaiety burlesque 
on Ofi71a, 


When Mr. Stephens takes into his head 

In ‘‘ Primrose paths” of politics to tread, 
And writes burlesque, wherein to frame 

The Vicar of Wakefield’s family name ; 
Burlesque I think he will find—don’t you ?>— 
The better Primrose-League of the two.— 


A rather ridiculous procession saw Madame Patti home to bed the other 
night. It consisted of a loud band, a few vehicles, mostly cabs, and 
some limelight men. There might be some value in a spontaneous out- 
burst of this kind, but this affair was obviously organised and decidedly 
noisy. It aroused a good many tired and inoffensive people from their 
slumber, and was altogether a Patti-able spectacle.—‘‘ The Dramatic 
Students’ have postponed their performance of 7he Housekeeper and 
Mr, H, until the autumn. This will be, if not exactly, the zz/éa/ per- 
formance of the latter play at least a very early one, for, if I remember 
rightly, it ran but two nights, and has never been revived, Lamb was 
a rather sententious critic, but he didn’t show up great as a playwright. 
It is possible that some modern critics resemble him in this respect ! 
—That sound actor Mr, F, H. Macklin and his pleasing and clever 
wife accompany Miss Mary Anderson on her Provincial and American 
tour of ‘$5 and ’6, I think our American cousins will take to both, but 
I hope they won’t keep them.—A capital “farewell benefit ” programme 
was presented at the Prince’s on the 23rd ult., to wish Mr. G. W. Anson 
/ God speed and Good bye ™ previous to his departure for Australia. 
Well, may he have the best f good | ck at the An/(son)tipo les, 
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Loo knew a shop where they could hire some toggery for 
the Bank Holiday. 





Well, they can’t call us dowdies, Loo, ca 
they?” said Carry. 


em on too. 


Bill and Alf had got ' 


} 


POR CORPO ne em ee re ee ee ee a 
{ « 




















ee ee 


" 











And didn’t they have a high old time of it on 'Ampsted 
’Eath ! 


Lo couldn't say how they got home, but she knew that 
none of them had any money left. 


So that next - she felt it necessary to 
‘take the pledge.” So did Carry 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

FRIDAY, 24th July. —Bill for Housing Working Classes goes through 
final stage in the Lords, much to disgust of Lord Bramwell, who sees 
‘*no more reason why the State should provide the poor with houses 
than with food.’”’ Quite rigbt, my lord; the poor have no right to 
expect such luxuries. State has quite enough to do to provide for suc- 
cessful lawyers and foreign princes. Like the poor’s impudence to exist 
at all! 

Commons.—While Lord Spencer elsewhere is receiving a well- 
earned meed of honour, praise, and thanks for devotion to duty in the 
face of unprecedented difficulty and danger in the House, W. Redmond 
makes O’Brien’s paltry attack on Walpole cover for a dastardly insult 
to the man whose fault in Nationalist eyes was that he crushed rebellion 
and treason, 

Monday.—Great larks in the Lords. Milltown determined that 
Liberals should not have credit of Medical Relief Bill, races down to 
IIouse to move its second reading. Granville, equally bent on dishing 
the Tories, also tears down to House with like object. Neither of 
noble lords up to Lillie Bridge form, but Granville, though not so puffy 
as Milltown, handicapped by his old enemy the gout, consequently loses 
by a short head. In result Bill moved by both noble lords, and pedes- 
trian contest very nearly supplemented by pugilistic one. Ultimately, 
however, Granville has to retire, growling like a furniture-van man who 
has lost a moving job. 

Commons.—Pleasant disclosures in Supply. British public been 
accustomed to flatter itself rascally army contractor defunct institution. 
Apparently, however, he still flourishes, and in addition to the forces 
of the Mahdi, excessive heat, forced marches, Xc., our troops have to 

ntend with enemy at home, who sends flour in ‘‘hard solid blocks 

r of Pari nly fit for making starch: : hay ‘* mildewed, 


rotten, full of rushes, moss, and lowland-water meadow grass’’ for these 
noble horses. 

Tuesday.—-Medical lelief Bill read a second time. 
that Lords should sit on Wednesday for third reading. 
out in a faint at the bare idea, 

Commons-—Irish rebels in the House having attacked Lord 
for the past three years, John Bright has attacked them; whereupon 
Callan to-night attacks J. b.—any odds on the Quaker. Great sham: 
however to hurt the feelings of Irish party, who are so considerate with 
regard to others. 

Wednesday.—Supply in Commons. On Vote for South Africa, both 
sides pay tribute to Sir Charles Warren, who is voted ‘first-class 
Warren-ted,”’ 


Granville move: 
House carrie¢ 


spencer 





Bon-Tong! 
[General Tcheng-Ki-Tong las replaced the Marquis Tseng as Chinese A 
to England | 
On, General Tcheng-Ki-Tong, all hail, 
You're welcome to Britain’s shore, 
May you ne’er have reason to bewail 
Your leaving the land you adore. 
May you ne’er (as they say in saws and songs) 
Have occasion to fight with us *‘ hammer and Tongs.” 





WoMEN are employed on tramcars at Chili, and we read they do their 
work as well as men. After all, why should they not? The ladies— 
bless their hearts !—are fully able to manage tramcars, or omnilus¢ 
for the matter of that, for they most all knew how t nduct U 
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Why, in ten minutes it dlew ¢, 
and the captain, sir, came to me and said, ‘ Mr. Bouncer, 
mmand and save the shir ??” 


‘f And what followed, sir? 


J. . ° 
Cve@w had CVEY SCEH 


‘Yes sir, the moment we weighed anchor I said to the captain, ‘ Captain, we shall 
have some dirty weatner. I should advise you to do so and so. 


If you'll take my 
advice you ll, CKC., XC. Well, sir, if vou ll credir | 








ir, t] e oldest of the crew had never seen such a storm! All the passengers were hattened down in the mizen-foxle-main-galley, sir; and the captain was 


} Che crew were GH thet It all devolved on me, sir ; and I steered and worked that vessel safely into port, if you'll credit it! 


And I smoked 
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3ANK HOLIDAY.—RANDY ON THE JOB. 
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A COMFORTABLE WAY OF SETTLING IT. 


(‘There is something a little peculiar about the inquest in connection with the 
collision between the /Yecda and the Cheer/u/. It is not quite clear why it should 
have been held on beard a man-of-war, and why the jury should have been composed 
of naval officers, several of whom belonged to the ship /ec/a itself. This hardly seems 
quite right, since the officers in charge of the Hec/a are ‘ parties in the case.’ The 
verdict returned by the jury was that the deaths occurred ‘through the colliding of 
the two vessels'—a statement which is not to be disputed.” —Mews pager. ] 





(SUBSEQUENT outcomes of the above affair, from our own Imagina- 
tive Reporter) :— 

The case of the officers of the Hecla v. the S/. Facodus’s Gazette for 
publishing unkind remarks came on for hearing yesterday. The offence 
complained of was that the said Gazeffe had imputed that the said 
officers were not fit and proper persons to pronounce a decision as 
to whether they themselves were to blame or not. Mr. Bloobhag, 
on the part of the complainants contended that a man must know more 
about his own acts than anybody else ; but the jury failed to take this 
view of the case, and returned a verdict in favour of the defendants. 
The jury was entirely composed of the staff of the St. Facobus’s Gazette. 
The judge (who happened to be the editor of the above-named paper) 
in giving judgment, with costs, alluded to the frivolity and animus of 
the complainants in the case, and highly lauded the moderation, tact, 
and good sense with which the case—so far as he himself and the jury 
were concerned—had been conducted. He considered that the com- 
plainants had not a leg to stand on, and remarked that the case ought 
never to have been brought. 

Mr. Bloobhag, on the part of the complainants, gave notice of appeal ; 
and it is considered likely that the case will be tried again before the 
captain and officers of the //ec/a as judge and jury. It is looked upon 
as not improbable that the verdict will, in that case, be set aside. 

* ° . > * * * 

The case of Mr. FUN z, all his Enemies is causing much interest and 
excitement, and the court is crowded to suffocation daily. As the case 
is intended (by Mr. Fun) to be a test one, it was judged expedient at 
the outset that no suspicion of want of discrimination or fairness should 
exist; and it was therefore decided (by Mr. Fun) that the presiding 
judge should be Mr, uN himself, while the jury should be composed 
of the same gentleman. 

The composition of the jury was at once challenged by several un- 
reasoning and presumptuous persons; but the objections were at once 
overruled by the judge, who made some crushing remarks, which were 
received with loud signs of approval by the jury. From the very com- 
mencement it became obvious that an organized opposition to defeat 
the ends of justice was in existence: this being most marked in the con- 
duct of the counsel for the defence, who, obviously animated by the 
most shameless bias, put the case entirely in favour of The Enemies, 
and slurred over every point which might have told in the interests of 
Mr. Fun, This being so, the learned judge (Mr. Lord Baron Fun) 
summarily stopped the proceedings, and ordered the counsel out of 
court, amid a storm of disapproval (which was instantly suppressed) 
from some evil-disposed persons, who were at once committed for con- 


- 
jury was then cloquently addressed in favour of the prosecution 
by Mr. Fun, Q.C.; and it was abundantly evident from the enthusiastic 
signs of approval on the pest of the jury that a thorough conviction of 
the justice of the cause he represented filled their minds. The jury 
(composed of Mr, Fun), without retiring, returned an unanimous verdict 
in favour of the complainant ; adding a rider to the effect that the con- 
duct of defendants was disgraceful, amid loud cheering on the part of 
judge, jury, and complainant, which was unsuppressed, 








A Summary Statement. 
THE seasons are not prone to arithmetical affairs, 
Which is ‘‘rum,” but / know something that is ‘‘ rummer,”’ 
For every inhabitant in Britain’s isles declares 
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The Gladstone Gamp! 
A Lay OF LUKEWARM LIBERALS. 


(Tke Duke of Argyll lately gave a lecture, hinting that he would never again march 
under the ‘‘ Gladstone Umbrella.”] 


Tue Duke of Argyll’s inclined to revile 
The political ways of the G. O. M. ; 
He doesn’t agree with brave William G., 
In fact, he G.’s policy strives to condemn. 
Yea, lately his grace hinted Gladstone was base, 
And pooh-poohed most views of the Liberal stamp ; 
And he loudly was cheered as he loftily sneered 
At the Grand Old Man and his Grand Old Gamp. 


There are others, no doubt, who, now they are ‘* out,” 
Make light of the labours of Premier Will ; 

Like Tories they mock, as though G were a ‘‘ block,” 
And as though the results of his work were all mz/, 

It was members like these who were “‘ sick” absentees 
When Hicks-Beach and the beerites prepared their big 

‘vamp;” 

Yes, ‘twas cm to them that the House snubbed, fro tem, 

The Grand Old Man and his Grand Old Gamp ! 





A Question of Etiquette. 


‘‘©A READER” much wishes to know, 
(Lest he seem, when he’s out, to show shyness), 
If ’tis what you might call comme il faut, 
To address well-hung game as *‘ your ‘ High’-ness,” 





A Long-looked-for Remedy. 


[An eminent physician has, according to the New York Times, finally discovered 
that a Jack of blood in the brain is the cause of sea-sickness. It is shown that the 
real remedy is to stand on one’s head, in order that the blood may flow freely towards 
the brain.] 























THIs indeed is a boon and a blessing, 

To be hailed with a thanksgiving air— 
This cure for that horror disiressing, 

Which our Gallic friends call al-de-mer ; 
For to keep off that malady dread, 
You have only to stand on your head. 


Then depart, all ye terrors of Ocean ! 
Which hitherto caused us dismay, 
For this doctor has found out a notion 
For driving sea-sickness away, 
To achieve this, your brain must be fed 
With more blood—so you stand on your head, 


But don’t keep reversed in position 
For more than a week at a turn 
Or, mayhap, your cranium’s condition, 
May give you some cause for concern ; 
But sea-sickness won’t touch you, ’tis said, 
If you mow and then stand on your head. 





He * ISIN ’ THE Poor ” I : nes 
; THE Hot SING OF THE POOR” BILL.—Yes; and, in some cases, 
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On, when they get to the August Bank Holiday, 
Don’t they go in for enjoying a jolly day? 


Don’t they put on, when the weather is Summery, | 
Airiest, gaudiest, garments and flummery? | 








Don’t they appear to be very familiar, 
’Specially those who most youthful and silly are? 


Don’t they behave as if jaunty publicity 
Were the main road to the height of felicity ? 


Don’t they indulge in high jinks—that is, some of ’em, 
Almost regardless of what may become of ’em? 


Don’t they at times feel regret for such revelry, 
When there is penance to do for their devilry ? 


Don’t they then—soon as they’re back home and sooner, 
aye— q 
Wish they had never left work for buffoonery ? 


Don’t, too, the people, who're in their proximity 
View them with anything save equanimity ? 


Don’t the respectable, whom they disquiet so, 
Hope against hope they won’t rowdily riot so ? 


Don’t they, who’d further a pleasure when peaceable, 
Suffer while learning the evil’s increasable ? 


Don’t we, in social affairs and political, 
Find that St. Lubbock’s Day’s doings are critical ? 


Another Ebony Ruler! 


THE brave Prince Saturday Ja-Ja, 
Who is always the pride of his dusky pa, 
And the idol of his ebony ma : 
Is bound for Great Britain some pleasure to seek, 
You must treat him with great respect, for lo! 
He’s the son of the monarch of Opobi— 








Bank Holiday.—Randy “on the Job,” TT 
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Dr. Bircham.—‘* CHREKIBOY, MINOR, YOU ARE MAKING MOST SATISFAC- 
TORY PROGRESS, YOU HAVE DECLINED Nopes, LApis Opus, AND PARENS 


And Saturday’s strongly built, you must know, WITHOUT AN ERROR. IN SHORT,I DO NOT BELIEVE, CHEEKIBOY, MINOR, 
Although he is really the last of the zeek / a IS A NOUN OF THIS THIRD DECLENSION WHICH YOU COULD NOT 
E. 
Pac? ay Sie Cheekiboy, Minor.—* OH, YES, THERE IS, SIR. Iv I WERE GIVEN VACATIO 
‘* GAME” PROSPECTS,—Those of a courageous man. A HOLipay, I COULD NOT DECLINE THAT.” 
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Lost Opportunities. 


corrected, and his judgment in action greatly improved."”—Czty Magazine. | 


AH, now we know the reason (according to the Tory) 

Why Gladstone never managed to gain a little glory ; 

We know why, in the Commons, Conservatives he worried— 
We know, too, why his speeches full often made them flurried. 
We now know why his accents were wont to upset Bartlett, 

And why they staggered Randy, whene’er he’d throw his dartlet ; 
We learn that Mr. Gladstone would not have wrongly rambled ; 
He’d have been of nobler kind 

Had he had a sportsman’s inind, 

Had he shot, or had he hunted, or moderately gambled. 


Had he gone and backed the winner—or e’en at times have ¢ried to— 
His tone would have been better, his sternness cast aside too ; 

Had he ta’en some little int’rest in jockeys or in sprinters, 

This censure of his method would not have seen the printers. 

Had he, at times, consorted with persons pugilistic, 

Or in the ‘‘ Magic Circle” imse/f tried matters fistic— 

Had he with “tips” for races each grand old speech pre-ambled— 
He would not be thus disgraced 

Had he owned a sporting taste, 

Had he shot, or had he hunted, or moderately gambled. 


If of ** Yoicks” and of ‘‘ Hark Forward!” he’d been an earnest lover, 
Shouting, ‘‘ Tally-ho, Tantivy !” when riding off to cover— 


Undoubtedly his manner would then have been more pleasant. 
Had he played at whist or cribbage, at ‘* Nap.” or ‘‘ speculation,” 
He might have shown some talent at managing the nation, 

But with rubbish like Reform Bills he through his life has ambled : 








(‘‘ Had it been Mr. Gladstone's lot to temper the habits of mind of the declamatory 
rhetorician with the mother-wit of the sportsman—had he shot, hunted, or moderately 
gambled—it is almost certain that his fatal facility of language would have been 


Had he potted snipe and partridge, or marked the grouse and pheasant, 


| 
j 








Old Will has bravely battled through paths both briered and brambled, 





He'd have tried a different plan 
Had he been a sporting man, 
Had he shot, or had he hunted, or moderately gambled. 


If he had only angled, or bicycled or boated, 

Or e’en to pool and billiards had been a bit devoted— 

Or if he’d gone a-racing, and had a frequent ** flutter,” 
Then probably the Tories some praise of him might utter, 
Lo, this is an example of censure from the Tory— 

It is this kind of babble in which they often glory. 


Yet this City Magazine 
Says he useful might have been, 
Had he shot, or had he hunted, or moderately gambled ! 





Sir Moses Montefiore. 
Borkn OCTOBER 24, 1784. DIED JULY 28, 1885, 


Nor long ago, in this and many a land, 
Were heard rejoicings and loud-ringing cheers 
For him who had attained one hundred years ; 
The Glorious Champion of his Race, so grand ! 
Peans were sung, not only by the band 
Of brother- Hebrews, scattered through the earth, 
Whom he had rescued from distress and dearth— 
And for whose welfare many a scheme he planned— 
But he was praised by men of every creed, 
For unto all, of every creed and clime, 
He bountifully showed, in times of need, 
True Charity—of Virtues most sublime. 
But now his long, long pilgrimage is o’er— 
And his great soul now rests for evermore, 
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THE BANK HOLIDAY. 


Tue holiday-maker arose from his rest 


were also his best), 


self, 


to the *‘ brats,” 
and hats, 
weigh 


day. 


with good cheer, 
And ’Lizer, she carried the jar with the beer ; 
And Joe, who was ten, had the baby to mind, 
And Bobby and Ann had to toddle behind, 


And ‘‘ father,” he led them all out of the south, 

His hands in his pockets, his pipe in his mouth ; 
And, when they got lagging, encouraged the throng 
By shouting impatiently, ‘‘ Hi! come along!” 


They scrambled along with their might and their main, 
Secause they were frightened of missing the train ; 
They pounded along at the deuce of a pace, 

And got very shiny and red in the face, 


They crushed for the tickets, the whistle was heard, 
They hustled and bustled and got in a *‘ third,” 
With twenty more women and babies and men, 
They filled a compartment intended for ten. 


The sun shone aloft in the outing’s behoof, 

And merrily blistered the carriage’s roof ; 

The men were all smoking, and great was the sport, 
Till they all bundled out at the gay Hampton Court, 


And //ere was a scene of extravagant joy— 
Fach girl was as romping and rough as a boy, 
Each lad was all giggles and girlishness (that’s 
The reason they had for exchanging their hats). 


They rolled on the grass and they got in the maze, 
They shouted and screamed in a number of ways, 
They bolted the sandwich, and swallowed the stout, 
And carefully littered the paper about. 


The young ones prepared to be dreadfully queer 
$y too much indulgence in gingerous beer ; 
They also took nuts, goat and cocoanut milks, 
With acid-drops, gingerbread, winkles, and ‘*‘ wilks,’’ 


Then father and mother, and ’Lizer and Joe, 
And Bobby and Ann, and the baby must go 
Along with some others and row in a boat— 
And gracious knows how it continued to float ! 


Then, ob, for the wild uncontrollable fun ! 

The crabs and the splashes (which soon were begun) ! 
The tangles they got into, working the oars ! 

The shouts of delight and hilarious roars ! 


They scratched over snag, and they bumped against pier, 
They fell in the lock and went over the weir, 

They sunk other boats with a hardihood staunch, 

And were finally cut right in two by a launch. 


As soon as they all were sufficiently dry 

(The fun was near over, they felt with a sigh), 
And night closing in, they went back by the train, 
With thirty or so in the carriage again, 


And, oh, it was truly a holiday ride ! 

The men they all smoked, and the babies all cried, 
They played concertinas on constant encore, 

And shouted and sang till their throats were all sore, 


But now came the end of the pleasure and fun, 
The basket was empty, the beer was all done, 
The baby kicked up the most wretched of dins, 
And father was slightly unsafe on his pins, 


And mother was sulkily counting the cost, 
And snapping at Ann because Bobby was lost, 
And ‘Lizer’s new dress had got torn by the way— 


Wh u “'¢ } + } lays P very day r 


And donned his worst clothes (which 
A man unendowed with superfluous pelf, 
But thoroughly bent on enjoying bhim- 
So he waked up “‘ the missis,” and called 
And told them to put on their bonnets 


To look pretty slippy, and get under 


To spend a right down and no end ofa 


Then ‘‘ma”’ took a basket well stocked 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, 


WHEN COMPANIES FALL OUT. 


Mrs. CARNT GITTAWAY, Well, Jonas, I’m sure you could manage a 
week or two at the seaside if you would make an effort. The poor 
children are quite—— 

Mr. CaARNT GITTAWAY, My dear, good woman, haven’t I told you 
fifty times that the governor canmot spare me this year; and if he 
could, we haven’t any clothes; and if we had, we haven’t any money ; 
and railway companies are not in the habit of conveying families for 
noth 

Mrs. C. G. Dear me! This beautiful bouquet for me, Susan? ust 
left at the door by a railway porter? How very strange ; there must be 
some mistake. No; here is a little packet in the bouquet addressed to 
me. Why, Jonas, it contains a most beautiful diamond necklace ! 
What can it mean? 

Mr. C., G. Mean? I must say, ma’am,I do not understand your 
receiving such presents as diamond neckl——-eh ?__ Zhe Porter come back 
with another parcel? Oh, for me this time. Dear me! if it isn’t a gold 
watch and chain. Now, who on earth can have—oh! here’s a little 
scented note from the chairman of the London and South-Eastern Coast 
Railway :—‘‘ Dear and revered sir,—I take the liberty of humbly beg- 
ging you to accept the enclosed family ticket for the seaside. Should 
you deign to honour and oblige your obliged and honoured servants, the 
L. and S.-E. C. R., by obligingly condescending to travel on their 
humble and respectfully obliged line, you would confer an everlasting 
favour upon your ever devoted, obliged, and deeply gratified humble 
servant. P.S,—I will take the presumptuous and inexcusable liberty of 
calling upon you personally to make all arrangements for your honoured 
and esteemed journey. P.S, N.B.—Please do not be induced to travel by 
a so-called ‘line’ describing itself as the Brighton and South-Eastern.” 
Dear me !—very flattering—eh, Susan? Chazrman of the Brighton Rail- 
way waiting on the mat? Vllcomedown, * * + Positively went 
down on his knees, my dear, and begged me to travel by his line, I’d 
always heard he was such a haughty and defiant person too. Nota bit 
of it, my love—most humble, not to say cringing. Well, he implored 
me to allow him to offer my employer a thousand pounds to spare me 
for a fortnight, and to send me in a chest of new clothes for the family, 
and to send an omnibus to fetch us and the luggage to the station; and 
he’s going to provide a special saloon train solely for our accommoda- 
tion, with a train of attendants and a champagne lunch; and he will 
make all arrangements for our stay at the best hotel, and pay for ’em; 
and he handed me this trifle to purchase a few toys for the little ones— 
good weight, isn’t it? All in gold—should fancy it’s about five hundred 
pounds, more or less. Well, my dear, I thought I couldn’t refuse the 
poor fellow, he was so importunate ; so the ’bus is to be here to-morrow 
after breakfast. By the way, he’s going to send me in a dozen boxes of 
cigars, and all the new novels for you. 
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Mrs. C, G. Oh, it would have been most cruel to refuse him, my love. 
Then there will not be anything for us to do but just to jump into the 
omnibus and——, Susan says there is another chairman—of the London 
and South-Eastern line—waiting for you on the other mat, * Why, 
my dear Jonas! how pale you look! Has the interview with the new 
chairman upset you? What mean these dreadful chains ? 

Mr. C, G, My dear, the chairman of the London and South-Eastern 
Company has discovered, by means of detectives, that my great aunt 


| had a glass eye, and used to drink; and he says that, unless we travel 


| by Ars line, he will divulge ALL. 


So he has put these chains on me; 


_ and there’s a porter downstairs with a set for you and the children ; and 


| a horse-box is to be reserved for us at the terminus, 


| Simply unbearable in this horse-box! Ha! 


It’s very unpleasant 
(as he admits) ; but he says he must have traffic at anycost. * * * 
; See! Look! There is 
an engine of the rival company bearing down upon our train! See the 
mocking and demoniac grin of hate on the countenance of the rival 
engine-driver! All is over! 
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A LITTLE MORE BANK HOLIDAY. 





























THe CapTiIvE BALLOON.—INFLATION EXTRAORDINARY. 


Tue Tory Skipper.—A NosieE MARQUIS DISPLAYING HIS AGILITY, 















A HOLIDAY FATE, 


On Bank Holiday 
some lose their 
cash, 

And largely for 
pleasure they pay, 

And some, in their 
wanderings rash, 

Are doomed to keep 
losing their way. 

While some lose their 
heads at the bar, 

Over drink for 
| which dearly they 
| ** part ’— 
my case is 
sadder by far, 

For I, on that day, 

lost my heart ! 


f jf | / But 


Methinks no surprise 
you'll display, 
When I show you 


ox her face which I 
ae !} sketched : 
Le ’Tis a face made to 
steal hearts 
away— 


But I don’t want avzsther's heart ** fetched ”— 
Her large liquid eyes, pray you note, 

Swift and lustrous the beams from them dart ; 
Mark her ripe ruddy lips—her white throat— 

Can you wonder she pilfered my heart ? 


Oh. St. Lubbock, I often have thought 

That your day brought but revel and noise, 
But this time to me you have brought 

_ The best of terrestrial joys. 

For I love !—and this damsel’s my fate : 

Ah ! pleasing is love's gentle smart, 
And fondly a chance I await 

To ask in return for ier heart ! 











“TRUTH” states that Portugal has shown good sense in abolishing 





TURF CUTINGS. 
To THe EpITorR or “ Fon,” 


S1rR,—It’s just the way of the world, /Aat it is, Not a word of con- 
gratulation, not the smallest tangible acknowledgment of my sagacity 
(not so much as a diamond-ring), not even a line expressing gratitude 
from anyone who followed my Portland Plate Tip, and won countlessly ! 
Whereas, had it been as much ofa failure as it was a glorious suc- 
cess, the amount of acknowledgment I should have received would 
have been something tremendous, Never mind—Wild Thyme! Wild 
Thyme! Wild Thyme! Who gave you absolute winner of the Port- 
land Plate? And see, now, if you will pay more attention to my 


Tir FOR THE BRIGHTON Cop, 


THE Prophet feels inclined a bit to quarrel with the Fates, 

He scarcely knows the horses, and he doesn’t know the weights, 
But still he’s equal to 
A dozen people who 

Are nothing but impostors and a set of addlepates, 


He thinks to put on Barnacles might be a wise ‘‘ proceed,” 
He thinks that Whipper-in is also very good indeed, 

He has a weakness for 

The Eastern Emperor 
And rather thinks that destiny intends him to succeed. 


So take the tip my masters, and my mistresses as well 
(You bet just like your betters, if we credit what they tell), 
I think, Sir (or ‘‘ my dear”), 
That you'll find the winner here, 
If not, he’s with the others, which will rather be a sell, 


Goodwood has been anything but “‘ glorious” this year. What with 
the Stakes failing for the want of entries, and the substituted Plate very 
nearly suffering the same fate the unlimited successof my tips was the only 
thing that rescued the meeting from utter mediocrity and shame. What 
the racing community would be without the countenance and assistance 
of Trophonius, I don’t know. I know, however, that [’m not going to 
write another word this hot weather until I’ve had a shower-bath and a 
clean drink, that will last me till next week, till then, I am, yours, &c., 

TROPHONIUS, 








O.K.-ble-it ! 


“©O,K.” with Americans means “all correct "— 
And the term’s used by ws of the British persuasion— 
And ‘*O K ’s” used by Mason and Co., we expect, 











its peers. This would seem to imply that the Portugeese are geese only 3ecause folks of all views are so careful to use 
in name ! **O.K.” Sauce and Relish on every ‘‘O. K.”-sion. 
i< sy ; lor does nol 1 prsely i a y yeturn ~~ fa (or nirioutions. lm rt ise é they ia 4 velturned unmiess 
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VERY PROPER PRIDE. 

Mr. Fuggins,—“ LOOK '#RE, MR, PHOTYGRAPHER, ’OW MUCH D’'YER WANT TO TAKE ME, AND THE MISSIS, AND THE KIDS 
ALTOGETHER?” " 

| Photoerapher.—* Wait, I CouLD TAKE A CARTE OF YOU FOR FIVE SHILLINGS, 

Mr. Fuggins.—“ CART BE RBLOWED! STICK US IN A WAGGINETTE!” 


SONGS OF THE WATERING-PLACHS. 











I And there I'll stay And brighten thus | 
i] Till call'd away, On phosphorus, Is sure to greet 
: } At breezy, pleasey Yarmouth. At breezy, pleasey Yarmouth. | A fellow down at Yarmouth, 
‘THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD,""—Vide Press, P | & 

) ‘ror VAMES’ IEaaeaaoum, | 
| FOR | 
“Gives a mirror-like | 
| 


My pen I’ll drop and hie me hence, 
Past oat-y Thames’s far mouth, 
To what, with little double sense, 
One may call voe-y Yarmouth. 
Yes, I'll go down to Yarmouth, 
To fresh, though fishy, Yarmouth— 
Not very far, 
By G. E. R., 


Is breezy, pleasey Yarmouth, 


I've always been, I beg to state, 
For single joys a voter ; 
Then, may I not luxuriate 
On Yarmouth’s fleshy bloater ? 
Yes, I'll go down to Yarmouth, 
To fresh, though fishy Yarmouth, 


No. III.—YARMOUTH. 


It may be true that Yarmouth fame 
With grand dawns is not mated, 
But, then, how grandly is its name 
With prawns associated. 
Yes, I'll go down to Yarmouth, 
To brawny prawny Yarmouth, 
In London here, 
They’re far too dear— 
Of course, they’re cheap at Yarmouth, 


What more could brain-worn man desire 
Than such a diet pleasant ? 
Cerebrum re-instinct with fire 
By victuals phosphorescent ! 
Yes, I'll go down to Yarmouth, 
To fresh, though fishy Yarmouth, 


Then, too, the place has old renown 
For streets by change untainted, 
For being quite a quaint old town 
With which to be acquainted. 
Yes, I’ll go down to Yarmouth, 
To fresh, though fishy Yarmouth, 
Many a wary 
Antiquary 
Takes delight in Yarmouth. 


Then, there’s the beach where little Paul— 
No, Copperfield—was staying ; 
And did not, at the wild waves’ call, 
Ask what ’twas they were saying ! 
Yes, I’ll go down to Yarmouth, 
To mem'ry-haunted Yarmouth— 
Some vision sweet 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

_—~ HE GraND.—There is not much 
— that is absolutely newin Mr. Frank 
Harvey's latest play, 4 Aing of 
/ron, the first performance of which 
(in London) took place here last 
week, but this defect is balanced 
by a goodly supply of much that 
is old! Asa piece of workman- 
ship it has i's merits, and shows 
Mr. Harvey’s constructive skill in 
a progressive light—being the 
neatest and most satisfactory of 
the series of domestic dramas he 
has given us periodically for some 
time past; he has a sharp eye 
for ** situation,” anda good stage- 
xnowledge which he bas used with 

yme expertness. 








I; appears, from the story Mr, 
Ifarvey has to tell us, that Mary, 
the Schoolmistress of an Austra- 


lian ‘clearing,’ hearing that one 

‘*(;entleman Jack” is down with 

f-ver and deserted by everyone 

Pik Gras Due Une M (nobly leaving her school to its 
A VICTIM E-CANB-BER\ own devices), flies to the rescue 

and nurses him through it. This 

iccomplished, she prepares to resume her scholastic duties, but the 


parents of her scholars, naturally preferring a teacher not given to inter- 
mittent hospital nursing, refuse to send their children to school. Mary 
seems surprised at this (!), but, being a woman of resource, explains the 
ituation to Gent] man Jack, and so works upon his feelings that he 
marries her, Such aunion could not result happily—and it doesn’t ; 
goided to madness by th: per istent advice and airs of superiority of the 
woman whom he has rescued from starvation and disgrace, and who can 
herefore afford to be philosophic.l, he runs away and leaves her, and 
public opision isso thoroughly with bim in this matter that the other eight 
liygers of the c'earing take a parting glass with him before carrying the 
news tohiswife. Ile has just discovered himself the successor toa baro- 
oetcy, and makes for England witha prospect of peace and happiness, far 
from the designing woman wh» has entrapped him. There is only one 
thing to cloud his joy. He has, in ea ly youth, and conveniently for 


lramatic purposes, committe] forgery, ‘Sin an assumed name ’ (as he 


ells us), it being the well kn wa practice of forgers to forge their own 
names only, and he is occasionally haunted by the dread of discovery. 
A‘ hIVING in Fogland, Gentleman Jack, now Sir John, is guilty of a 
weakness—but the easy manner in which he fe!l a victim to Mary’s 
wi'es shows him to have been inherently weak. Relying, no doubt, 
upon the oft-repeated declaration of romantic heroines that ‘fa marriage 
without love is no marriage,” he regards his union with Mary as such 
ind prepares to unite himself with another. But the relentless Mary 
has followed him to England, and threatens to dash the cup of happiness 
from his lips. Sir John naturally regards as mad a woman who insists 
ipon passing her life with a man she dislikes and who dislikes her, and 
nost properly resolves to place her ina mad-house. With thoughtful 
cindness, and in order to do this with the least amount of physical and 
mental pain to her, he administers a dose of chloroform ; but, in his 
tenderness of heart, he seems to regard this as taking almost too great 
a liberty,for, 
oner 
has he ad 
ministered 
the chloro 
form than he 
adopts the - 


usual means 
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who is there disguised as a Nurse, and finally escapes by means of 
chicanery—or she-cane-ery—with the assistance of a meddling doctor, 
his sister (who, by her own showing, is not much better than she should 
be), and a violent-mannered Yorkshire washerwoman with an American 
accent. Of course she interrupts the wedding, and the meddling doctor 
having ferreted out that mom de plume forgery, poor Sir John is hurried 
into captivity by two bashful gentlemen who look properly ashamed 
of themselves. I suppose, after this, poor Sir John dies in captivity or 
something, and Mary marries the meddling doctor (and serve him right !), 
hut I'm not certain because I didn’t wait for Mr. Harvey to tell me 


any more, 





Miss L. BALDWIN looks handsome, and shows intelligence and 
experience as the artful Mary, but she sometimes raises and strains her 
voice, which is not a favourable one to begin with, till one's back- bone 
creaks again. Mr. J. Carter Edwards isa monotonous-speaking, but 
otherwise excellent representative of Sir John, And Mr. Harvey plays 
the doctor with the necessary hearty bluffoess. There is some good 
acting among the other members of the company (which doesn’t seem to 
change much), Misses Eyre Robson, Polly Hunter, and Jane Coveney ; 
and Messrs. Benson, Kingsley, and Edmonstone Shirra leading the way. 
There is a good deal of As H7i/e in the story by-the-way, 





Turk OLtympic (morning ).—In order to see Mr. Howell-Poole’s| 
Throuch the Furnace the other afternoon, it was necessary to go| 
‘through the profession,” or a goodly portion of it, collected in the 
vestibule; then you had to sit as still as you could and endure those 
familiar smells from under the stage, that seemed more rampant than| 
ever—probably on account of the heat, But Mr. Howell-Poole’s play, 
though faulty enough in some respects, was worth listening to, for its| 
bright, fresh dialogue, and some striking situations; with a little) 
judicious ** knocking about” it should serve somebody’s turn well, 





Bur the detective was rather a ‘‘corker’’! This character, both on 
the stage and in novels, is generally gifted with preternatural astuteness 
(when he isn’t abnormally stupid) but it has been left to Mr. Howell 
Poole to raise him to heights hitherto undreamed of, and to give us a 
being who is doctor, detective, coroner, magistrate, and judge all in 
one; no wonder Mr. C, Fawcett (or should it be police l'awce-tt ?) 





enjoyed himself! Then there was a furious bride-bridegroom struggle 
(evidently adapted from the French) ; a lady who looked towards the| 
stalls and dress-circle and said she saw *‘ dancing stars” (I looked round | 
and saw several ** ballet ladies” blushing powdery blushes at being called 
stars”), and several bits of breaking scenery. 

Mr. Howert-Pooie played his own hero carefully, and the Vivia 
of Miss Alice Raynor was characterised by all the command of pathos 
and resource she had taught us to expect ; they both overdid it vocally, 
though, sometimes. Mr. Phillip Beck, who is ‘‘ quite a stranger,” gave 
us, with evident satisfaction, another of those villains of his, Miss 
Ada Murray appeared as a wicked Countess, Mr. Fuller Mellish as the 
‘rightful heir,” and Miss Houliston as Lady Norah Chetwynd, with 
succes, Miss Pattie Bell also did good service in a small part. 


Nonps AND WinKs,—Mr, Wilson Barrett has sent out a strong Si/ver 
A’itng company, which opened with success at The Grand Theatre in 
Douglas, Isle of Man, last week, under the pilotage of Mr. G, M. 
Polini, Success to them, *it’S il-ver-King on an empty” purse, but 
there’s not much fear of that. NESTOR, 





Very Pad Form. 
uy ately lished some political information which it confessed 
Irish Member had taken fr a blotting pad in the House of Commons. ] 
OH, Irish friend, oh, Irish friend, why did you thus behave ? 
Each Briton, Pat, and Taffy, and each Caledonian laddie, 
Must look upon such dodges with an aspect very grave,— 
Such blotting-pad-ding business is a blot upon a Pad-dy! 














Pater-nal! 

. (Mr. Walter : iter ae published a work entitled, '' Marius, the Epicurean; His 

Or this new book of Pater’s 

No spinsters will be ‘‘slaters,” 

For they'll say, *‘ This book should surely unto Hymen's altar carry us— | 
And we, for wedlock waiters, | 
Will say unto our Paters, 

* Wherefore later wait, oh Pater? Let our sweethearts Mari-us.’” 
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J 
is “ALL A-BLOWING!” 


Lo! ** Rude Boreas, blust’ring railer ” So wildly is the wind behaving, 

‘la (As the wind by bards is called), That upon the jetty now 

OS Here attacketh many a quailer, HIats are tlying—tresses waving— 

ys At its boisterous force appalled. And strong men like saplings bew. 

ve Promenaders on the jetty Boreas, fair frills displacing, 

Ss Clutch their hats and bend like trees ; Showeth ankles trim and neat ; 

ne Nymphs as fair as those by Etty, In short, the breeze so bold and bracing, 
th Struggle vainly ’gainst the breeze. Nearly lifts folks oft their feet. 











er THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. gallery much occupied in buttoring their gloves—much better occupied 
at home. Scotch Education Bill introduced, Tory sprat to catch 
Tweed mackerel, 

Tuesday, —Lord Wemyss anxious for friendly tribesin Soudan, Salis 





. Lorps, Friday, 31st July.—Princess Beatrice’s husband attends, and 
it wears to obey his mother-in-law. Lord Wemyss, foreseeing the 
" Decline and Fall of the British Empire, places on record his solemn ; ' 
warning. The unborn Gibbon doubtless will describe him as the bury re-assures him. Anxiety quite unnecessary, there are no friendlies 
‘“ EIcho Shield.” Lord Milltown brings up Medical Relief Bill for third now. England's frie ndship, once the pride of weaker races, 1s now too 
time of asking, much to disgust of ‘‘ Granny,” who holds up hands at costly aluxury. Asin Africa, so in the Soudan, one half of friendlies being 








5) + + . ’ . . . . 
ihe “*imperence of that forwzrd imp.” abandoned to death and disaster, remainder don't think the distinction 
| ‘ . ’ . . ,* , ° + > so ie 

Commons.—Prince Henry of Battenberg Naturalisation Bill brought | worth the risk. . —_ —_ 
Commons.—Land Purchase Bill. Thin end of Land Nationalisation 


down from Lords and passed, though one or two members pertinently ask . . 
if itis to be antecedent to H.S.H.’s appointment to some military position, | Wedge. Some day, pr rhaps, legislators will remember existence of sucha 
| Sir Richard Cross very cross ; but with Prince Edward of Saxe-Weimar class as English Tenant Farmers, but why trouble itself for a class that 
in command of the Brigade of Guards, Count A. E. Gleichen a coming Pays 1'S rent, respects the rights of others, and holds human life sacred ? 
| colonel in them, Prince Leinengen, Count Gleichen, and Prince Louis Wednesday. — beginning of the end. Expiry Laws Continuance [ill 
of Battenberg admirals and big bosses in the Navy, John Bull is not read in Lords, Lord Denman makes one gallant but futile Jast charge 
unnaturally anxious to know where he would be in the event ofarow in favour of ladies of England, May his lordship add many more 











with the Kaiser, Perhaps, however, the interesting young man wil] Summers to his eighty, and some day conquer in the battle he is so 
‘ only havea palace and the mere rangership of a park, with theright toturn | bravely fighting. ' , 
English taxpayers out of it, 2 Za Prince Christian and the Duke of Teck. a ommons.— Latest Egyptian | Mummy, our policy once more under i 
_ St. Lubbock’s Day.—Lords make this a River Bank Holiday, and dissection. Irish members inquisitive regarding Errington’s mission to i 
discuss the Thames Bill at length. Lord Mount-Temple moves the boat Rome—Sir Pat O'Brien up. AM/auvats guart dv heure for Nationalist, it 
| that boat-houses—stay, FuN’s getting mixed—moves the House that Thursday.—Affecting episode in Lords. Bramwell reads letter from 
| house-boats shall not be allowed to remain at anchor more than forty- a friend attlicted with a riverside residence. Prospect of eternal house: | 
tight hours in front of riparian residences. Lord Bramwell moves t boat being the only prospect from his French windows. Too much for 
Keep them ‘* moving on,” like ‘* poor Jo,” for ever; but floating habi him, The very willow on his lawn is weeping. Third reading of Thames | 
tations eventually granted forty-eight hours’ grace. Bill corsequently adjourned till Monday. ea 
Commons.—Mr., A, J. Balfour instructs the House in the mysteri: Commons.—Kajah Randolph on the rampage. The great Indian | 
' Making gas. Best gas factory FUN knows is the House itself. pickle. Calls in *‘ Alliteration’s artful aid,” and overwhelms Kipon 
}-"iminal Law Amendment Bill passes thi h Committee. Ladies in and Tennyson with ‘* Lulled by the langour of the land of the lotus.” 
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COMPLETE TOURIST.—II. THE CONSIDERATE PARTY, 
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We are passionately fond of him! When we first came across him he was Next time We met, it was on a steamer. He was crushing 1 ostrate sleepcis 

waving adieu to a friend, and hacking with his stick, so held as to poke out any beneath his iron heel on the way to his bunk, * 

eyes which appeared to be in the way. tg 
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wil t two a mmences the recreation of playing at ‘ pu.ting the stone’ 
me Als portmanteau, with interludes of dragging the chest of diawers a} ut 


he 


‘. ae mart ing he had a grievance, poor fellow! “ Look here!" he said ; ‘‘the 
anciord says all the hundred and fifty visitors in the hotel have refused to pay 
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SOMETHING LIKE (C)/ANOE-SAUCE! 
She (rapturously).—* OH, I SHOULD SO LIKE TO CANOE OVER THE CHANNEL! WHAT A GLORIOUS APPETITE IT WOULD GIVE ONE,” 
Fe ( practically), —** Y8S; BUT BEFORE YOU PROCEEDED FAR ACROSS THE CHANNEL YOU WOULD MEET WITH SOMRB ‘ CHOPS’ THAT 


WOULD TAKE YOUR APPETITE AWAY,” 
[Az this she threatenea to hate him evermore ; but she didn't, for they soon started canoe-dling. 











“HOLIDAY ARRANGEMENTS.” 


Thus, sixpence a-head you may note] ¢;' Of sweepings, and grindings of bone 


IN order to benefit those 
And of stone 





Who propose For the boat 
Indulging in holiday trips That takes you aboard of the ship ;} They’ve ordered a number of tons, 
In search of enjoyment and sun, And sixpence again as you land The which, intermingled with chaff, 
Mr. FuN On the strand Half-and-half, 
Has collected the following tips : When you get to the goal of the trip, Will nourish the tripper as buns, 
By these you can see at a glance, Then, say that the steamer can ride Some thousands of gallons of beer 
In advance, On the tide, That was queer 
The plans for the holidays which And sidle sufficiently near, And offered to merchants in vain 
Are made for the party who roves There’s threepence to pay on return, They'll sell to the traveller curst 
By the coves You will learn, With a thirst— 
Who have the arranging of sich, For getting aboard from the pier, And it’s likely to give him a pain, 
On the Shuntham and Shatterkam line, Returning, the steamer’s too late, These tips are authentic ; and more, 
With design They will state, By the score, 
Of easing the holiday strains To carry you over the bar; _— We have in our mind: but enough’s 
And meeting the rush, they intend But still you can charter a skiff Been said in the case, for we fin 
To suspend In a giff, We are kind- 
As the distance is not very far. Ly bestowing gratuitous puffs ! 


Some ninety per cent. of the trains, 
At the price that the 

















But the 5 sag _ = will be, ‘cndanta 8 ete 
9 . 
Without any possible stint, Y on eae 
As several tons of ’em more pr F ie Ny 
Than of yore ; 
They have had the discretion to print, ~ i at alludes 
For such as delight in a trip And replies 
In a ship, He has nothing to do 
The paddle-boat ** Halfpenny Roll,” with the ‘‘ fare.” 
(Magnificent craft with saloons, =e 
And spittoons, bie py on. 
And funnels, and bunkers for coal ; The dlile ’ | 
‘* Whose man-at-the-wheel is retained Of eminent catering 
For unstrained folks, 
And supreme conversational skill,’’) Have thought of the 
Will sail for St. Slop on the Slime ; tripper, the feeds — ” een cine ” 
And the time That he needs, CRITICS are cruelly premature in predicting 
May be seen by consulting the bill, And heeded his liquor and smokes. that Mrs, Langtry and Miss Fortescue will a/. 
on : d hi special consign- ways be second-rate actresses, The ladies are 
” ae changer oa stadia iat "hae at me oh . ites both young yet. Even critics ae and 
But they st ly omit to declare Which shippers had rashly condemned artistic) sometimes develop signs of tip-top in- 
The slenktdind van vey (Fcr thrift is our worthiest guide ; telligence—as they grow elderly. 
On the way And the tide : se - 
i Of extravagance ought to be stemmed). | GENERALLY ON THE * Boarps,”—Carpets, 


Not covered at all by the “‘ fare.” 
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A SEA-SIDE STORY. 
P As, last year, I 
idly strolled 
By the sea ; 

Where the wave- 
lets shorewards 

rolled, 
Gay and free, 
I happened to 

behold 
A face of fault- 

less mould, 

And Love’s 
dream did it 

unfold 

Unto me; 
While that face’s 
} \ owner wan- 
dered onin 
glee ! 


jy I bad gone for 
change of air, 
And for rest; 
And I watched 
the children 
there 
Who with 
zest, 
Were paddling 
everywhere, 
With their little 
legs all bare, 





When I saw that vision fair 
Trimly drest— 
And repose no longer lingered in my breast, 


I had started, fancy-free, 
To that part ;— 

And, till we met by Fate’s decree, 
I'd a heart ; 

But so fairy-like was she 

(As you'll by her portrait see), 

That transfixed I seemed to be 
By the dart 

That Cupid finds so useful in his art ! 


Yes; my heart had gone away, 
Fun, old friend ;— 
And Hope, the slightest ray 
Wouldn’t send ; 
But later on, one day, 
We together chanced to stray, 
Zhen my state, I beg to say, 
’Gan to mend ;— 
And ¢/is year we're here our honeymoon to spend, 








Seat-eris Paribus! 


[A daily paper says that Mr. (Gladstone, soing into the House the other night 


sat on a back seat. ] 


THs statement wonld seem on reflection, 
A reference to Giadstone’s defeat, 

But, you'll find at the General Election, 
That G will not ** take a back seat,” 





Going a-Head., 
[A weckly review says that the Liberals must learn to keep their heads } 
THAT Liberals should keep their heads is true, 
Lest haply they have cause anon to weep, 


But, judging from some folks of Tory hue, 
Conservatives have got no heads to keep, 





‘“‘ BEHIND the Footlights, or the Stage as I knew it,” by W. C. Day 
is full of humorously written sketches of theatrical folk and their erratic 
doings. The story called ‘Shakespeare's Last Play” (referring toa 
dug-up drama entitled Zie Double Falsehood), will startle many 
a of prea co. we warrant us. The booklet contains 
some clever and comic illustrations by Mr. G, B, Le 
gifted novelist of that name, 7 an orm 


KNICKNAOKS. 


: ; oe 
Tue so-called ‘extraordinary scene” which took place on boar 
steamboat following that time-honoured boat race, ‘* Doggett’s Coat and 


Badge,” is by no means unusual on the 
lower Thames. A multitude of greasy 
and gaol-cropped vagabonds abound on 
board many of the steamers following 
such races; rascals who are looking 
out for every chance of picking a 
quarrel with the ultimate purpose of 
theft. The lowest courts in Drury 
Lane are infinitely safer places to 
frequent than the decks of some of 
these boats. Men who value their 
money and their skins would do well 
to carry heavy revolvers with them 
when venturing among such gangs of 
thieves and sharpers; or, better still, 
avoid such gatherings of scum alto- 
gether. 





Wuen ‘The International Club 
Fracas Case” came on for trial, 
Mr. Poland, the prosecuting counsel, 


rightly wished matters to be patched 
up all round, and wisely remarked that ‘Sunder any circum- 


stances such an inquiry could have but one termination.” Meaning 
politely, that verdicts of ‘*arcades ambo” would have been returned. 
A great deal of public time and public and private money have been 
wasted over investigating a riot, which hardly exceeded the limits of 
pot-house rows that unfortunately are taking place perpetually through- 
out the kingdom, 





Ir is hinted that the relations of the King of Bavaria have come to 
the conclusion that the mighty monarch is not quite in his right mind, 
and that it would be beneficial to place him under some little restraint. 
What a horrible idea ! 





Tue King of Bavaria is mo¢ mad; merelyeccentric. He only sternly 
refuses to permit any woman near his presence; persists in mistaking 
the ends of wax candles for sugar-sticks ; spends thousands of pounds 
on private performances at his Court theatre, which are witnessed by 
nobody but himself and prying detectives, and builds innumerable 
palaces that nobody lives in. It is an insult to human nature for rela- 
tions and doctors to call trivial peculiarities like these signs of insanity. 








We should like to see a British practitioner give a certificate for such a 
patient’s removal toan asylum, Wouldn't he have an action for libel 
brought against him promptly. We live in a free country, where people 
who like to eat poisonous toad-stools, under the impression that they 
are custard puddings, must be allowed to do so. 


Ir is unkind of His Holiness the Pope to speak of our great little 
statesman, Randolph Churchill, as Bardolph Corkhill. Randy Pandy 
could hardly bottle his indignation on hearing that Leo had done so, 
and said angrily, ‘‘I suppose Leo XIII, means to insinuate that I am 
intimate with ‘bungs’ and ‘tell-bungs.’ All I know is that relative of 
the Pope’s (a grandson, I think), who used to mix American drinks at the 
Criterion, and subsequently started a place of his own at the top of the 
Haymarket, always said I was a very steady, sober, truthful, young 
man, Wait till I get the two together, that’s all!” 


_PRinck LuDWIG FERDINAND of Bavaria, is now engaged in hos- 
pital practice. He is rather a self-abnegating youth, and intends 
devoting his noble life to attending destitute German princes who 
become sick. His work will be hard—very hard, 





RANDY PANDY is turning out the hot potato of the Conservative 
party, yet though he scalds Salisbury’s fingers, the Premier is frightened 
to drop him ; lest some thicker skinned boys pick him up. 


Tue Sublime Porte has ordered heavy guns to the tune of £600,000, 
from Messrs, Krupp. These large cannons are for the defence of the 
Dardanelles. Will they be fired against us, or at our enemy when the 
Anglo-Russian war takes place? Nobody knows! Bismarck whose 
opinion has been asked, said, ‘‘ It is impozzible to gif an opinion on ze 
zubject of zis provitable leedtle jobs vor Krupp. Whatdever ways zings 
goes, / mak it goot for ze Germans.” 


“‘(JUITE a mistaken idea that the sensitiveness of a woman’s brains 


| Causes neuralgia,” says a doctor; ‘‘it’s false hair and too many hair- 


pins.” What a lot some of these medical men know, to be sure! 
Wherever do they get their experience ? 
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DOWN BY THE SEA. 

















Bracu “ Nuts,” 
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Randy, the Recreant. 


Oh ! poor little Randy, once petted and praice1 
By all the Conservative folks, 
’Twould seem that your once loving friends aie amazed, 
And are sadly upset at your jokes. 
Your treatment of Liverpool makes them irate, 
And your servant, poor Solly, feels sick ; 
For you, who went up like a rocket of late, 
Have suddenly dropped like a stick ! 


The Standard is now your most rabid of foes, 
And the 77zmes, your wild sway to destroy, 
Declares that your tricks and your gambols are those 
Of an ‘‘ impudent, overgrown boy !” 
And other Conservative journals of weight, 
All haste in your coat holes to pick ; 
Yea, you, who went up like a rocket, of late, 
Have quickly come down like the stick ! 


When you were made Sec. of our Indian clime, 
The Tory sheets shouted with glee, 

And vowed you would soon be a statesman sublime, 
But mow—what a change do we see ! 

The Tory affection is transformed to hate, 
For you play them so many a trick ; 

Poor Randy! you soared like a rocket, of late, 
And now you've come down like the stick ! 





_ Very few single eye-glasses are now used in the House of Commons. 
Guld-rimmed spectacles being in vogue. They don’t quite look so 
jaunty, but they cover a multitude of after-dinner sins. 





A S#a ‘‘ Trip.” 
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| satisfactory souvenir.—‘‘ Two Loves in One Life” (London Literary 








SRA-WKED AND Haenkmit-Crar, 











NEW LEAVES. 


*€ SOUVENIR of the Lakes of Killarney and Glengariff” (Thos. Nelson 
and Sons). Those whose misfortune it is never to have been in Ireland 
naturally rank among those who wish to go, Until they do so, this 
delightful little book, with its twenty-four highly elaborated chromo 
views and excellent description of the principal points of interest to be 
seen in a six days’ tour, will form a very good substitute, Those who 
have been there could scarcely have a more elegant and in all respects 


Society), This book possesses many passages of great power, many 
touches of true tenderness, and considerable skill in construction 
and characterisation, It is no mean compliment to say that 
more polished and more perfect performances may be anticipated from 
the author of so promising a work,—‘“ Lifes Changes,” by W. M, 
(London Literary Society). Our desire to say something sufficient in 
praise of the most smiling scenes in ‘‘ Life’s Changes’ is changed by an 
inclination to smile at some of its most serious parts. Nevertheless, 
students of life may find plenty of ‘‘change” here.—‘‘ Zig-zag”’; a 
Quiet Story, by Gertrude M. Ireland Blackburne (London Literary 
Society). The title may be zig-zag, but it is a very straightforward 
story. It displays great insight into character, analysis of mental 
motive, and power of portrayal. It is a work that leaves a vivid im- 
pression of the writer’s ability, and is a forecast of greater things to 
come, 

In the Znglish [illustrated of this month is completed ‘* The Pil- 
grimage of the Thames,” delightfully written by A. Hastings-White, 
a young gentleman whose abilities have hitherto been in advance of 
his opportunities. It is deliciously illustrated by Lucien Davis, whose 
talents are as conspicuous as the author’s, We are justified in ex- 
pecting that the future opportunities of both will be as great as their 
abilities, 
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“DRINK, BOBBY, DRINK!” 
Polite Bobby.—** WANT ANY ASSISTANCE, SIR?” 


FRESHMENT, CAN Y’TELL USH?” 





Festive Party.—'YasH! WANA KNOW WHERE CAN GET SHUM RE- 
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| In Deep Waters. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


At this holiday-season when some, if not most, 
Of us seek recreation awhile on the coast, 

It comes easy to mix 

Seaside habits and tricks 

With politics, 


As reckless a youngster as ever was Seen, 
Lord Randolph seems driving a bathing: machine, 
And, regardless of shout, 
He is taking it out 
Too deep, no doubt. 


Though the bathers inside, hardly able to swim, — 
View the waves with dismay and are howling at him, 
Let them curse and confound, 
They must struggle to ground ; 
Or else be drowned, 


And therefore ’tis scarcely surprising that they 
Who perceive it should wonder a bit, by-the-way, 
If the Government be 
Safe in any degree, 
Or quite at sea. 








Jam-ais! 
(The Figaro, which is usually more Tory than otherwise, asks, ‘‘ Is 
the Conservative party worth preserving ?”) 
‘*Is the Tory party worth preserving ? ’ 
This suggests it is a sham— 
And yet its quarrels so unnerving, 
Already are to some ** real jam |” 





AT Ramsgate this week is our Howard Paul. He will 
make you laugh even as he did the Prince when he came 
back from Ireland. Howard Paul, what with Miss Laura 
Clement, Messrs. Gerard Coventry, and Arthur Walcot, gives 
an excellentshow. Next week he will be at Eastbourne, after 
that at Southsea and Bournemouth, You should go and hear 
the Door-knocker Duet with Laura Clement, It is good— 
very good, 








A MAN OF LETreRsS.—The Postmaster-General. 





—_——- —~ 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL PREPARES FOR THE 
TWELFTH. 
CikCUMSTANCES, Sir, over which I have no control, render it im- 
possible for me to spend the ** Glorious 12th” in Scotland this year, 
** But,” as the poet says— 


** Shall I, wasting in despair, 
Die because I am not there? 





Certainly not, Sir, and, as a matter of fact, I have for some days past, 
with the aid of a ‘‘playwrighting” friend, been busily engaged in 
“adapting” my mind to my circumstances, 

As you know, Sir, my imagination usually goes a long way; and I 
flatter myself that my arrangements for *‘ the Twelfth” leave little to be 
desired, I say ‘‘ little” to be desired advisedly, for the use of that term 
surely implies I do not desire ** Moor,” 

Here, then, is my programme for the day. As day breaks on the 
morning of the festival of St. Grouse, I shall be roused from my 
slumber by our maid-of-all-work betimes, who, thanks to my careful 
‘* waking,” will rat-tat at my door 3 /a ‘John Knocks” and call on me 
to rise in a broad Gaelic accent. 

I shall thereupon raise my head from my pillow, beneath which there 
will be several of Mr. William Black's Scotchiest novels, and throwing 
myself into my suit of home-spun tweeds, and, donning my Glengarry, 
I shall proceed to take down my Shakespeare and read through Othello 
before I eat or drink. 

By this means, Sir, / sha/l have gone over my Moor before breakfast! 

Believing, as I do, in the influence of small accessories on imagina- 
tion, I shall substitute a bag-"‘pipe” for my ordinary matutinal 
c garette, and set out for Leadenhall Market betimes. The * Mountain 
Dew” which it is usual for the sportsman to brush from the heather on 
such occasions, I shall be careful to lay in beforehand in a gallon jar; 
whilst I mean to make up for the absence of the * Flower of Scotch 
Gillies,” by the presence of a whole bunch of “Gillie Flowers,” 

I shall be accompanied to Leadenhall Market by the * beaters” I 
have hired (to be frank with you, Sir, they are “ 





carpet-beaters,” but 





they have assured me they are ready to beat anything—from their wives 
upwards), and I hope to return home with a well-filled ‘‘ bag” whilst 
the day is yet young, 

By these means I hope to bein a position to be able to decide whether 
the birds are ‘‘strong on the wing,” or «mder the wing—either, for that 
matter—in time to send off a dispatch to the Fie/d by the evening post. 


In case I grow very excited at the result of my day’s sport, I shall 
assume the uniform of a London Scottish Volunteer, lent me by a friend 
in that corfs, and take big” pinches of snuft from a ‘‘ mull,” as the day 
declines, 

Should I still feel an insatiable desire for more sport after dinner, I 
shall go in for a ‘‘ grouse drive,” N.B.—My fare by Tram and ’Bus 
to Leadenhall Market and back is only tenpence! OrI can ‘‘ drive” 
for the grouse in a hansom for half-a-crown ! 

I have not the slightest doubt that by the time night falls on the 
** glorious Twelfth,” I shall be feeling intensely sportive and supremely 
Scotch ! 

And it will not be my fault, Sir, if the Lord Advocate and Professor 
Blackie do not come to supper, 


I forgot to tell you that the billiard-marker is coming round to me 
from the Kingsland Arms in the morning. Seeing what his normal 
duties are, I think he ought to make an excellent ‘game ”-keeper. 

If I date my letters to you on and after the 12th from my ‘ Shooting 
sox on the Highlands,” it will imply that I have taken my gun-case up 
to the top attic and am using it as a writing-desk, 

I am reminded that the French poet sings— 


‘‘ Nous revenons toujours, 
Aux premiers ‘‘ moors” ! 


But the French poet does not sing the truth, Sir. How can we, for 
instance, return to our ‘first moors,” or our last ones either, if we 
cannot raise the money even to pay for a ticket to Perth ? 

One more question, and I have done, Sir. Tell me, then, Sir, if 
you do not think that it would be only natural to describe a brilliant 
Scotch view as a ** Black” prospect ? 
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THE TITLE SEASON. 



































IN THE SEA OF HONOURS. 
SIR JAMES LINTON, THE New WATER-COLOUR KNIGHT, IN THE MAGic CIRCLE OF 


TITLED *f ARTISTIC MERIT.” 


SPORT. 
BIRDS VERY PLENTIFOI THIS 
YEAR, 














THH SAILOR’S CONSTANOY. 


A SONG FOR THE SEA, 


We lads who sail the ocean 
To many climes resort, 
And have, by landsmen’s notion, 
A lass in ev'ry port ; 
But though affection tickle 
The rover of the seas, 
Oh, never call him fickle as 
The never changing breeze. 


And never cry, ‘‘ Oh, fie, mate!” or regard the thing as strange, 
It’s just a thing of climate that affections veer and change, 

And though we shift our fancy when in other lands we roam, 
We're always true to Nancy, boys, as soon as we get home, 


We cross the broad Atlantic ; 
A week or so from Cork 
We feel a passion frantic 
For someone in New York, 
Then, hey! for the Pacific, 
And Spanish maids we shape, 
And next our love’s terrific for 
A lady at the Cape. 
But never cry, ‘‘ Oh, fie, mate!” &c, 


In land’s devoid of shade, with 
The sunlight pouring down, 
We much prefer a maid with 
Complexion rather brown ; 
And when this orb terrestrial 
We sail ’neath China’s skies, 
The almond-eyed Celestials with 
Our feelings almon’-eyes. 
But never cry, ‘‘Oh, fie, mate!” &c, 


A slave in Western Indies, 
A lass in Carribee, 

An heiress in the Scinde is— 
They've each a claim on me— 

A Copt of haughty carriage 
Reserves for me a smile, 

And I’m a king by marriage of 
A South Pacific Isle ! 


But never cry ‘Oh, fie mate!” or regard the thing as strange ; 
It’s just a thing of climate that affections veer and change. 
One maiden here we fancy and another when we roam, 

But when I marry Nancy, boys, she says I'll stay at home! 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpirTor or ‘ Fun,” 


S1r,—I suppose I need scarcely mention that my Brighton Cup" Tip 
was as successful as could be expected,—that is to say, it gave the first 
horse clearly and unmistakably. What was the first verse of that tip? 
Brag, Sir, nothing but Brag ! And what was the first horse in that race? 
Brag, Sir, nothing but Brag! bless him! and here’s his jolly good 
health, and my 


TIP FOR THE PRINCESS OF WALEsS’s Cup (at Kempton Park). 


Oh! the sun may unbuckle its scorchingest rays 
To descend on the head of the feeble old man, 
And engender a thirst, which in various ways 
He attempts to subdue with the cup and the can, 
Yea, the rays may descend for a fortnight on end, 
And with never a hint or a sprinkle of rain, 
And it’s treating the Prophet, it is, like a friend, 
And, as long as he’s thirsty, he’ll never complain. 


’Twixt the clink of the ice at the side of the cup, 

And the prick of the bead o’er the palate that flows, 
The Prophet is carefully ‘‘ totting ’em up,” 

And winking and saying ‘‘ he knows what he nose,” 
Upon Kingwood it never zs safe to rely, 

But I think he could win if he chose the attempt ; 
And although Necromancer is best, in my eye, 

From a similar failing he isn’t exempt. 


But the bard on Insignia fastens a glance 
Of doubtful approval, approving in doubt ; 
And Iris, he feels, has a sort of a chance, 
And Aveline shouldn’t be wholly left out ; 
And Dulcimer, even, may gladden our eyes, 
Or handsome Reine Blanche be the queen of our days ; 
But I’m rather inclined to prepare for Surprise, 
Although, in such weather, there’s hope for St. Blaze! 


There, Sir, I don’t think you can expect more than that at the price, 
especially with the thermometer at any height ; and so, I am, 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIODS, 


P.S.—When am I to have a Aoliday? Eh? Whatchersay? 





Not a Bull-long Par. 
’'T1s really a matter that passes belief, 
That in one thing the English and French tastes copjoin ; 
We English are fond of a nice loin-of-beef, 
While the French folks are proud of their own nice ‘* Bull-loin,”’ 
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ANOTHER!’ 






PREPARED FOR THE WORST, 


Facetious Party,—“*1 say, Boy, D'YE THINK YOUR DONKEY WOULD CARRY THE TWO OF 0S?” 
Boy. — Suure@ AN’ I pO, SUR; BUT MAYBE YE WOULDN’T MIND LAVIN’ ME ALL YER MONEY AND VALUABLES, BECASE, DON T 
YOU SRE, HE MIGHT BOLT WID THE PAIR OF YEZ INTO THE SAY AND GET DROWNDED; AND SHURE THIN I’D BE ABLE TO BUY 








GROWING Clacton-on-Sea 
Sends a message to me, 

The spirit of which is not rollicky ; 
And I fancy, you know, 

Tis not where I should go, 
Were I bent upon finding the frollicky, 


But, clean Clacton- n-Sea, 

I will celebrate thee 

None the less, in my way, which is lyrical, 
Going further a-field 

For a subject to yield 
Suggestions for numbers satirical, 


SONGS OF 


No, IV,—CLACTON-ON-SEA, 


Though you don’t get on fast, 
You'll become old at last— 
Meanwhile, some folks like juvenz/ta ; 
And, ’tis possibly true, 
To prefer old to new 
In some cases may be far sillier, 


Have I said so before? 
/ prefer a cliff'd shore,— 
But, of course, that’s a taste individual ; 
I've some notions besides, 
About lounges and rides, 
But, to state them, I might, perchance, fidge- 
you-all, 








THH WATHRING-PLACHES, 


If you’re not as yet grand, 
You’ve a nice strip of sand, 
Where the youngsters may find gritty joyousness} 
For myself, I’m not young, 
And, of late, have more sung 
Of good dinners, and less of good-boy-ousness. 


But, O Clacton-on-Sea, 
Take this good wish from me: 

In the years, which are many, in store for you, 
May your shadow increase, 
May your shore bask in peace, 

And the credit you’ve won produce more for 
you, 
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e . @ maintains its 
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COCCCCCCCOCOCOSS Newagia” 


—Lancet, 


“Invaluable fn facial Neuralgia. Has 
effective in all those cases in which we 
ve prescribed it." —Afedical Press. 
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2/9,,4/6., and 11/-. Of all Chemiste. | 
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| CAUTION.—If 
| Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the 

the potnts being founded bya new process Six fre Meds | @ddition of Starch. 


C BRANDAUBR & CO.S Pat WORKS, binuincha | GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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MISCONCEPTIONS BY THE SEA. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE GAIETY.—Hope beat high 
‘neath many a snowy shirt- 
front, as an audience, sugges- 
tive of the revival of past 
glories, crowded itself into this 
house to see what the new 
management had done for it. 
Some good things were in 
store, and not a little clever- 
ness was to be shown, but there 
can be but little doubt that, if 
most of those sbirt fronts re- 
tired with glories little dimmed, 
the majority of the bosoms be- 
neath them were crushed with 
disappoint ment. 


Brother Sam is so long-drawn 
out as to become wearisome 
and so out of date, that it has 
Tue Gaiety.—Savs He's come to stor. been found necessary to add 
Don'T KNOW SO MUCH ABOUT THAT! an explanatory Lord Dun- 

dreary’s to the title—which 
hardly serves its purpose, however. Those who remember Sothern 
pere, and gentle Nelly Moore, in the piece, may take a tolerant interest 
in it, and be struck by the chip of-the-old-blockishness of Mr. Lytton 
Sothern. The plot, and the principal character of the piece, are of that 
class which may pass very we!l in a one-act farce, but when elevated to 
the dignity of comedy and three acts, become too heartlessly cynical to 
be pleasant. Something of this idea, I fancy, was in the mind of the 
individual who indulged in one gentle and furtive hiss. 





THE burlesque, even, scarcely mended matters; that, also, was too, 
too long. The fault in this case may not be d.fficult of remedy, but it 
is otherwise disappointing. The authors have gone about their work in 
a half-hearted way. Some of their ideas are very neat and very funny, 
but they seem to have been afraid, or unable to work them out with any 
spirit—that’s it, there’s a want of spirit about the whole thing. The 
**original music” is a great drawback, and cause of this. There’s 
nothing like a popular tune or two, in the choruses of which people 
inwardly join, at any rate, and a rattling dance or two, to give a ‘‘go” 
and swiog to this class of piece, No less admiration to Mr, “ Florian 
Paschal’s”’ work, nevertheless. A song for Miss Violet Cameron, in 


particular, is taking enough for anything. 


| Mr. T. Squire (the Squire), Mr. Jarvis (Moses), Miss Lesley Bell (a 


| refreshments and cigarettes between the acts of a play; these opinions 











| contrary notwithstanding. — Messrs. Jones and Barrett’s new play, 





THE burlesque is by no means without humour, however, and affords 
opportunity for two uncommonly funny performances—those of Mr. | 
Arthur Roberts and Miss Laura Linden. Mr. Arthur Roberts has had | 
many predecessors in *‘ taking off” our great tragedian, and some have been | 
more successful, but this latest imitation has a quaintness of its own, | 
there is something excruciatingly comical in Mr. Roberts’s manner of | 
taking his ‘‘reception”’ when he first comes on. Miss Linden’s portrait 
of Miss Terry is very different matter, however, probably mimicry was 
never carried to such completeness ; it is a difficult matter at first to 
settle in one’s own mind whether to yield to astonishment at the wonder- 
ful fidelity of it, or to enjoy the 


piquancy and humour of the NN 

thing ; gestures and tones and °C Os » 
mannerismsthat one hasscarcely | | we >4 
noticed in the original, but which =” ’ be) > 
one recognises immediately, are "! | - eS 
hit off with a wicked truth which veut | 


is delightful, there is a charac. 
teristic limpness in the very pet- 
ticoat of this miniature Olivia! |} 
To this impersonation, and the 
popularity and kindred efforts of 
Mr. Roberts, any vitality the 
piece may show will be due. 


Miss VIOLET CAMERON plays 
with more than her usual spiri’, 





nary ‘‘burlesque boy” — she 
hasn't forgotten her singing 
though. Nor has Miss Sylvia 
Grey (who unintentionally made 
an old-fashioned ‘‘ comic entry” by sliding on to the stage and falling 
down) forgotten that skipping-rope dance of hers—about five years 
ago I first saw it (it’s a good enough dance, you know, in its way), but 
the rope didn’t catch in her coat-tails in those days. There’s plenty more 
talent in the cast—indeed, there's not a really badly played part in it— 





iy 
Tuk Gatety a-LayIxnc pown THE 
Law(R A). | 





plump vagabond), Mr, Corry, Miss Coveney, Miss Agnes Hewitt, and 
Miss M. Rayson. But I don’t think the Gaiety 1s going to get back its 
** 500d old custom ”—I fancy its going to Brough and Edouin and Miss 


Atherton at the Novelty. 





Nops AND W1NKS.—A fulminating female has been obliging the Zheatre 
(a magazine than which, I am sure, a more enjoyable, though a little given 
to there not being enough of it. does not exist), with her opinion on taking 


being her own, she is quite entitled to hold them, and I should be the 
last person to wish to deprive her of them ; but she makes them a text 
for a cry of “selfishness,” which is not uncommon in some foolish 
quarters, against the person who dares to leave his or her seat between 
the start and finish of a three hours’ performance. This cry of “‘ selfish 

from people who find it a great hardship to lean back in their seats and 
draw back their toes for a moment, in order that some one who dis- 
believes in unnecessarily remaining in a cramped sitting posture and a 
vitiated atmosphere may seek relief for his limbs and lungs, 1s palpably 
ludicrous—not that the object of a person's leaving a seat has anything 
to do with the matter. As a matter of fact, in the vast majority of 
the London theatres, individual leaving of seats, if conducted on the 
mutual concession principle, and the good humour of good breeding, 
need incommode or distress no one, hysterical ‘‘ selfishness” to the 


Hoodman Blint, was due at the Princess's last night. Several people 
have discovered that the title is another form for Blindman’s Buff, and 
keep on afford!ng us the information ; ‘pon my word it’s really very kind, 
don’t you know.—The School of Dramatic Art has departed, R. I. . 
—Last Thursday saw the fiftieth performance of Mr. Grundy’s Sz/ver 
Shield, this capital play looks like getting the long run it merits, it has 
almost tided over the worst time of the year, and may soon expect to 
be in the smooth waters of Autumn.—Z%e Broad Arrow, by Gerald 
Holcroft (a good name for a dramatist), is the title of a drama to be 
produced at the Standard on the 7th proximo, let us hope this arrow 
will hit the mark. NESTOR. 


The Grand Old Sunbeamer. 


[Mr. Gladstone is now cruising in the Su#deas in company with Sir Thomas and 
Lady Brassey.) 
































BEHOLD, the gay face of the Grand Old Sunbcam, 
(His Grand Old Collars, pray also note,) 

All his Grand Old Features with Grand Old fun beam, 
As on the briny he goes afloat. 

Yea, the Grand Old Sunbeamer, full of glee, 

Hath removed his rays from the land to the sea, 


He is cruising about in the Norway regions 
With his host, who, though “ Brassey,” is not too bold— 
Acd the earnest wish of his loyal legions 
Is that he'll return in fine form as of old, 
And that G., as a leader, who ne’er is base, 
May again shed his rays in ‘‘ another place,” 
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Lo! here are certain ladies, 
Disporting in the sea; 
And one of them afraid is 
Her friend is *‘ bold,” for she 
Is on the steps revealing, 
A dress of French design, 
Which aims not at concealing 
The female form divine. 





SEASIDE SIRENS. 


Says the first, in accents scathing, 
‘* That costume so grotesque, 

}ou say, is meant for bathing, 
Say rather for Burlesque ! 

For brazen stage-belles, knowing, 
No other means to shine, 

Oft don such dress for showing 
The female form divine.” 


And yet, we, with our Artist, 
| Must in a sense agree— 

That ‘* Stage’ dress is ihe smarte t 
And brightest of the three ; 

For the ‘‘ Sacks ” some girls adore so, — 
(When wetted by the brine), 

Show just as much—or more so, 
The female form divine. 








THH BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST. 


‘*HERIGHO!” sighed Mrs. Blunderberry, handing the newspaper 
across to her lord and master, and knocking her egg over to smash on the 
new carpet. ‘‘Heigho! Here’s Mr. Gladstone all at sea again!” 

“* You know everything about it, don’t you?” grunted the great and 
good man. ‘* All you want is a stove-pipe and a steward to be a steam 
yacht. With your knowledge of aquatics and your inability to make 
your accounts balance, all you need is a straw hat and a horrpipe to 
become a Lord of the Admiralty.” 

‘** But, Solomon, the paper says he’s gone on a Sundcam !’ 
‘*Yah! Think that Gladstone’s an elderly fairy in shirt-collars, I 
suppose? Fancy he’s a kind of political Puck, don’t you? What put 
it in your head that it is consistent with the dignity of England’s 
greatest commoner to get astride a sunbeam, and put a girdle round the 
earth in forty minutes? Think Sir William Harcourt answers in private 
life to the name of Mustard Seed, and takes his recreation every evening 
sitting on a mushroom in the dew? What you don't know about fairies 
ain’t worth knowing. A pair of wings, a yard of muslin, and an utter 
disregard to rheumatism is all you need to qualify for Titania.” 

**Oh, that would be nice!” cried Mrs. Blunderberry clapping her 
hands, ‘Just like the poor players and their pastoral symphony in 
Coombe Wood ; and if I’m Titania, dear, you shall be that nice, good- 
natured man she was in love with—you know.” 

** No, I don't know, and I don’t want to,” growled her lord, 

**Oh, yes, Solomon—the one with the donke -’s head!” 

**Bah!” grunted Mr. Blunderberry. 

**Oh, it would be charming,” continued his better half, oblivious to 
everything else in the mental picture she had conjured up, ‘‘ Tripping, 
trippirg, tripping—like they do on the stage.” 

*‘Ugh! You'd be a nice one to take for a trip,” interrupted her 


seach } 
husband, 








‘Oh, how dear and good of you, Solomon,” cried the wife of his 
bosom, as she trotted round to kiss the top of his head. ‘‘ How very, 
very kind of you. I never dared mention a word about going away this 
summer, because you said that money—or people—or things—I think it 
was the people—in the City were so tight. Where shall we go? There’s 
Switzerland and Herne Bay, and there’s the loveliest travelling costume 
in Sarsnet’s window, I was looking at it yesterday, and I only want———’’ 

‘* Will you howjertongue!’’ shouted Mr. Blunderberry, who had 
fallen back in his chair in speechless astonishment at this unusual out- 
burst of eloquence. ‘* What’s the woman talking about! Think you're 
a barrel organ bound to grind out the same old tune fora twelvemonth? 
As for your train of ideas——” 

‘‘What train, dear?” interrupted Mrs. Blunderberry. ‘* Never mind, 
I'll be ready in time, only tell me where it starts from.” 

*¢ The train to which I referred, Mrs. B ,” said her husband, oracularly, 
“starts from nowhere, and afier expending a great deal of steam ip 
puffing, and panting, and shrieking, arrives nowhere.” 

**Lor!’’ said Mrs. Blunderberry. 

‘* Yes, Mrs. B.,” continued her lord and master waxing wrath, ‘‘ and 
that train and you, ma’am, are in the same boat.” 

‘*T’d just as soon go by boat Solomon, if you prefer it, and—and—are 
quite sure it won't be rough.” 

‘Rough! You don’t like it rough—eh? Prefer to have things 
smooth! Smooth? Why, hang me, ma’am, six promises, two pledges, 
and a denial are all you need to make you smooth enough to be a 
Member of Parliament seeking re-election. Smooth? Why, if you 
were only kept in a refrigerator, people might skate on you.” 

And Mr. Blunderberry upset the flower vase on the breakfast table 
by pulling out the best rosebud for his buttothole, and ambled down the 
gardenpath with the conscious air of a man who had nobly done his 








duty. 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


Our sympathies are with that infuriated bovine animal who recently 
made a successful raid on a bull-fight audience at Vittoria. Considering 
what cruel tortures are inflicted on bulls in 
the arena, it would be rather hard lines if 
now and again one of the unfortunate quad- 
rupeds did not have a ‘‘look in,” and turn 
the tables on some of the degraded two-legged 
creatures who gloat and revel in witnessing 
scenes of agony and death, 


Mr. W. O'Brien, M P., is getting very 
fierce. He has informed some Sheffield folk 
that ‘‘either Ireland will have to be allowed 
to rule herself, or Ireland will, and can, rule 
England, and rule it to her ruin and destruc- 
tion.” The majority of his audience seemed 
enthusiastically delighted with this high- 
flavoured tit-bit in the dish of idle nonsense 
W. O'B. served up. It would have been death to have called attention 
to the coincidence that Brien and bunkum both begin with B. 





Tue French Citizen Leboucher is a nice lively Anarchist when on 
the rampage, but though his brays sound so terrific, they do not alarm 
anyone particularly. holesale murder, arson, and rapine are neces- 
sary to save France from destruction, says the citizen; and while he 
regrets that only 64 hostages were killed during the late Commune, 
this *‘ patriotic” speaker consoles himself with the belief that ‘he next 
time Communists will be ab'e to slaughter hostages by the thousands, 
and so bring the Joureois to their senses. This merry mex /ime may 
be long in coming, and meanwhile poor Citizen Leboucher may fret and 
fume himself to death or rust away. We can suggest an excellent out- 
let for his superfluous energy—he should become converted and enlist 
in the ranks of the Salvation Army as a “‘chucker out’ and bully. Of 
course there would be small chance of his killing anybody, but he 
might be able to maim a fairish number of humans with impunity. 


Tue bare idea of an Anglo-Chinese alliance being mooted raises the 
ire of Frenchmen to boiling pitch; and the mere notion of an Anglo- 
German alliance being advanced, is an insult only to be wiped out by 
**bluud!” One Gallic journal kindly advises the whole world to com- 
bine and shut us out in the cold, as we are ‘‘a nation of perfidious, 
narrow-minded, cold-blooded, hypocritical, piratical, psalm smiting 
tte who blandly pose as social reformers.” How’s that for 

igh? 


AN arithmetician has just published a book on the art of computation, 
in which he proposes to do away with the rule of subtraction. His 
proposal has given intense satisfaction to the majority of small school- 
boys, who fervently hope it may be carried into effect. Mostly, boys do 
not love arithmetic. In our young schooldays (some twenty odd years 
ago), the science of numbers and the cane went gaily hand-in-hand. 
One of our arithmetic masters—we can almost feel Fis stinging stripes 
now—used regularly to have an afternoon nap, On ing up he 
invariably took two pinches of snuff, armed himself with a stout cane, 
and strolled leisurely towards the last two forms of the class (each seat- 
ing some ten boys). Having arrived at his destination he always turned 
up his right coat-cuff with calm deliberation, smiling pleasantly at his 
pupils. Preparations being complete, up and down the rear of those 
two forms he slowly y gmap bringing his cane with hissing swishes across 
the back of each lad in turn; accompanying his cuts with the sound 
advice, ** stick to your figures, boys, stick to your figures.” Having 
thoroughly awakened himself, he sauntered back to his desk, with the 
— air of a man who feels proudly conscious of having done his 

uty. 


A Frencu doctor has just performed a very curious operation. 
Having removed a young lady's blind eye, he substituted a rabbit’s, 
The bunny’s optic works, winks, and ogles excellently well. Made- 
moiselle’s gentlemen friends insist, however, that a sheep's eye would 
have proved still more effective, and fetching. 


A Ra jpooT H1npoo boy, said to have been born in Lucknow, has 
been creating some sensation through India. The youngster possesses 
a very large head, to which is attached a couple of bodies. These 
bodies are not fixed side by side, as is usual in such shuddersome cases 
but are linked one behind the other. Sometimes, for a lark, the front 
body carries the hindmost ‘' piggy back;" at others, the rear body 
gathers up the foremost’s legs, and rushes rapidly about with the 
burden. The head says it always feels very happy, and that squabbles 
only ensue between the bodies, because they are unable to play leap- 
frog without becoming almost hopelessly tangled. 





Mr, STox. 





THE CONSCIEBNCE-BALM. 


A Stupy oF MopiFIgD VIEWS, 


HUMANITARIAN. How? Sixteen hours of unrelievéd toil 


Each weary day? No fitting interval 

For adequate repast? No holiday, 

Save such as, months apart, are dearly bought 
By forfeiture of pay? What? Galling fines 
Imposed on slightest pretext, and for faults 

That Justice needs must borrow chemist's scales 
To weigh? All this at fourpence by the hour? 
Out on such slavery! Away, I say, ; 
With money-grubbing greed that thus doth grind 
The gleaners of itt——Hold, my righteous wrath, 
While for a moment I consult my books 

To learn if haply I——No, no! NotI! 

The London Tramway shares, I joy to find, 
Stood, at the time I had some cash unplaced, 
Too high for prudent purchase. 


What was I saying? 


Ah !—-out I say on “‘ business enterprise ” 
That thus doth grind humanity to make 

A balance-sheet—doth thus subordinate 
One’s fellow-creature to a dividend, 

And plant the iron heel of five per cent. 
Upon the neck of Mercy! Let me away 
And tell contemporary editors 

Of this most sable blot. Oh, I will write 
To the committee of the Stock Exchange 
And warn them, with indignant eloquence, 
How the great column headed ‘‘ Stocks and Shares ” 
Which in the daily papers rears its head 

So proudly, hath a flaw, a secret blemish 
Which doth so weaken it, that on a sudden 
That great grey column, opening for a fall, 
Weak, shall evince a downward tendency 
At fast advancing rates; and, with a crash, 
Shall fall with its stupendous capital, 

And the imposing figures that adorn it 

Lie shattered on the Money Market Place! 





Then will I raise my voice at public meetings, 
And beg the chairmen that they duly mark 
Those meetings’ sense of shame and indignation 
At the existence of a state of things 

In diametrical antagonism 

To every sense of justice and of right— 

The daily treatment of the tramway-men. 

And I will up——Ah! Mr, Stox, my broker ! 
Good morrow, Mr, Stox. 

I called to say 

That with that cash of yours I've bought for you 
Shares in the London Tramways Company. 


HUMANITARIAN. How lucky that you spoke of this in time, 


Before I wrote those letters, and the rest ! 
Some silly agitation, I believe, 

Exists about the Tramway Company’s— 

I may say oury—transactions with our servants. 
The merest twaddle! It is: true our men 
Work nominally sixteen hours a day— 

Are paid, in point of fact, for sixteen hours— 
But are we, then, to count the intervals 
Employed in whistling, on the driving-board 
Or tail-board, or in breathing or the like, 
Between the taking-up of passengers, 

A time of labour? Most distinctly not ! 


(Left defending the action of the Tramways Company.) 
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On Board the “Sunbeam,” 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


ALL at Gravesend the yacht was moor’d, 

| Waved the Blue Peter in the wind, 
When Miss Britannia came aboard— 

ag ‘*Oh! where shall I my own love find? 
Tell me, ye Brassey sailors, tell me true, 

If my sweet William sails away with you?” 


William, who paced the deck (for choice 
Abaft the funnel) to and fro, 
Soon as he heard her well-known voice, 
Ceased pensively to gaze below; 
On to the bridge he sprang with hasty feet, 
And quick as lightning did his sweetheart greet. 


it 


4 Sat i vr fi aa nee St 
2 GREER wee sag NR ae eS SS 


‘*O fair Britannia, lovely dear, 
My vows shall ever true remain ; 
Let me kiss off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again : 
Though Norway’s compassed, yet my heart shall be 
The faithful needle that still points to thee,”’ 


‘* Believe not what intriguers say 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant breast : 
They'll tell thee that I fly away 

To chuck up politics for rest ; 
Well, yes, I chuck them up to catch them when 
My cruising expedition’s o’er,—and then !” 





The skipper skipp’d and said **‘ Belay !” 
The whistle made her jump instead ; 
Aboard no longer could she stay, 
They kiss’d, she sigh'd, he scratched his head ; 
The steamer bore him off, whilst on the land 
‘* Adieu!” she cried, and waved her lily hand, 





Norton Jubilate! 


NoRTON, WILLIAM SAMUBL, shout 
Hampden of the six and eights, 

He has broke the ring right out, 
Bowed the haughty goat’s-hair pates, 


Pea oe aes 
(TRS eee OD oo 


No longer shall the counsel learn-ed 
Collar fees and not attend, 

First the dollars must be earn-ed, 
Hail to Norton! Hails no end! 


t's 











An Indefinite Art-icle, 


[A weekly journal says that “ Politics isnow an Art—not a Science.”] 


¢ AH, yes, ’tis an Art, not a Science, 
At least in the Tories’ case ; 
All ‘* Exact ”-ness they set at defiance, 
And are often an Art-ful race. 
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ROASTERS ROASTED. 
AT Lorp’s. 


The Major.—‘‘ By Jove! I Must BE OFF, GOT AN APPOINTMENT.” 
1st Chappie.—“‘ Gay OLD RascaL! He's GOING TO SEE THE WIDOW. 


Prerers Lapigs TO Lorp’s.” 
2nd Chappie.—* AH} BUT THERE'S A MATCH IN VIEW, ISN’T THERE, OLD 


TROJAN?’ 
3rd Chappie.—‘' Yes! INSTEAD OF WATCHING MEN MISS CATCHES, THE 
Major’s GOING TO CATCH A Missis, Dogs THE WIDOW TAKE MUCH IN- 
TEREST IN CRICKET, ANCIENT WARRIOR?” 
The Major.—** RATHER! YOU SE& HER TWO SONS ARE JUST TAKING TO 
IT. Nice Boys—ABOUT THE AGE OF YOU THREE, ONLY BETTER BRED,” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or * Fon,” 





over, 


and give you a 


race ; 





their feed, 





IR,—There is a gentle flatness 
about the sporting world just 
at this minute, which makes it 
rather difficult to find any 
races important enough to in- 
duce the mugs to do business 

This week I’m obliged 

to content myself with the 

Stockton Meeting—not by any 

means a bad meeting, either— 


TIP FOR THE MIDDLES- 
BOROUGH HANDICAP, 


Let us lightly, let us merrily 
and cheerily proceed 

To examine all the horses 

who've accepted for the 


Let us ask about their exer- 
cise, and how they take 


And how they’re off or glossiness, and stamina and pace ! 


Let us make astute inquiries of the parties ‘‘in the know,” 

And ask them for the truth about their temper and their ‘‘ stay,” 
And if its the intention to restrain or let them go— 

And don’t you wish that you may get the information—eh ? 


And when you have exhausted all such efforts quite in vain, 
Return ye to the aged man, who’s ever been your friend, 

And he will make it plain to ye, in sunshine or in rain, 
Which animal is foremost when the race is at an end, 

Let Blue Grass have attention, though he’s weighted over much, 
Ben Alder is a gentleman who merits thought, I think, 

And little Lady Adelaide may answer to the touch, 
But Londonderry does for me, if coupled with Stone Clink. 


Then hurrah! hurrah for Kempton Park! Right agaio, my noble 
sportsmen! Plank down the dibs, and back the only Old Man, Who 
sent you absolute second for the Princess of Wales’s Cup? Surprise : 
Surprise! Surprise! Was it not? 


Yours, &c. TROPHONIUS. 








What, A-Cain? 
Sin Freperick Apel, C.B., has been chosen as the Chairman for 
the Council of Arts for the ensuing year :— 


They chose a man—their judgment very cute 15 — 
A man whose A4e/ to fulfil his duties. 











































































THE COMPLETE TOURIST.—III. THE HABITUE. 
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i i in his slippers is this Touri is i i ‘*Ha!—here we are,” said he (as 
H bly at home and in his sli , 80 to speak, is this Tourist. You meet His is a painful story. ‘ 
him - tag ms beggin doh tells you that he has been saving up for that trip for twenty usual). ‘“‘They all know me here. Pierre, wre Aaenen, and 
years in Peckham. “ Been here before f” He says, “ Bless you!—thousands of times. Inhabi- mine host at the hotel will be beside themselves for joy at 
tants feel quite strange when I'm away.” seeing me again. 
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But, mahappily, those thick-headed idiots at the hotel were not “‘ fly” to that Tourist’s little eccentricity, They failed to answer to the names of “ Pierre” an so 
forth, and “ regretted that they could not recall the face of monsieur, but were ravished to make his acquaintance.” The shock was too much for the Habitue 
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He was never the same man again. The last time we saw him he was standing in his own front-garden at Peckham. 
4 r “ No,” replied that Habitué miserably ; “never heard of it. I'm quite a stranger here 


“Could you direct us tothe Rye ?” we inquired. 
—never been near the place before,” 
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ON BOARD THE “SUNBEAM.” 


y TEAR,— 
Version, 


ET AGAIN,” 


—Black-eyed Susan. 
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William sings —“O FAIR BRITANNIA, LOVE 
MY VOWS SHALL ALWAYS TRUE REMAIN 
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A PLOT WITH NO CLIMAX. 
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ALGERNON PHI1Z was a flabby youth— 
His complexion, olive green. 
His manners and mind were alike uncouth ; 


<a s 


Pic, alt HO 


Such a dolt was rarely seen. 


| Despite these faults, he had a heart— 
‘| A heart of gold, ’twas said ; 

{nd he gave his heart to a ballet girl— 
\ minx that skipped in a giddy twirl, 
a With a flaxen wig on her head. 


Chis girl, in whom he laid his trust, 


1 His love, his life, his heart ; 

ai (Which by the way, was wellnigh bust)’ 

Was a wench who made a tremendous dust 
In dancing a minor part. 


Hler eyes were dark—as dark as night ; 
Her nose was straight and rare: 

Her feet were small, her figure slight ; 

In a word, she looked extremely bright 
In the footlight’s vivid glare, 


Algernon Phitz was of noble birth. 

Ah! a clever card was he! 
There wasn't a play on the face of the earth— 
A play that at least contained any mirth— 
That he hadn't been to see. 


: Reginald Startz was a barber's son, 
With means, of course, much less 

+ Than Algy Phitz—the envied one !— 
But he swore that he would not be done: 
He alone would the girl possess, 





oe &@ me 


And, save that his clothes were neat, forsooth, 








Betsy Blight—that was 
her name— 
Was as artful, was 
as sly, 
Was as proof against 
all utter shame— 
(And how, poor girl! 
was she to blame ?) 
As even you or I, 


So when in turn they 
came to woo, 
She gave her hand 
to each; 
And muttered low ‘fa 
thing or two ”"— 
’Twas heartless of her 
so to do— 
‘©T’ll to these Jamb- 
kins teach,” 





With happy hearts and spirits gay 
Their separate ways they took, 

Arriving at their homes that day, 

They wrote their Betsy B. to say— 
(But she had slung her hook !) 


They wrote in strains of deepest love ; 
They praised her to 








| 


popular here. 


But when the sun had left its bed 
So, too, had they lef: theirs, 


A time for rising, be it said— 


Or, as ’tis written, be it read— 


Unrecognised for years. 


They heeded not the clouded sky 
That spoke of storm and rain ; 
Nor yet the wind, whose restless sigh 
At length became a furious cry, 
And shrieked and shrieked again. 


The sun went in, and they went out 
Their Betsy Blight to find ; 

And by this time, I ve little doubt, 

If they the right way went about, 
Their homes are far behind. 


Tbis Doesn’t Loo 


k (C)lub-ly !” 


ON reading that the Americans are propos 
ing clubs for the fair sex, one of our much- 
married and apt-to-stay-out-late contributors 
said he hoped the movement would not become 
‘*By Jove! Mr. Editor, sir,” 
quoth he, **I find that the kitchen-poker and 
the rolling-pin have quite terrors enough ; but 
a club—oh, lor!” 





the skies— 

They said she was the 
sweetest dove 
That ever soared the 
skies above— 

They told no end of 


lies, 


sut all this praise found 
no reply ; 
For she to whom 
‘twas sent 
Had left her lodgings 
on the sly ; 
(With no_ intentions, 
by-the-bye, 
To leave behind the 
rent). 


And when the truth 
was known at 











last < 
Of Betsy and her flight, 
To Phitz and Star‘z, they stood aghast, 
And swore in accents wild and fast— 
(They neither slept that night), 











A MEM. FROM 1H« Moors.—Some Eng- 

| lish sportsmen in the Highlands are only 
**scotched ;” others, however, are ‘*kilt” 

entirely ! 











SOME SCIENTIFIC FOLK. 
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PENCILLINGS AT LORD'S. 

















Coming out —Bowled off 
his Pad! 


Going in—Great Expec- 








tations. 





Saving of the Boundary at the Expense of 
the Masher 
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The advantage of being in the 
Guards. 





The *‘ Graceful” Amateur and the Respectful Pros. 








The reason why Ladies never can understand 
Cricket. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FrIDAY, August 7th.—Lords read second time Metropolitan Police 
Staff Superannuation Bill. Perhaps next Session will produce Bill to 
superannuate helmets, Certainly time staff was superannuated when 
opposed to revolvers, 

Commons.—Secretary for War tells Sir Henry Wat Tyler, or, rather, 
Sir Henry Tyler, what he is glad to learn, namely, that railway branch 
of army in course of formation. Naturally this branch of the service 
being formed from Engineers, though they will of course be /ime regi- 
ments. If railway companies are as bewildering to the enemy as to 
British public, Britons certainly never shall be slaves. Criminal Law 
Amendment Bill read a third time. House glad to be rid of unsavoury 
subject. 

Monday.—Lord Iddesleigh gives details of Royal Commission on 
Depression of Trade. But why, my Lord, not have taken in your old 
friend FuN? Best antidote to depression in the universe! Lord Gran- 
ville up in defence of Free Traders who have cut Commission on 
account of the Fair Trade aspect, thinking that England, without Free 
Trade, would be defrayed. 

Commons.—Well done, Mr. Chamberlain! When Dauntsey be- 
queathed his City of London property for the poor of West Lavington, 
and for a free school, depend upon it, like many another testator, he 
had no Charity Commissioners in his mind, nor did he intend to found 
a school for the children of parents who could well afford to pay for 
their education. FUN wants to know how many schools endowed for 
the education of poor children are closed against them, and only open 
to the *fupper classes?” Irish Land Purchase Bill in Committee, 
Horace Davey appropriately sounds the warning of outraged equity, 
and Sir G Campbell, and others repeat what FUN said last week. 
Tuesday.— Marquess of Lothian obtains promise from Lord Iddesleigh 
to communicate with National Gallery Trustees as to opening the 
Gallery three evenings a week, so that busy Londoners may not be the 
Only class of Englishmen debarred from benefit of the priceless art 
treasures in the pepper-castor mounted casket. 

Commons busy on Bill to transform Coldbath, Pentonville, and Mill- 








bank from Hard Labour Dwellings to Industrial ones. But what lovely 
addresses Industrial Dwellers will have! ‘‘ Coldbath Cottages,” ‘* Mill- 
bank Mansions,” and ‘‘ Treadmill Terrace.” 

Wednesday.—Lords and Commons convey thanks of the nation to 
soldier and sailor heroes of the Soudan—British, Indian, and Colonial, 


Britons all ! 

The guns are mute; the sword hath sought its sheath : 
sritannia binds with grateful bays the brows 

Of her dear sons, who, eager to espouse 

Her quarrel, swift as Cadmus’ dragon-teeth, 

In myriads sprang to arms at bugle-call— 

And for her loved ones sleeping now beneath 

The Soudan sand, she twines with tears a cypress wreath, 


Thursday.—Clock Tower resounds with winding up. 
Friday.—The light goes out in the Big Ben Tower, and the Clang 
of the Clock Tower speaks for a space only in the voice of Time, 


New Leaves. 

In Lomgman’s this month it seems as if ‘‘ White Heather” makes 
quite a ‘new departure.”"—In Ze Century, readers will regret that 
‘* Silas Lapham’’is concluded, but something good will follow in its 
place.—The drawings by Harry Fenn in *‘ The last of the Seven Days 
Battles’ are conspicuous for their talent.—If S¢. Nicho/as had nothing 
more tocharm us than *‘ Little Dame Fortune,” it would be no mis-for 
tune—but, fortunately it has much more.—The measure of meritorious 
matter in Household Words is almost immeasurable.—Where all is so 
very good in 7he Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boys’ Own 
Paper, The Girls’ Own Paper, and Family Greetings, we regret to think 
that the coloured frontispieces in some of them are, as coloured work, 
not quite so good as they might be, 


READY ON THURSDAY NEXT, 
Price One Shilling. Post-free, 14. 2d., 


“FUN'38” NEW NOVELETTZ, 
“DONE IN THE DARK.” 


By ARTHUR TFT. PASK. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


Brown. Look here, Corshus, my boy, there’s 
plenty of room in this carriage—why do you let 
that great heavy man sit on you? 

Mr. Propruttiz CorsHus. Hush, for good- 
ness’ sake! You'll ruin me if he hears! I would 
not offend him for the world ! 

Brown. Well, but my dear fellow—it’s one 
thing to ‘‘offend,” and another thing to allow 
oneself to be sat upon! There’s a middle line. 

Mr. Prorp. Cor. No, I assure you there 
isn’t in such a case as this. Don’t you see his 
dress? Haven't you noticed that he’s a——? 
Brown, Oh, yes; Iv’e noticed that right 

enough—but what difference on 
earth can //at/ make, in the name 
of all that’s 
Mr. Prorr. Cor. ‘ What 
difference?”  ‘** What dif——” 
Why—good heavens—a// the dif- 
ference! Aren’t you aware of 
the awful — the terrible — the 
crushing—the mysteriously inde- 
scribable, yet stupendously real 
power he wields? Is it possible 
you don’t know that, with the 
merest wave of his little finger, 
y he could ? 
Brown. Well, but, hang it— 
surely you're not bound to let him 
sit on your best hat like that, and 
hen grin and wag his head warningly at you? Sure/y you aren’t com- 
pelled to allow him to leave the carriage like thie, with your new silk 
umbrella in his band—by inadvertence, I am aware—but still, with 
your beautiful umbrella, instead of hisown shabby one? Sure/y nothing 
could possibly happen to you for simply calling a man’s attention to his 
mistake ? 

Mr. Propr. Cor, Pray don’t urge me to compass my own ruin, Fle 
may be a touchy sort of man, and it might deeply offend him—and then, 
you know—well of course you do know what follows when you offend a 
ch rgyman, 

Brown, ** What follows?” Why, I suppose, much the same as when 
you offend any other party? 

Mr. Prov. Cor. Good heaven's, no! Haven’t you read that 
dreadful tale about the Kev. Cokernut Adams and the Bad Man who 
Would Not Go to Church? Why, it’s a thousand to one, that if I 
went and offended this clergyman, he’d excommunicate me—think of 
that! «+« «+ « Therenow! I’ve—I've been and trodden on his 
toe! See! He is feeling for something in his left-hand tail pocket— 
Look—he is bringing out a bell—and a book—and a candle! He 
places the three ar.icles on the platform! He deliberately turns up his 
sleeves! He lights the candle, rings the bell, and opens the book! He 
traces a magic circle on the platform, and mumbles a lot of dreadful 
Latin, backwards, with his awful eye—the top left-hand corner one— 
fixed upon me. Oh, Brown; I begin to feel so funny! Tell me, am 
I, am I shrivelling up? 

BROWN. Well, now I look more attentively, I fancy you are, Your 
clothes do seem to be getting loose for you. 

Mr. Prorr, Cor, Oh, Brown, the fearful truth is only too, too 
apparent! Hal He finishes up with a loud bang on a big drum, 
hitherto concealed about his person. He has excommunicated me! 
Oh, Brown, am I turning bright blue? 

Brown. Well, since you ask me, I regret to say you are, 
at your ears, and is spreading gradually. 

Mk. Prorp. Cor. Oh, Brown, what sha// Ido? What will my poor 
wife say? What will they all say in the City? Do you think it would 
do any good to consult a doctor? 

Brown. I'm afraid not, do you know. I regret to observe that you 
are shrivelling up quite small, You are assuming the appearance of a 
very dry French plum. You are developing claws and a tail. It wags 
dismally. / know. Perhaps you might induce the Home Secretary to 
prevail upon that dreadful clergyman to disinfect you—or exorcise you— 
or whatever is required. What a dreadful thing, to be sure; and how 
strange it seems that such an awful power should exist in the nineteenth 
century, concurrently with telephones and the Inventions Exhibition, 
and all that! 

— MR. Prorr. Cor. Most curious, isn’t it? One would almost have 
imagined it to be a thing of the long-buried past! Let's go and have a 
brandy and selizer, and ponder over it. 


















It began 





it tie ; , 
Grouse” INGRATITUDE. — Leaving your sporting friends un- 
thanked for the hamper of game received, 








BOSKINS’S BLUEBOTTLE. 
(A BALLAD ON AN APPROVED MODEL.) 


Yes, mister, 7’ Six-shooter Boskins ; a strapger you are, I kin see; 
There ain’t many folks in ¢hese diggin’s as doesn't know Six-shooter B, 
You've noticed *em, maybe, all limpin’, or short of an arm or an eye? 
J’ve damaged ’em mostly—the critters !—I’ve half-filled the graveyard 


hard by. 


I’m not very handsome to look at ; my nose is all battered askew, 
One cheek has been sliced by a bowie (I riddled its owner a few !) 
This gazer was gouged in a scrimmage, my chin is unshaven, I mind, 
An’ a less soap an’ watery party, it wouldn’t be easy to find, 


I’d cheat my own mother at poker (there ain’t many crimes as I’d miss), 
I’m not very sober at present (an’ I’m seldom as sober as this) ; 

I'd lie the hind leg off a donkey, I bully and thieve when I dare, 

An’ some of my oaths is eye-splitters, when once I git well on the swear. 


You bet I can’t stand contradiction, I'm lightnin’ on not being sass’t, 

‘* A word an’ a shot” is my motter, an’, somehow, the shot isn't last ; 
I own up to bein’ a blackguard, a coarse-minded cur an’ no less, 

I’m commonly, vulgarly vicious, but I’ve got my soft places, I guess, 


You see that there cardboard box yonder? (I madeit of aces and two's. ) 

What’s that you say? Like them fly cages as schoolboys’ as in gineral 
use ? 

You're a sucklirg, I don’t think! Eh, mister? It’s bully for you, an’ 
that’s flat. 

Whar's your hand? Put it thar, An’ now, stranger, I'll tell you the 
story o’ that. 


Make tracks for that graveyard I mentioned, an’ pick out the quietest 
spot , 

An’ say if you've met, in your travels, with anything queerer or not? 

A grave a inch long, an’ no longer, a headstone half-a-inch high, 

An’ what do you think’s underneath 'em? Why, mister, @ d/uedottle 


fly! 


Ah, well I remember poor Bluey! And well I remember his end ! 

The pet an’ the pride o’ my leisure, A pet did [call him? A friend! 

What gambols we'd go through together. I’d feed him, I would, from 
my hand ; 

I never forgot him his feedin’, though often too drunken to stand, 


I'd been on the drunk for a fortni’t with Joe o’ the ‘* Tanglefoot ” store. 
I warn’t in the softest o’ tempers when the critter came in at the door, 
But skunks had got hold o’ his flyers an’ painted ’em down to his side 
An’ so I took pity upon him an’ fed him with sugar—an’ cried ! 


He looked up so pitiful at me, no wonder my gazers went dim— 

You see he look<d perkily ugly, an’ I was as ugly as him, 

I stole Joe’s play cards from his pocket, an’ fixed up that cage, as you see, 
An’ we loved at each other uncommon, did that there bluebottle an’ me. 


But (I feel on the squeam when I tell it) at last poor old Bluey went sick, 

There was physic enough at the store place but Joe wouldn’t sell it on 
tick ; 

I starved, an’ saved up, an’ I bought it—too late! Poor old Bluey 
was dead. 

Then I went for that Joe with my shooter an’ gave him all six in the 
head, 


I wandered all night on the mountains; an’ then I felt sorry for Joe, 

For not all the shots in my shooter could bring back poor Bluey, you 
know. 

So I come an’ flung down on that table an’ snivelled a good ’un, I think, 

An’ some on it, maybe, was sorry, but most on it, stranger, was drink, 


But I roused up an’ stole (for bis coffin) some wood, with enough for a 
lid, 
An’ ry a at a neighbour’s stone copin’ to make him a tombstone, I 
id. 
I took him away to the graveyard an’ as I went snivelling by, 
The critters all come to their doorways with nary an eye on ’em dry. 


Yes, I own up to bein’ a rowdy, I’m six-shooter Boskins, no less, 

But though I'm as bad as they make them I’ve got my soft places, I 
guess, 

An’, om I can’t help a-thinkin’, when my toes is turned up to the 
sky 

As it won't be exactly agin’ me, as I wasn’t unkind to that fly! 
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_ New Name for the Periodically Recurrent Exhibitions at South Ken- 
sington.—The (Somers)-vine-ries ! 
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GOING AWAY, 


Lord Randolph,—‘*I SHALL BE BACK IN NOVEMBER. MEANWHILE, YOU WILL KEEP MY SEAT AIRED, AND POLISH UP MY Boot 
AND THE CABINET.” Flunkeys.—** Yas, M'LorpD.” 

His Lordshif.—‘‘I CANNOT, OF COURSE, EXPECT MUCH INTELLIGENCE FROM YOU; BUT IF YOU KERP SOBER AND RESPECTFUL I 
SHALL BE HAPPY TO RETAIN YOU IN MY SERVICE. TA, TA!” 











Gladstone III. 


| But he posed, as he silently noted the crowd, 
(AN UNREPORTED INCIDENT IN THE LIFE OF A NEW-COMER,) | 
| 


And he thought ‘‘ That I’m someone, ’tis clearly allowed, 
For ’tis evident everyone present is proud 
To assist while they christen this Baby !”’ 


And when all the parsons had finished the rite, 


['‘ Little Grandson Gladst ne was christened the othr day, at St. George's, Han- 
Over Square, and Grandfather Gladstone benignantly watc’ed the ceremony. . . 
Ther: is evidently no fear of the rame of Gladstone fading from the land. To 


Gladstone I. may suc slacs’ ‘ ere is Glads ‘ee Se a ; ‘ A , 
gw» ah prc ~~ a ter: fg Al . the baby - eb one ge be That small Son and Heir gazed around with delight, 
least although the water was thrice poured over its head.’"—See Liberal and Tory | And seeing his gay Grand Old Grandpa in sight, 
tata: Thought he, ‘*I should jolly and gay be! 

’TWAS up at St. George’s, in Hanover Square, For it seems I’m the Grandson of wise William G——, 

There lately occurred an important affair. And, no doubt, I shall yet be as famous as he,” 

Such a lot of remarkable people were there, Then he cooed at his Grandpa, who fled to the sea, 

All as nicely apparelled as may be. Oa the day when they christened the Baby! 


Grand Old Grandfather Gladstone attended with glee, ~ 


ag eh gee an x= wpa pb Bs tn fe A NEW periodical called Zhe Brick and Tile Gazette is announced. 

On the da pe the fh pt we 36 aa ion Bab It may be as well perhaps to warn our readers that the new venture will 

d y ; : not treat entirely of jolly good fellows and top-hats. 

Then the gay G.O.M. and the pa were espied 

Observing the Baby with glorious pride, ; ; ' “ ” 
For when he was sprinkled that Idol ne’er cried, WuaAtT favourite sea-side resort do ’Arry’s glances at the ‘gals 


As would many a newly-born gaby ; | resemble ?—Why, ‘‘ Broad "-Stares ! 
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AFTER THE ‘GROUSE.—EXTRACTS FROM A LETTER OF A SPORTSMAN UP NORTH. 
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Wonder what the grouse thought about it. 


‘' Grouse prospects are very promising,” said the papers. 


The Moors were looking beau’ iful. 


were plentiful. 


Heather-bell(e)s 


We had one capital shot'in the Brown (Donald 
of that Ik). 
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And soon made the feathers fly. 


Is it menial aberration 
For a party in my station 
To consume with adoration 
For a Duchess in her pride? 
Do you favour the assumption 
That it’s utter want of gumption? 
(That it savours of presumption 
Isn't easily denied), 


Though, of course, she #e/t have pity 
On the writer of this ditty 
(Who's a clerkling in the City 

With a hundred pounds per ann.). 
Her affection might accrue so 
That she'd order up her trousseau 
(But I do not tAink she'll do so, 

If you ask me, man to man). 


Bagged several birds ; 





And had a jolly night afterwards. 

















A BAD CASE. 

Still I ask, am I (Quixotic? 
Is my sentiment Erotic 
Absolutely idiotic 

To Olympians above? 
Pr'ythee, why my choice disparage ? 
If a lady keeps her carriage 
Is she quite debarred from marriage ? 

Or unworthy of my love? 


She is clad in silks and laces, 
Has the loveliest of faces, 
And her pedigree she traces 
To the flood, or further back, 
She has homes, with parks surrounding, 
All with minerals abounding, 
While her rent-roll is astounding, 
And her horse is of a hack, 


She has shining golden tresses, 
And a lot of costly dresses, 
And some very rare MSS., 

Such as Quaritch don’t posses, 
She has di’monds, large as peas, on, 
And a town house fur the season ; 
But is ove of these a reason 

For my loving her the less? 


’7isn’¢ mental aberration 
For a party in my station 
To consume with adoration 
For a Dachess in her pride ; 
Were she fifty times patrician 
Wouldn't alter the position ; 
So, with your polite permission, 
By my passion I’ll abide, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE OLYMPIC (Morning). — The secret 
is out at last! Further concealment has 
been found useless, and the inevitable 
has been yielded to. The cause of the 
gruesome and unholy odour pervading 
the Olympic stalls, puzzling the minds 
and torturing the noses of their occupants, 
has been revealed. It is ‘* Love's 
Churchyard ”’—there! (and it seems 
about time that the authorities closed the 
ground and converted it to purposes of 
building, or even recreation). I make 
the statement on the authority of Eva, 
heroine of a strange piece called Lelio 
(pronounced, in fine Venetian, Lelio), 
which came to light and laughter at a 
recent matince, 





Lelio is also sub-called A Venetian Story—in allusion, I suppose, to 
the abiding-place of the heroine, which is an attic story. By a method 
of construction, peculiar, I presume, to Venetian attics, this room has a 
window used both for ingress and egress, through which the hero has 
seen the heroine as he passed, and through which she has remarked that 
his eyes seemed truer than the rest. Well worthy is this attic of a place 
in story! Well worthy is the story of a place in an attic—say, the in- 
most recesses of a lumber-closet therein! The persistent gloom of the 
work was productive of much hilarity ; and Eva’s death was hailed with 
unalloyed pleasure. WV. 2,—Eva’s death concludes the piece, 


But some things are worthy of record. Eva has a brother, who 
rejoices in an ‘‘ intoxicated voice,’ and who is brought to his senses and 
sobriety by an insult offered to his sister, whom, thereupon, he promptly 
leaves unprotected, and hies for ‘‘the wars,” as evidence of changed 
nature. The villain, a grotesque- mannered Venetian noble, is, indeed, 
an awful person! An ungainly, wicked, wicked man, with yellow legs, 
a Chinese hat, and an Apostolic make-up. He evidently rents a por- 
tion of the Crystal Palace, and thither lures the unsuspecting innocent, 
and holds bad orgies where, as the guests come in, the lights go out! 
A bad, bad Venetian masher, who orders up the casual but comely 
dancing-girl, as ’twere some goodly Jom Jouche, and calculates with nicety 
the time that Eva shall *‘ fall at his feet.” ‘‘ In three months time,” he 
cries, ‘‘and 'tis now two months and a half!” He has left many ladies 
in his time,” he tells us, ‘‘ and they didn’t die,” he adds with some sur- 
prise, but oh, if you knew him, you couldn’t wonder at all! There !— 
He’s really dreadful | rire 

Bor the most striking character of all was the young lady in green 
tights (which she modestly endeavoured to conceal behind a sofa), who 
held her ground with firmness at a most delicate and private interview 
between her master (the abandoned noble) and Eva, the heroine, re- 
garding their words and proceedings with smothered mirth and facial 
sarcasm, much to the improvement of the scene and the delight of 
the wild spirits in front who gladly and gaily dubbed her ‘the silent 
witness,” 


Miss pk VAN&—erstwhile’a Rose but now a Marguerite—who ap- 
peared as Eva has much, almost all, to learn of the acting art. I should 
be sorry to say she has no aptitude at all for ‘‘the boards,” but she 
sadly handicaps her chances by appearing under such circumstances 
though, 
even at the 
best, her 
eliorts must 
be Vane 
endeavours. 
With regard 
to the rest of 
the cast, 
where all 
were so bad, 
it would be 
invidious to 
select any- 
body for 
special men 
tion, It is 
but fair to 
say, how- 
ever, that Mr. A. B. Cross has done better work than this m uthing 
and afiected Lelio, and Mr. Val Romer, who sang a song reasonably 
well, played with a natural air and some ease. 
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Tue PrINncess’s.—It will be generally acknowledged, I think, that 
Hoodman Blind scarcely fulfils expectation. Mr. Barrett's wide stage 
knowledge, and Mr. Jones’s power and industry of observation, 1a com- 
bination, might surely have resulted in something more satisfactory. 
But perhaps it was Mr. Barrett’s knowledge that led the story into the 
paths of unmistakable convention, and maybe Mr, Jones’s observation 
was turned more to stage-land than nature—not but what there are 
many touches of fresh insight exhibited. Without involving myself in 
metaphysics, however, I may give my verdict that it is a good, but 
ordinary, melodrama ; and that less powerfully acted than it is—and it 
is powerfully acted—its fate would be less uncertain than it is. Some 
of its faults are glaring: the striking likeness between half-sisters who 
do not resemble their papa in the slightest, and the striking likeness to 
Othello and Dot, may be cheerfully presented gratis to the authors ; but 
to allow your hero to produce cold steel in a man-to-man struggle 
seriously jeopardises his character in the eyes of the audience ; parts of 
the scene in the East End tap-room are not in the best taste; the lame 
boy (well enough, but not extraordinarily well, acted by Miss Maudie 
Clitherow) is a little repulsive ; the footman incident in the third act is 
about on the farcial level of the inexperienced mafinée author ; and the 
opening of the embankment scene is rather silly and not at all new. 
Some of the speeches put into the mouths of the villain and the hero are 
turgidly ‘* vicious,” to the verge of comicality, and the latter gentleman 
is given largely to philosophical and poetical musings not observably 
characteristic of the Buckinghamshire farmer. 


THAT the piece is excellently mounted and managed goes without 
saying, there are many fresh and entertaining touches throughout the 
course of the story, and there can be no question about the power and 
vigour of the acting. Mr. Barrett brings all his well-known gallantry 
of manner and bearing, as well as strength and tenderness, to the 
effective benefit of the wronged and self-deceived young farmer. Mr. 
Willard, in a striking make up, contributes a study of rascality in a 
somewhat new phase, with remarkable grip, steadiness, and absence of 
exaggeration, Miss Eastlake also played finely, and some fresh and 
stale humours in the hands of Mr. George Barrett lost none of their 
effect. Mr. Clifford Cooper played a second rascal (who seemed to 
regard it as wisdom to be born in a workhouse !) with effect. Mr. G. 
Walton played a part reminiscent of the old drunkard in Saints and 
Sinners cleverly, and, among others, Mr, Charles Hudson and Mrs, 
H[untly distinguish themselves, Miss Phcebe Carlo was very bright as 
the inevitable female boy of melodrama, NESTOR. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor or ** Fun,” 


S1R,—The Session has come toaclose, and now my lips may be 
opened, and I may express my disappointment. Amid a perfect 
shower of titles—alighting for the most part on the heads of such in- 
significant people as poets, painters, and politicians—not one has fallen 
to the lot of the only Prophet worthy of the name. Already had I pre- 
pared the title I would assume when the expected baronial dignity was 
placed before me for acceptance. Baron Trophonius, of Cave, would 
have sounded well, I think, But, where is it now? Ah! where is it? 
Also, the winner of the great York race, where is that? Why, here it 
is, in my 











Tip FOR THE GREAT Eror HANDICAP. 


Ler merit like mine be passed over in silence 
By pitiful Tories, sham Ministers all, 
I'm not to be goaded by them into vi’lence, 
And so at their ‘* diggings” I don’¢ mean to call, 
Let grim-faced neglect be the lot of the Prophet 
From greedy and garrulous pushers for place ;— 
What’s title? Who cares? What’s it matter? What of it ? 
‘* Let’s get to the horses”’ that run in this race. 


There’s Althorp, though rather too heavily weighted, 
May give an account that may lead to a smile ; 
Ben Alder need scarcely be yet relegated 
To ranks which are out of it after a mile ; 

And Hambledon, somehow, may yet be the victor, 
In spite of the weight they have put on his back ; 
And Quilt, though no youngster, is yet quite a picter, 
And not a bad horse when he gets on the track. 


In these lies a promise that’s not to be scouted 
Of him who has boldness and bullion to boot ; 

But even by him it may fairly be doubted 

_ But one or the other may turn out a brute, 

So take other strings,—there’s the swift Londonderry 
(He's scarcely done all that he’s able to do), 

Though Bonaparte, also, may make you all merry, 
Clochette’s the ‘‘small belle” 7 am cottoning to. 

Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS 
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(H)AUNTED., 


Aunts Anna and Jemima (ensemble).—** HOW FORTUNATE, ANGELINA DRAR, TO MEET YOU AND EDWIN, 
MEET SOME ONE WE KNEW TO SHOW US ALL THE CELEBRITIES IN THRE ROW, AND TO CARRY OUR RRETICULES,” 


WE WERE LONGING TO 








THE BLUNDERBERRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


‘*On, how beautiful it is to be at the seaside !’’ gushed Mrs, Blun- 
derberry, as she bounced into the little lodging parlour her lord and 
master had rented at a crowded watering-place. ‘‘Isn’t it lovely, 
Solomon? Why, darling, I am twice the woman I was already.” 

‘*Oh, you are—are you?” grunted her husband. ‘‘ Think I’m going 
to be at the expense of two wives, eh? Got an idea you're one of those 
women it is impossible to have enough of? I tell you what it is, Mrs. 
R., if we stay out our fortnight, and you go on doubling yourself 
daily, there isn’t a semi-detached villa in London that can hold you when 
we go back,” 

**Oh, Solomon dear, you 4moz I didn’t mean double in size. 

**Oh, what a head you have for arithmetic! Take a wife, double 
her, add a husband to her, half her, take away the husband you first 
thought of, and there remains five feet three of silliness in a crumpled 
calico wrapper and a towzled head of tow-coloured hair.” 

‘* How funny you are, Solomon,” said Mrs. B, a little uneasily. 

_ “*Gimme something to eat,” growled the great and good man, scow- 
ling at the prawns, and making a face at the coffee-pot. 

_ "Yes, dear, directly,” answered his better half, dropping a shrimp 
into the milk-jug. ‘Do you know, Solomon, I don’t think——” 

** Who ever accused you of it?” interjected her lord, 

*‘T don’t think I shall ever understand——” 

** Nobody ever thought you would,” interposed Mr, Blunderberry, 
spearing a dissipated-looking fried whiting with his fork. 

‘* What I mean is, Solomon, I can’t quite make out about the ozone,” 

**Aha,madam! The O’Zone isadistinguished Irishman who will stand 
foracountyasa Parnellite at the next general election. Meanwhile, hegoes 
about the watering-places of England and retails his universal panacea 
of health at so much asniff, It’s a little difficult to distinguish him 
from decaying seaweed.” 

**Q-o0-0-0-h!” said Mrs. Blunderberry wonderingly, 
before that the ozone was Irish,” 

‘‘ Another injustice to the sister island! Is there any other subject, Mrs. 


‘*T never knew 








B., upon which I can enlighten you? Is there any fact connected with 
maritime history which your vast intelligence has not already grasped ?” 

‘* Well, dear, I know it is very stupid, but caw you tell me why the 
sea goes up and down?” 

‘‘Great Neptune, madam! lon’t you know that is an arrangement 
made peculiarly to benefit the stewards of the Channel steamers? It is 
one of those confounded monopolies which the commission on trade is 
going to inquire into as soon as the new Parliament meets,” 

‘© No; I don’t mean ¢/a/up and down, I mean the other up and down,” 

**Goodness, ma’am! Do you think I understand every variety of the 
national pastime of see-saw? Think the sea’s something on the Stock 
I:xchange? Oh, you know all about the bounding billows, don’t you ? 
If you will be good enough to hide that calico wrapper of yours ina 
prawn’s tail, you will only need a little more beauty and a little more 
hair, to pose on a rock in the middle of the parade as a Mermaid,” 

‘*Solomon, you must know that what I want to know, if you know 
yourself, is about the tide.” 

‘You could not have come toa better authority, madam. When 
Shakespeare wrote, there is a tide in the affairs of men, he meant when 
the man got married, ¢/a/'s what he meant by ‘ tied,’” 

‘Oh, Solomon, I am sure I've seen something like that in the comic 
papers! Howclever you are—and you told me you never wrote for them,” 

‘* Think I'm going to waste original jokes on you, Mrs, B,?” 

‘‘No, dear, of course not. I’d much rather hear the old ones, they 
are so much easier to understand—and so much funnier,” 

‘Yah! Think you can be sarcastic, don’t you? I tell you what itis, 
Mrs, B., if you imagine that your husband is the proper person to set off 
your sharp sayings upon, you've made a mistake, Respect, ma’am— 
respect is what I havea right to expect from you; and England expects 
each British matron will do what her lord and master demands,” and Mr. 
B, put ona straw hat, and went forth in all his glory upon the promenade, 

“Dear Solomon!” sighed Mrs. L,, watching him from the window. 
‘* How glad I am he should rest his poor, weary, exhausted brain by the 
sea, I’m so glad I made him come—I think he’s better for it already.’ 
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A PYROTECHNIC DISPLAY. 
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‘* FROM GRAVE 


To SEVERE. 





KNIOKNACKS, 


Most people know that grouse well cooked are toothsome eating. 
Everybody is aware that the best of these feathered tit-bits come from 
bonnie Scotland, Yet Scotchmen, pure and 
simple, only appreciate these birds for their 
value in coin, If you wish to die a violent 
death, go into the Highlands and assert in the 
company of brawny Scots that grouse served up 
on toast with bread sauce is an infinitely superior 
dish toa steaming Haggis. If you desire tor- 
ture to be added toa protracted assassination, 
mildly assert that the latter feed bears a weird 
resemblance to boiled bagpipes, and smells 
stronger than steamed blankets. 


Mr. W. O. Dawson, barrister-at-law, has 
enlarged and reduced the art of living to a 
science—at least he thinks so. We can givea 
recipe conducive towards longevity in four words 
—i¢., ‘* Avoid law and lawyers.” As Mr. W. O. Dawson cannot 
possibly guarantee how long we shall live by adhering to 4/7» rules, and 
knowing what an uncertain thing life is in these days of excursion trains 
and armed burglars, it is our fixed intention to have a moderate whack 
of enjoyment while we can get it. 

A MILKMAN has been fined for ringing a bell in the street. He 
pleaded that he did so because of having a cold, which rum and butter 
could not cure, nor rum and milk alleviate; he was unable to use his 
voice. This tradesman was hardly done by. The magistrate had no 
ear for music, for it is an accepted fact, that while there is some little 
harmony in the most cracked bell, the melody of a laughing hyena is 
soothing compared to the ‘* Mill-kaaowow-00” yowled forth by the 
early milk-vendor, — 











THERE were five hundred highly educated applicants for a Judge's 
clerkship lately. They chiefly consisted of solicitors and barristers, two- 
thirds of whom would make very good Benchers, Lawyers are a drug 
in the market now, nearly everywhere. There is still a large field, 
though, in Arizona and Texas for Sheriffs. Appointments are con- 
tinually vacant. The duty of these officials is described as follows :— 
‘All that is required of these officers, after a band of cowboys has 
raided a town and killed half the citizens, is to pursue them on horse- 
back, surprise them in ambush, and get killed.” 





A FESTIVE careless joker has just been fined ten shillings for smoking 
on board a vessel moored off Liverpool. Twenty-five tons of dyna- 
mite were on board that boat. It is evident that the Liverpool magis- 
trate who settled this case, holds flesh and blood tolerably cheap, and 
property in contempt. He probably does not reside very near the river, 


SEV@RAL tons of smuggled tobacco have recently been captured at 
Hull. What becomes of confiscated tobacco now? Is it still burned 
or stolen by Revenue officers as it used to be, or is it served out to the 
male inmates of workhouses, as it ought to be? We don't know. 
Some people have a theory that some of it finds its way on board our 
men-of-war, and is served out to the sailors. But a cloud of mystery 
shrouds confiscated tobacco, 











To what extremes may not the divine Sarah Bernhardt go when 
she plays Charlotte Corday. Saints! preserve the poor player in the 
bath. For the impulsive actress says, ‘‘I have never been able to 
play in P42dre without fainting or spitting blood, and after the fourth 
tableau of Z/éodora, in which I kill Marcellus, I am brought to such 
a state of nervous excitement that I sob or scream, or, if 1 do neither 
I become violently hysterical and dangerous and disagreeable for 
people or objects near me.” The gentleman who is going to play 
Marat to Sarah’s Corday had better insure his life heavily, That is if 
any office can be found to granta policy, What an enthusiastic middle- 
aged female the genius Sarah is ! 


Ong of those well-intentioned medical men who wish everybody to 
live for ever under the most uncomfortable circumstances, opines that it 
is both erroneous in theory and dangerous in practice to partake of iced 
drinks when the body is heated. Nevertheless, several of the warmest 
Margate members have managed to do so during the present season with 
impunity. They are still alive; much to the sorrow of their families. 
It’s a strange thing that hot members are generally in the habit of 
insuring their lives heavily. They mean well generally. 


CHURCH clocks always strike more or less irregularly, It is a playful 
way they have got. But it is somewhat unusual for a church choir to 
strike at all, The professional chirpists of St. John’s Church, Wednes- 
bury, have proved an exception to this rule by striking vigorously, and 
unexpectedly, It appears that their gentle rector had ambled forth for 
his summer holidays without leaving behind some filthy lucre which had 
been collected to give the warblers a day’s outing. Who does not love 
a day’s outing? A day’s outing, when one can watch the skylark rise 
from the corn and speculate calmly on the probable rise in bread. A 
day’s outing, when Fancy’s floating bubbles in a dream are oft mixed up 
with strange sensations, caused by the consumption of unripe plums and 
inferior ginger beer. A day’s outing, when stretched upon the soft sweet 
smelling turf, the holiday-maker can doze and moralize between the 
effects of a wasp’s sting, and the sting of conscience. It is to be hoped 
that the rector and his choristers have forgiven each other and had a 
pleasant day's outing together among slugs, snails, toads, and earwigs. 





Little Sour Grapes! 

[Miss Belva Lockwoo1, who lately run for the post of Vice-President of the United 
States, is of opinion that “ marriage is all very well forthe milk and water class of 
women, but that the sterner sort should never entertain the idea. 

Poor Belva ! one would think the grapes were sour— 
For every girl who bows to Hymen’s power, 

Is of the milk and watery class, you say. 
Allow us to remark, that it would seem 
A true wife is regarded a3 life’s ‘‘ cream,” 

And helps poor man to get along life's ‘* whey ;” 
To wed your ‘‘sterner” women few would yearn, 
And that’s why in Life’s race they’re left a-stern. 





Mr. WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT, who was hitherto a strong Liberal 
of advanced views, now announces himself as a Conservative candidate 
for somewhere or other; which, of course, only proves that his best 
sensibilities have become Blunt-ed, 
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AWAY FOR THE HOLIDAYS, 
(INFORMATION EXTRACTED FROM More or Less RELIABLE SOURCES. ) 
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The G.O.M. has gone Yachtting. 
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Our Mary has gone on a visit to the Birthplace 
of the Immortal. 
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Lord Harris has been instructing his Illustrious 
Chief in the noble game of Cricket. 











Lord Wolseley has gone on another shooting expedition, 
Let us hope the cartridges won't jamb this time. 


Toole and Irving are spending their holiday 
up in a balloon. Channel, 


Mrs. Langtry has gone to swim across the 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER ON LAWN TENNIS. 


Ze adorable Mees Jollidogue, she demand of me if zat I go in for ze 
tennis of ye lawn, and I reply I know more of Tennyson ze lorn unshorn 
zan of tennis on ze shorn lawn, but zat mort de ma viel how I sall be 
so glads if she ze apple of my eye vill make me her pupil. Just zen my 
friend Jollidogue and his aunt join us, and togezzare ve all go chercher 
ze court of tennis. Zat is vy I sink ze Engleese lady like ze tennis, 
because it is ze game of courting. 

I tell Mees Jollidogue how I am sure she is a von clippare at tennis, 
because I hear her maiden aunt say she vas racketty girl, and she 
express to me how she is fond of ze cheek of her maiden aunt, 

Some von have chalk it up—ze court of tennis; but Jollidogue say 
ze net is not taut—vill I make it so? I explain how I am sorry I 
cannot, unless I am taught how. He say tighten ze guy rope, but I no 
see ze guy anyware, so much less ze rope. 

I am afraid I sall never comprehend your tennis, for ven Mees 
Jollidogue say she will start service, I inquire if she intend to go as 
maiden of all vorks, for she is too pretty to be ze cook vich is plain. 
She say I must not talk nonsense, but be sharp vit my returns. I reply, 
‘*Voi'a/ zare is my returns and my eye of bird; but I have not got 
a lights.” Before I have say more ze adorable girl have strike ze ball 
across ze net, vit her racket, and I strike it also—vit my nose. She 
demand how vas it I did not volley it; but I did volley it under my 
breff, vit ze volley of curse. 

Next I go to serve. I hit at ze ball, but it get out of ze vay, and ze 
aunt of Jollidogue say zat is a fault; but I tell her it vas not my fault. 
Ze aunt of Jollidogue say presently she is fifteen, I say, and ze rest; 
but I am surprise ven ze charming Mees Jollidogue say she is sirty, and 
I observe she do not look it. Jollidogue, he vat he call screw ze ball, 








and nearly screw out my eye; he say ‘‘deuce,” and I say ‘‘ze devil.” 
I go on hitting, but I strike nozzink, except vonce, ven I strike ze 
maiden aunt of Jollidogue on ze back of her head, and ask ten sousand 
pardons, 

Jollidogue and his sistaire zey get ‘‘ vantage” every time; ma /vi, I 
tell zem zey take vantage of my unexperience, £1 /in zey say zey have 
von ze sett. I reply zat zey have settle us, and enquire of ze maiden 
aunt of Jollidogue vat we have betveen us, and she reply zat ‘only 
love.” I say to myselve ‘not much,” and zink I must mind my ()'s 
and P’s, in case ze artful ole girls catch me in ze tennis net, 
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To “Pat”-riots! 


‘Don’t PAT” is the name of a forthcoming book, 
With ‘‘ Irishisms” ‘twill deal and not flatter ; 
But that manual has a suspicious look, 
For its counsel would seem to be simply, ‘f Don’t Pat"’-ter, 








Floral Fictions, 


THE beech is said to indicate prosperity— 

Then why be pessimistic, dull, and tearful? 
Come, let us all buy beeches with celerity, 

Then (if this ‘‘tip’ be true) we shall beech-eerful ! 





A NEW DRAMA is about to be produced, of which the title is to be 
Niagara, at which the critics greatly rejoice. Here there is plenty of 
cold water to be thrown upon it. 
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THE COMPLETE TOURIST.—NO. IV. THE PARTY WHO SCATTERS HIS FAVOURS. 
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flu is a beauty. He bestows right and left, and seldom retains anything to himself. ‘‘ That's right, Smithson,” he Says to his valet = take those things in with you 
I hate luggage in the carriage with me; but I daresay these second-class people won't object—will you? 
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You won't mind my putting them there ma'am? I always prefer to have my ** Ah !—that seat is engaged. My book is on it,” he also observes. 
fect up,” he remarks. 








Likewise he says to his promising offspring :—“' Mw dear hov or ee 14 1 : ‘ 
) S promising offspring :—" My dear boy, I can not bear t ‘earful din, If you must make a noise, do pray go and do it round the other seat 
over there 
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HIS LITTLE GAME. 


| THERE WAS A LITTLE MAN, AND HE HAD A LITTLE MASTER RANDY WAS HIS NAME, AND HIS PLAYFUL 
GUN LITTLE GAME 

|| AND HE WENT TO GIVE THE LITTLE BIRDS SOME WAS TO PEPPER THE OLD KEEPER IN THEIR STEAD, 
LEAD, LEAD, LEAD; STEAD, STEAD, 
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THE INNOCENT EDITOR, 


A SuoMMgeR TALE OF ARTFULNESS, 





PREFACE, 
I’m as cockey, I am, as the cockiest bird 
That sits in the bushes to twit; 
I'm ready for anything—give you my word— 
J) I feel so uncommonly ht. 
<e) (on I've something to tell, which I’m sure can- 
: J not fail 
- To shake you (with laughter) to bits— 
Why, bless you! The thing is so funny, my 
tale 
Itself has been ** thrown into fyttes,” 





FYTTE THE FIxksT, 
At night while the mail, on its holiday track, 
Sped onward with hissing of steam, 
I lay in my bed on the flat of my back, 
Evolving a wonderful scheme, 


’T was all about FuN, and its Editor, too, 
And, oh! it was artful and deep; 

I thought it all out, and arranged what to do, 
And then I composed me to sleep. 


I woke in the morning as blithe as a lark, 
And, rapidly rising from bed 

(My limited breakfast exciting remark), 
I rushed to the office and said : 














** Oh, Sir, though an Editor's greatly above 
Contributor-fellows like me, 

Ile often inspires them with fathomless love 
(Though humble, as fits their degree). 


** And, though your contributors harbour a store 
For you of the deepest and best, 

A/y personal share of affection is more 
Than that of the whole of the rest. 


** And, oh, in a modestly pitiful state 
I've come to you now to confess 
I've been deferentially woeful of late, 
And respectfully racked with distress, 
**Oh, Sir, you are working too hard, I can tell, 
Your eyes have grown heavy and strange, 
You're pallid and flaccid, and listless as well, 
And clearly in want of a change. 


**Ah, Editor dear, you should purchase ‘right now 
some suitable holiday togs, 

And off to the mountain’s precipitous brow 
With a gun and a couple of dogs ; 


**Or turn your pale face to the sunlight and blue 
Of a Mediterranean spot, 

And spend an enjoyable fortnight or two 
At some one’s expense on a yacht. 


‘*T know that you'll stick to your duties until 
The painfullest ailments accrue, 

But—think-—if you make yourself dreadfully ill, 
What w7// Mrs, Editor do? 

‘* Imagine the woe their dear Editor's pain 
Would bring your contributors, too— 

Oh, how could we ever be funny again 
If anything happened to you ? 

**Oh, please, by the very ners train to repair 
To the North or the Continent vo 

And as for your place in the Editor's chair, 
Ii) till it with pleasure, you know.” 








Although he’s an erudite Editor ours, 
He’s rather“an innocent chap ;| 

So he went for a holiday, gave me his pow'rs, 
And toppled right into the trap ! 


FyYTTE THE SECOND, 


Hurrah! He is gone! I am boss of the show! 
And monarch of all I survey ; 

The publisher bows to me ever so low, 
And the Office Boy’s bound to obey. 


I take each MS, a contributor brings, 
I smile a superior smile, ; 
And I cut out his little pet phrases and tl ings 
In strict editorial style. 


Then all the MSS. and drawings I claw, 
And pitch them aloft on a shelf; 

For I’m going to edit, contribute, and draw 
The whole of the number myself, 


* ~ * * * * 


I’ve caught that ** Knicknackery ” fellow alive, 
And finished his column, the coon ! 

I think GorDON THOMPsON will hardly survive, 
For I've just been and done his cartoon, 


I’ve battened FRANK SULLIVAN down with the c: als 
(As sailors do people on ships), 

For I know it would pain that most tender of souls 
To know I was drawing his slips. 


The chap who supplies us with goadings and stings 
I’ve got in a cupboard at bay, 

And I’ve done his political ver:es and things 
In a very superior way. 


The two BLUNDERBERRYS I’ve sent in a ‘ous 
To a distant and desolate shore, 

Where topics and politics never can fuss, 
Or Equivokes come any more. 


Our Parliament person I've hustled away, 
Where piles of *‘ back numbers ” are vast ; 

I’ve given that Nestor the book of a play, 
And set him to study the cast, 


The wild Exrra-SpECcIAL I’ve tied with a cord 
(The knot is unlikely to slip), 

I’ve made old TROPHONIOS drunk as a lord, 
And I've written the whole of his tip, 


The other contributors, every one, 
I’ve collared and bottled in jars ; 

I've gone round the corner and borrowed a pun, 
And ‘‘worked ” it in several ** pars,” 


I’ve done the whole number with exquisite taste, 
I’ve taken the whole of the pay; 

I've smothered the Office-Boy deep in his paste, 
And gagged the unfortunate Lay, 
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I've emptied the till, and I’ve given the slip 
To the gentlemen wearing the blue ; 

Oh, when he comes back from his holiday trip, 
What 7v7z// the poor Editor do? 


L’ENVOI, 
I wouldn’t mislead any reader of Fun, 
And so I must own that it’s true; 
These aren't so truly the things that I’ve done, 
As the things I am longing to do, 
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Mr. Stxanate (who ts betne consulted as to the accumulation of Youn 


COURSE, Mrs, LUCKI&8CHAPPY, WILL BE TO MAKE THE INFANT A WARD OF COURT, AND GET HIM AND HIS FORTUNE SAFELY IN 


CHANCERY,” 


Young Luckteciappy.~** WHO ARE YOU CALLING AN INFANT—I'M TURNED NINR. 
GEr ME IN CHANCERY, THE LAST TIME I WAS IN CHANCERY I Gor Two BLACK Eykgs,” 
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Luckiechappy's fortune during his minovrtly).—““1 THINK THRE BRS1 


AND I'LL KICK YOUR SHINS IF YOU TRY TO 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL GOES TO A RAILWAY 
MEETING. 


CONDEMNED as I am, Sir, to pass the present dull time in London— 
[ may say, ev passant, that I should like to show my dislike for it by 
passing it without speaking, whilst I was about it—I naturally seize on 
every chance of obtaining variety and relaxation, 

Last Tuesday, accordingly, for the first time in my life, I attended 
the half-yearly meeting of the Great Southern Railway Company; my 
intention being to, as far as possible, enliven proceedings. 

Having taken aseat, I was not long in making my presence evident. 

‘“‘Gentlemen,” began the chairman, ‘‘I suppose we may, as usual, 
take the report as read ?” 

I was upon my legs in a moment. 

‘‘One moment, Mr, Chairman!” I cried. ‘‘ May I ask what report 
it is you allude to?” 

‘*What report? Why, this report, sir;’—and with the same he 
ingrily waved a number of large white sheets of printed matter. 

‘‘Oh, you think we may take that as ‘red,’ do you?” Then I, for 
one, will do nothing of the kind; for if I declare white is red now, I 
may be asked to vote white is black before the meeting is over!” 

I said this very sternly, and then sat down ; whilst the directors at the 
Chairman’s table began to whisper together. Their final decision must 
have been to ignore my interruption, for the Chairman again rose and 
commenced his speech, during the delivery of which I took copious notes, 

He finished by offering to answer any questions put by the share. 
holders; and I was not quite quick enough in rising, for a little man 
on my right popped up and said—‘* Mr. Chairman, I should like you to 
give us some more information about our third-class rolling stock.” 

Then I exclaimed—‘“‘ If the shareholder on my right alludes to the 
third-class carriages I saw on the line yesterday, it is not the Company’s 
Kolling Stock, but its ‘ Laughing Stock,’ that he must mean.” 

Again sternly ignoring me, the Chairman said—‘‘In answer to my 
friend before me, I am glad toannounce that during the past six months 





we have put seventeen new third-class coaches on the metals, and have 
at this moment three in hand,” 

** Only three in hand!” I murmured; ‘‘ then I vote we make it one 
more, and all get elected to the ‘ Four-in-Hand’ Club on the strength 
of it.” 

Several of the younger shareholders laughed softly, and, encouraged 
by this sign of approval, I went on to say I had a resolution to move, 

‘‘Move it outside, then!” cried a Scotch shareholder, angrily, 
behind me. 

‘*Not I,” was my reply, ‘‘the only way for my resolution to get out- 
side, is for this meeting to set to and carry it!” 

“*()aestion!” roared the same Scotchman, who could evidently be a 
‘tart-un,’ even when he had not got on his plaid. 

“‘Very well, Mac,” I retorted cheerily, ‘I'll tell you what my 
question is. I want to know why the amount of dividend we pay per 
cent. is not properly sung out by the ‘ Percentor’ of the Company.” 

‘We can't deal with the motions of unknown individuals,” exclaimed 
the Chairman, sternly. 

‘‘Certainly not,’ said I. ‘*See though, it you can deal with my 
card, instead ?” and I duly passed up a slip of pasteboard, 

‘‘ And now,” I recommenced, — 

‘Stop, Sir!” cried the Chairman, ‘‘it is my turn to speak,” 

‘Oh, no it isn’t,” I returned. ‘‘ You've just dealt with my card, 
haven’t you? Well, you can’t deal and lead too, you know.” 

‘* Sir,” exclaimed the Chairman, ‘‘I must beg of you to say no more,’ 

Certainly,” I shouted, ‘‘No more. Then I’ve said what you 
wished.” 

‘* Tut, tut, Sir, you know what I mean. I must call you to order,” 

‘To order what, Mr. Chairman; I can only see water-bottles, and 
there’s no waiter in the room,” 

On this I was about to assure the Chairman that he would soon wish 


he had brought his lodging with him, as well as his ‘ Board,’ when, 


A 


after a hasty vote, the meeting was adiourned sine div. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


A VALUABLE ‘ WRINKLE!” 

IRST Oxsserver. Good Gracious ! 
What’s this? Why, if there 
isn’t Mr. Fon taking advantage 
of the absence of all the London 
Tramway servants for their ten 
seconds’ *‘rest” to get on the 
driving board of a tramcar, and 
drive off furiously ! 

SECOND OBSERVER. By Jove, 
look! He is urging that car 
wildly down a steep hill until it 
flies like the hurricane! Ila 
suddenly detaching the horsesand 
turning them aside out of dan- 
ger while the machine is at the 
height of its mad career, he 
dashes onward at sixty miles an 
hour into all the Various Tram- 
way Companys’ rolling stcck 
collected at the bottom of the 
hill, See, he has reduced the 
whole mass of them to minut: 
plinters; and now (while the 
Tramway chairmen and share 
holders gaze upon the scene of 
wreckage in mute dismay) he 
calmly alights and addresses a 
few words, accompanied by a 
knowing and friendly wink, to 








the Tramway servants, What 
does he say 
biksr On. He says: ** Ilere, 


my poor fellows ; mow you can have a day or two's rest while the Com- 
panies are rebuilding their rolling stock, bad cess to ’em.”’ 

SECOND On, I must really warn dear Mr. FUN of the terrible risk 
he runs of the direst penalties of the law involved by the frenzied and 
vindictive chairmen and shareholders. 

Mr, kun, Ih, old man? Oh—that’s all right. Look here—haven’t 
you read that case about the young woman who appropriated a hansom 
cab off astand, and drove it wildly about until she smashed it and 
dashed cut the horse's brains ? Oh, yes ; case was heard at Marlborough 
Street, and the magistrate said that there was ‘‘ no provision in the law 
which enabled him to deal with the case: the prisoner might be sum- 
moned by the police for driving without a license, Lut nothing else 
could be done in the matter.” And the young woman was restored to 
her friends, Y'see, I've had the foresight to provide myself with a 
license—so they can't do anything to me. 

hikst On, By Jingo, if he isn’t otf again, and appropriating a steam 
roller, Ile gets up steam, and dashes wildly at the battered statue of 
(Jueen Anne in front of St. Paul's, reducing it to powder. Now he 
steers the engine of destruction at the District Railway blowholes, and 
levels them with the dust—anon he demolishes the hoardings and sheds 
on the Thames Embankment. Now he goes at the rest of the London 
statues. Now he charges at the slums which are inviting the cholera to 
visit us. Now he ranges round the suburbs and razes the Crainless 
houses of the speculative builders put up with a similar purpose. Now 
he crushes the new and idiotic hat designed for the Beefeaters at the 
Dower, 

SECOND Ou, The police accost him—but he produces his driving 
license, and is allowed to proceed. Ile now appropriates the 7% /yphemus 
ramship, and, getting up a speed of eighteen knots an hour, runs full 
ult into an Admiralty yacht containing all the highly-paid and unneces 
sary Admiralty officials, and all those who doze while the navy is in- 
cfiicient, and all the contractors who swindle the department. Havirg 
ettled these, he turns his eighteen-knot attention to our absurd and 

eless gun-boats which will not float in a ripple, and sends ¢Aem to the 
bottom ; and now he charges at the great Admiralty store-ship in which 
all the red-tape is kept, and does for that. 

bik r On. After this he lands, ay parently somewhat fatigued. The 
police again approach, and conduct him to the Court of Queen's Bench, 
where, on flourishing his license, he is triumphantly discharged ; and 
goes home to his well earned tea. What a lot of good he Avs done in 
one day, to be sure! But it has touched up the Government, and they 
hurriedly meet in their slippers and pass a bill on the point, 
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Mr. WILFRED Lawson 


-* 


A is, We read, painting a large picture on a 
| parliamentary sul btless Mr. Wilfred Lawson is some connec- 
tion of his distinguished namesake, and the picture, we may take it, will 
be in teaver colours ! | | aia 
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Lines to an Illiterate Beauty. 


Sue is as beautiful as the flowers that so well become her, 
As picturesque as the old house she serves to grace ; 
She is as winsome as the seashore in the summer, '! 
She is as honest as the tints upon her face. 
The mischief had a hand in her formation, 
Whilst Beauty held her sway without restraint ; 
She'd be perfect, over all imagination— 
O! if she’d only give up saying “‘ ain’t.” 


A (S'il-vous) plait—upon Words, 
JUST now it appeareth to me, 
You holiday-folk would be gay ; 
And you'll like to go down to the sea, 
That is to say, Sea-’/-vous plait, 


ee ty 


The Right Stamp. 


THE projecied ‘** Po.t-Card and Stamped Envelope Public Supply 
Company (Limited)” is an enterprise that seems to bear upon the face 
of it the stamp of success, and if it succeeds—‘‘ there is no such word 
as fail” —the supply it promises will be unlimited. The public will be 
properly posted with the correct cards; and come fair fortune, come 
foul, everyone can be easily supplied with a plentiful surrounding of 


envel } Cs, 


The (Bed) Clothes of the Season. 


A LADY suggests, in an organ of fashion, that during the hot weather 
newspipers can be advantageously and healthily used in the place of 
counterpanes, But why counterpanes? Surely newspapers, if used for 
bedclothes at all, should he used as the *‘ print sheets,” which, in fact, 


they sre, 





HERR-ATIC BEHAVIOUR. 


SCENE—An Enlish Waterin> Place, 
Hers Trittenstein (on exercise bent, to Enolish Niece),.—“ Yoo 
FINDT DIS GRANDT SEKASITE BLACRk GooT SOMDIMES FOR TO 


\K& A MATCH, you YONG LATIES, RH?” 
sky ¢é.—** Ves, UNCLE$ BUT, JUDGING FROM 
WHICH YOU ARR ING, I SHALL ONLY GET A WALKIN 


THE PACER AT 
-MATCH.” 
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His Little Game. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Tue Autumn’s the time for shooting ; 
The sportsman gets ready his gun, 
And, deserting the streets, 
Flies to rural retreats 
To enjoy what to him may be fun. 


If the season was fair for hatching, 
Then probably sport will be good ; 
But if it was not, 
Fewer birds can be shot, 
And the sportsman bags less than he 
would. 


ANS 
eee ee. AY 
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When election-time’s near, the voters 
Are put in the place of the birds, 
At whom, just like game, 
Do the candidates aim, 
Whilst the pellets they fire with are 
words, 


Se 
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Then you keep a sharp eye on the 
shooters, 
And smile at their confident brag, 
And you wonder a bit 
What they’ll manage to hit, 
And how much they'll be able to bag. 


Jilted. 
RONDEL. 


I’m jilted—horribly jilted ! 
I'll have my revenge, or die ! 
So skyward her nose ‘* tip-tilted ’’— 
So starry each loving eye! 
The future of life she gilt-ed— 
And now I must wonder why. 
I’m jilted—horribly jilted ! 
I’ll have my revenge, or die! 





It may be that by-and-bye 
Death’s rapier—golden-hilted— 

Will be sweet as love’s first sigh, 
But I cannot forget—not I. 

I’m jilted !—horribly jilted ! 
I'll have my revenge, or die! 


THE 




















TRAM-CAR SLAVE AND THE TRAM-CAR DIRECTOR, 


‘An I nor A MAN AND A BROTHER?” 





A BITTER BLOW. 


‘The Beefeaters of the Tower are to be deprived of their gorgeous costume 
] 


people will soon begin to ask what's the good of a Conservative Government at ; 
These picturesque figures, 
The best of all sights in the Tower. 
Reforms and improvements, 
And various movements, 
Have swept certain landmarks away, 
But whate’er they effected, 
They always respected 
The Beefeaters’ gorgeous array. 


Most iconoclastic, 
And dreadfully drastic, 

Are modern reforms as a rule— 
All ancient-day glories, 
(According to Tories, ) 

Are spoilt by the Radical School— 
Not oft their demurring, 
Draws forth our concurring, 

But still, we, with grief, must confess, 
That we don’t feel toll-loll-ish 
Since some would abolish, 

The Beefeaters’ beautiful dress. 


Since Hal, Number Seven, 
No Radical leaven 

Has tried, with insidious power, 
To crush with its rigours 


Those Beings of Beauty, 

Serene in their duty, 
All visitors gaze on with awe ; 

For four hundred years, too, 

Both laughter and cheers, too, 
From Britons they’ve managed to draw. 

So, this horrible rumour, 

(Oh, say ’tis but humour, ) 


. Ifa protecting hand cannot be flung over our Beefeaters and their trimmings, 
il] ?""—S/andard.] 
Goes right through our hearts like a barb, 
We shudder, and cry, too, 
And can’t say ** Good-bye”’ to 
The Beefeaters’ glorious garb, 


Oh, well might the Standard, 
(Which lately has pandered 

To Liberal tactics, some say,) 

Say, ‘* What good are Tories, 
If these, our chief glories, 

Are allowed to be driven away?” 
Oh, how they'd have muttered, 
And flouted and fluttered, 

And called all the Liberals ** Brutes,’ 
If ¢hey, when in power, 

I{ad robbed from the Tower, 

Our Beefeaters’ beautiful suits. 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS PHILOSOFY.,. 


WEN we walk to destrukshun it is best tew walk with our eyes shut. 

Religun and faith are the windoes that lite up the howse of life. 
, I will kontinue to tell the trewth, altho’ I hev not yet maid anything 
vy it. 

One harf of humanity is not worth looking at, and the uther harf is 
not worth speaking to, 

It is always best to keep on the safe side. 

I find it usually better to speak about a ‘‘ gentleman and a lady” than 
to speak about a *‘ gentleman and his wife.” 





Men and Things 


Tue boatman is not particularly fond of romance ; but the ferry-man, 
of course, goes in for ferry-tales. 

The carpenter does not mince matters; he usually goes in for plane 
speaking. 

The coal operative finds it very hard to get credit, because it is insisted 
that he is a ‘wor, 

The coal-heaver’s favourite expression is ‘‘ by the weigh.” 

The bigamist often is a fit object for a show as a foo wedded (two 
headed) person. 

During the recent very hot nights most people were very unnappy ! 
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WortTHING, I would I could sing of thee 
With a voice rich, aldermanic, 
In tones that farthest remov'd might be 
k'rom frivolous or mechanic; 
Ah! how I would praise 
Thy serious ways, 
Thy pleasures so unsatanic ! 


Thou’rt made to comfort a wealthy man 
Whose place is assur'd in heaven, 
Whose life is led on a rigid plan ; 
Who solemnly dines at seven ; 
Who never makes jokes, 
On no account smokes, 
And goes to bed at eleven. 


OF THEH WATERING- 


No, V.—WorTHING, 


Worthing, respectable, well-to-do, 
Not to say aristocratic, 
Will not compare (I'll admit to you) 
With towns on the Adriatic, 
At least in the eyes 
(Of those who despise 
Cleanness and quiet emphatic, 


But go to Worthing if you are rich, 

And don’t care for gallivanting ; 
Decorum’s brought there to such a pitch, 
You'll find it, perhaps, enchanting ; 
lor six, eight, or ten 
Olive branches then, 
There's no better sea-side planting, 


PLACBHBS. 


There 4e good people think Worthing ‘‘slow, ” 
The slowest of south-coast stations ; 
I'd strongly advise them not to go 
There for their autumn vacations ; 
/’d only go there 
For rest and for air, 
Or to visit genteel relations. 


JUST OUT. 
Price One Shilling. Post-free, 18. < 


DONE IN THE DARK, 


A Sensational Story, 
By ARTHUR T. PAS K. 
V" OFFICE, 133 FLEET STRELT, E. 
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9 Richest Custard! Withoat | 
EK !! Half the Cost 
BIRD endl teeutie' it Chotce ! 
Delicious! A Great Luxury !! | 
you get | 
BIRD'S 
A Gd. Packet ts | 
Pints, a rs. | 
Packet for 7 
Pints. | 


ALFRED BIRD & BONS, Devonshire Works, 
Birmingbam. 
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BRANDAUERS C'S 
POINTEDPLINO 





Write as smoethtly as s lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, 
the points being rounded by a new pr ess Siz Prize Medals 
awarded. Assorted Sample Box, 64. ; post-free 7 stamps, from 
C BRANDAUER & CO.'S PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM 


CAUTION.—If 
Cocoa thickens in the 
Cup, it proves the 
addition of Starch. 











GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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A FRIEND SHOULD BEAR HIS FRIEND'S INFIRMITIES., 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 
OOLE’S,—During the absence 
of Messrs. Toole and Co, in 
the provinces the management 
of this theatre has fallen into 
the hands of Mr. William 
Duck, assisted by Miss Ewer- 
etta Lawrence—or vice versa. 
The version of Von Moser’s 
Ultimo, adapted and presented 
by the lady one afternoon 
some time ago at the Strand, 
forms the staple of the bill. 
This piece is supposed to have 
undergone revision since its 
first production, but whether 
that is so or not, it is a some- 
what shambling, _ ill-con- 
structed work as it stands. 
There seems a nervous anxiety 
on the part of the manage- 
ment, too, lest it should be 
forgotten that Von Moser is 
the author of the original of 
The Private Secretary; what 
this has to do with the matter at all is not very clear, unless it is intended 
to remind us that the latter work was ill-constructe<| and a failure to be- 
gin with—if ‘ha? is so, why don’t those concerned take the lesson to heart? 





Too.r's.—Tug MANAGERIAL Hat. 


I pon’T want to convey the impression that you will not get a good 
deal of hearty amusement out of Ox ’Change (as the English version is 
called) because you will—that is, if you can be amused atall. There 
are some really funny situations in it, and some that are not funny at all 
are made so by the acting, which, as a matter of fact, and in spite of 
the odium attached to comparisons, is about six times as good as that in 
The Private Secretary. Above all, there is a clever bit of character (the 
Scotch Professor) acted with extraordinary fidelity and humour bya 
new comer, Mr, Felix Morris, which will probably save the piece—just 
as the well-acted, quaint and truthful humour of the principal character 
in The Private Secretary probably saved that piece. On ’Chanze is, in 
fact, a very funny piece, which, witha little point in the dialogue, and 
the exhibition of a little elementary knowledge in the construction 
would be both funnier and brisker, 





THe piece, as I write, has enjoyed a run of five nights, and is adver- 
tised as an ‘‘unprecedented success.” If Miss Lawrence and Mr, 
Duck regard five nights as an unprecedented success, they must be rather 
easily satisfied, or have hitherto met with rather ill-fortune. Then— 
in pursuance of an undoubted right of an actress who is also a mana- 
geress (and certainly by no other right)—Miss Lawrence has her name 
‘starred in the bills’’—but why does Miss Kosini Filippi enjoy the 
same proud distinction? This lady has the true touch and instinct of an 
actress, but in a crude and undoveletaa state, and has neither the ability 
or position entitling her to **‘ big letters,” 


THe acting, as I have already hinted, is good, Mr, W, Farren is as 
frolicsome and lively as a kitten throughout, with a sustained briskness 
and donhomie which, however, he never permits to deviate beyond the 
line of nature—to the increased comicality of the impersonation, of 
course. Mr, Felix Morris’s performance is one to be seen, not described, 
such a masterly study of character has not been seen for some time. 
Mr, Gerald Moore gives one of his finished performances of a “ giggling 
idiot,” an ultra-farcical part, which he somehow manages to os ac- 
ceptable, and even amusing—probably by a certain quietude and ab- 
sence of buffoonery. Mr, Yorke Stevens plays the “young man” in 
very good style, but he needs to have himself a trifle more in hand yet. 
Miss Grace Otway and Miss Filippi perform their tasks without offence, 
but the female element, as a whole, is weak, and except for a certain 
charm of appearance, which, however, is not extraordinary, Miss 
Lawrence has as yet shown no qualifications for the stage. 





Nops AND WINKS.—Towards the end of the month—perhaps on the 
19th—Mr, Henderson will reproduce Fa/éa at the Avenue, with Miss 
Wadman (who originally played the gipsy, you know), in the title 
part. /ndiana, Audran’s new piece, is to follow on, Miss Violet 
Cameron, Messrs. Hayden Coffin, Arthur Roberts, Sam Wilkinson, and 
others are to be *‘on the staff ;” and a piece called Manon is also hinted 
at. This promises well.—The Holborn Theatre—in connection with 
which Mr, Wrecks Pierson, though manager thereof for the shortest 
time on record, is most widely remembered—will shortly re-Holborn 
under the management of Mr. Mat Kobson, a gentleman who performed 
the unprecedented feat of keeping the New Sadler’s Wells continually 
going for nearly two years. NESTOR, 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTorR oF “ Foun.” 


IR, —Always right, Sir, always ; and there- 
fore ‘‘ Right again! right again! right 
again!” isthe cry. Who sent you abso- 
lute second and third for the Ebor? 
Hooray! Beat that if you can and take 


my 


TIP FOR THE PEVERIL OF THE 
PEAK PLATE. 


Ir is almost unnecessary, perhaps, and 
superfluous to state 
That public interest is undeniably and 
influentially centred 
In the hippic contest in the county of 
Derbyshire known as the Peveril of 

the Peak Plate, 

And a glance at the list they publish will reveal with sufficient plain- 
ness to the merest tyro that a good many trustworthy animals 
have been carefully entered. 

But the Prophet feels clear in his own multifarious mind, 

Though, as you know, he is not at all in the habit of boasting, 

That a horse, or two, he is certain to eventually find 

Good for long shots, or post betting, or as he has (in my humble 

opinion) very aptly christened the latter, posting. 


First of all there is Lord Zetland’s very aristocratic beast 
(And Prism is its name), which, under ordinary circumstances, I 
should look upon as being an indubitable scorer, 
I wouldn’t mind putting all I am worth (and that’s no little sum) on his 
chance of succeeding in the least, 
But the ten pound extra he has to carry, I am sadly afraid will prove 
a floorer. 
Despair, however, will offer a considerable outside chance, 
To the happy dispositioned person to whom it is wholly immaterial 
whether he wins or loses, 
While Lucerne, who’s rather famous, on the whole, for leading people 
a dance, 
May be used as a medium for acquiring a very respectable fortune in 
ready money on settling day, by anybody in the mortal universe 
who chooses, 


Eastern Emperor, it is only proper to remark, appears to offer sport 
Of a highly satisfactory and remunerative description, such as, I am 
sure cannot fail to satisfy my large circle of friends, admirers, and 
followers (who are by no means one and the same), although, 
generally, they are abominably exacting, 
Then Clochette, who’s recent success in the Ebor raises her a good deal 
in my opinion, is one of the proper sort, 
And will doubtless get a lot of custom at short prices, and be a con- 
siderable amount of professional and amateur notice attracting. 
But the Old Man has no reason to be any too sweet on the lot of them, 
and as far as he can see 
There’s nary one of them so out-and-out and uncommonly fine that 
there’s nothing likely to get up and say, ‘‘I’ll defeat them ; ” 
In point of fact I feel pretty well convinced in my own mind from what 
I’ve seen and heard, if you ask me, 
That Sandiway and the Duke of Richmond have the thing between 
them, and they’ll win, one or the other, I shouldn’t like to say 
which, but I don’t know anything running can beat them, 


And so no more at present, from yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS, 











Re-“ Cant ”-ation. 


A RADICAL journal asserts that ‘* Election time is mostly a Saturnalia 
of Cant.” Well, well, if that be so, we must not moor ourselves too 
closely to it, lest we become cant-anchor-ous, 





Art in the Kitchen. 
[A servant of Lady Archibald Campbell’s is to be the next débutante.) 
“‘SCULLERY-MAID! Law, no, mem! I’m sure as there must be 
sum mistaik; I thought as ’ow you wanted a /reemer donner, or 2 
walking lady at least }” 





THE police of Frankfort showed great brutality and little intelligence 
when arresting five British subjects *‘ by mistake,” We must not be too 
hard on them, however. The constables of a town chiefly famous for 
unscrupulous money-lenders, questionable sausages, sour beer, and 
strong smells should not be judged as sound, sane human beings. 
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“WITH A VENGEANCE.” 
MOSSOO ROCHEFORT DEFIES ZE DICKEY BIRDS OF ALBION TO ZE COMBAT MORTAL. 








A Friend in Need (?) 


(‘* Earl Carnarvon’s tour in the West of Ireland has been a great success, Every- 
- here he was most enthusiastically received.”] 
tne ell 
| , ME LONG LOST BRITHER long-lost bro- 
/ / ” 1? Ue ther, 
af, ) Me love for ye’s 
intinser 
Than e’er it was 
for t’other— 
That spalpeen 
av a Spincer !” 
So saith quaint 
Pat, embrac- 
ing 
Carnarvon’s 
cautious peer— 
| Their arms thus 
yt interlacing 
As you behold 
them here ! 


Oh, foolish Pat, 
to fancy 
Your land (to 
Gladstone deb- 
tor) 


$ By Solly’s ne- 

i: cromancy 
Will ever be 

made better ! 
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You in Carnarvon glory 
In your excited style— 

But when did e’er a Tory 
Do good to Erin’s Isle? 





Men and Things. 
TueRE is nothing like going to the best house to buy clothes. In Paris 
one feels assured one is getting one’s money’s Worth, 
It is tolerably well known that slaveys are all more or less waltzers : 
this arises from the fact that they are dancing attendance, And last, but 


not least, why isa rat pie like a ducal robe ?—Because it is made of 


vermin | 








Tailor M.P.s. 


(The Amalgamated Tailors of Great Britain and Ireland lately pledged themselves 
to raise all necessary expenses amongst the Members for the purpose @ returning one 
of their own members to the House of Commons.) 


THe Amalgamated Tailors have a resolution made 

That they should have in Parliament a Member of their trade, 

And Mr. FUN agrees with them, for it is often seen, j 
That though they’re fond of ** cabbage,” as a rule they are not ‘‘green.” 


’Tis certain that their Member, though his style might be sew-sew, 
Would in the House of Commons no un-seam-ly conduct show, 
And if a Tailor Member might not eloquence achieve, 

When any ‘‘ fit” affair was on, he wouldn’t take his (s)leeve. 


And o- some Members he might “cut” if they should make him 
wroth, 

To Churchmen he’d be civil for he’d reverence the ** cloth.” 

A friend to all good ‘* measures,” too, if not to ‘* Bills” he’d be, 

In fact, you'd give him credit for a sensible ‘*(H)em” P. 


And though he’s used to ‘‘ breaches,” he would choose a proper groov: 
And if he made new garments, he a ‘‘turn”’-coat couldn't prove ; 

In short, a ‘‘ snip” M.P. would be unto his trade much use, 

But our tailor friends must take good heed they don’t select a‘ goose “ 





Floral Fictions. 


‘‘Tue ash means grandeur.” True; but when 
Your grand one extra-rash is, 

The ash becomes a plural then— 
For grandeur turns to ash-es ! 





FATHER (UAILY lately buried, with due dignity, the defunct Crinie’ 


| Act. The imposing ceremony took place at Knockamore. A dummy 


document was covered up in a coffin, and carefully screwed down. A 
very pleasant little service having been read over the remains, the coffin 
was lowered into a trench, one of the bystanders exclaiming joyously, 
**Down wid the landlords, Knockamore bhoys! We'll be able to 
knock ’em off like rabbits now. Divil a bit o’ er, and very trifliog 

se to anybody, bedad!” Luckily the priest didn’t hear the 
** patriot,” or be might have excommunicated him. 





Tue only fusion Mr, Abbot is likely to effect. —Confusion. 
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that the house is fit for human habitation. 
But to prove that any particular illness is the result 








sseee 
ss sene’ 


SSAA 








ss eee 





SSS 
see se SIA, 
WANNA & a 85 va 

« > WAN = 

SS SSSR AAS . 
SOE BAW = 
~ 

—— 

j 


it WN — SY .--. 
4 reece 


™ ~N 


== . ~~ ee 
SSS ss 
WAS sse SAAR 
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And he casts off his roteg¢, and traps him down, and shuts him up for ever ! 
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THE FALSELY FRIENDLY GERM. 


‘*Ugh!” says the speculative 


Then you subpoena it, 
"Nice gratuitous way you've behaved, after all I've done 


Classes Bill, ev 
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the lessor will be liable 
of the defects is another matter.— Vewsfafer. | 


" Pooh! Nothing easier. You just have to mark down and capture the particular germ that emerged from the defective drain, and made you ill. 


at the glorious after-effects. 


builder to the germ. 
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OR, THE MODERN ANDROMEDA. 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


A MacistratTeE thinks it highly culpable for ladies to carry purses in 
their hands, and so tempt thieves. Following up this gentleman’s theory, 
it is iniquitous for the daughters of Eve to 
walk about with rosy lips uncovered ; and 
amorous robbers who steal kisses should be 
pitied when charged with the offence, 


THE new explosive ** helloftite,” which is 
said to be considerably more dangerous and 
destructive than nitro-glycerine, has not 
been invented by his Satanic Majesty. It 
is the discovery of one Hellhoff, a subject 
of Holy Russia. A hollow tooth filled 
with this deadly compound would be suffi- 
cient to blow up Westminster Abbey. At 
least O’Donovan Rossa and Henri Roche- 
fort assert so, The inventor is more reticent 
on the subject. 


SPAIN has been having a very rough time 
lately. Yet the devastating inundations 
which took place in Murcia, last winter’s 
terrible earthquakes in Andalusia, the swarms of locusts that have de- 
vastated the plains of La Mancha, the crop-destroying hailstorms in the 
Asturias, and the cholera plague which has already killed more than 
thirty thousand Spanish subjects, are all looked upon by haughty 
Spaniards as trivial annoyances when compared with that irritating sore, 
the annexation of the twopenny-halfpenny Caroline Islands by Prince 
Bismarck, 








Iv Prince Bismarck insists on permanently hoisting the German flag 
on those reeking dustbins the Caroline Islands, the Spaniards should 
feel amused rather than otherwise. The dictator of Europe soiling his 
hands by raking over such rubbish is humorous, 


Tue good folk of Thurso, Caithnesshire, take their pleasure sadly on 
week-days, On Sundays, clad in spotless broadcloth, and soft, sweet- 
scented fustian, they engage in the blessed occupation of sweet melan- 
choly chastened with whisky. At last, merrymaking is to be the order 
of the Thurso Sabbath. After a heated discussion on the subject of 
Sabbath desecration, the majority of the Thurso Parochial Board has 
decided to open the cemetery a few hours on Sundays for public walking 
and recreation, No person or persons are to be allowed to stand for 
more than fifteen minutes in front of the same tombstone, lest enjoy- 
ment should become immoderate, and out of keeping with the day. 


A SALVATION ARMY drummer in a fit of enthusiasm mistook his wife 
foradrum, Ile isnow picking oakum and dancing on the twirling 
treadmill in consequence. It is doubtful whether he will be decorated 
when he comes out of gaol, 


WE should like to lock the clerk of the weather in a dining-room 
peopled with half-a-dozen healthy old gourmands armed with carving- 
knives and forks, and peep through the keyhole to gloat over the clerk's 
fate. The gourmand does not like his beans and late peas ruined for 
want of rain; but when it comes to partridges being weak in numbers 
and bad in condition through lack of summer showers, the gourmand 
naturally uses bitter language should the abominable conduct of the 
clerk of the weather be cven mentioned, We strolled into a club the 
other night and found five elderly gentlemen in tears. ‘‘ Bad news !— 
who is dead?” we cried anxiously. ‘* Who’s dead?” moaned one old 
man indignantly, ‘*Dead—bah! Listen here,’’ and, picking up a 
paper, he read in choked tones, ‘The long drought has had a most 
distressing efiect on partridges ; their food has been so scarce that they 
have died off by thousands, and many of the surviving birds are ina 
most delicate state of health.” Here emotion entirely overcame him, 
and a grouse had to be passed under his nose before he gave any signs 
of coming to, a 


A Brisro. constable lately saved two lives by jumping into the water 
after a couple of people belonging to the class that seems to take a posi- 
tive pride in getting drowned, While calling attention to the above 
case, or rather cases of gallantry on the part of the officer, a correspon- 
dent suggests that all water police should be provided with waistcoats 
partially made of indiarubber when on duty—waistcoats equally easily 
inflated by the soft, sweet breath of an afiectionate elderly cook or a 
tender young housemaid—waistcoats that would buoy gallant constables 
up while battling with inky waves—waistcoats that would conduct a 
sweet magnetic sensation through policemen’s breasts while pulling out 
idiots, inebriates, and suicides from highly-scented swirling pools— 
waistcoats that, though their owners were shivering and chilled to the 
marrow, would inspire thoughts of steaming marrow-bones, hot batter- 





a4 Pudding, and tooth 


me rabbit-pie. 





BURGLAR (soliloguising). Yet how to crack his crib—that is the rub ! 


JONES, 








THE HOLIDAY SPIRIT. 


A very careful person is this Jones, 

Who, having purchased store of valuables 

With hard-earned gold, doth safely hoard them up 

Under the tutelage of lock and key, 

And fireproof safe, and cunning secret drawer, 

And baffling bolt and window-fastening! _ 

How to——lI have it! To my good old friend 

The frolic SprRiT of the HOLIDAYS— 

A potent genius he, whose influence 

No feeble mortal creature (with the means 

Of taking holiday) resisteth ever. 

Him will I seek ; he is the hearty friend 

Of all and sundry ; he will gladly aid 

The humble burglar seeking ways and means. 
(Enter the CAREFUL JONES.) 

I am the Careful Jones. Behold me make 

My nightly tour around my residence 

To make assurance sure that all the shutters— 

(I have expensive shutters lined with steel)— 

And all the locks—(those costly patent locks)— 

And all the bolts, are fastened and secure. 

Not once have I, in thirty-seven autumns, 

Neglected this—eh? ‘‘Autumns” did I say? 

No, no; we'll make it *‘ winters.” In the winter 

I am indeed myself, the Careful Jones, 

Whose watchful eye doth leave no fastening 

Undone ; while each recurring fatal autumn 

Hath seen some strange accursed influence 

Steal o’er me, which—I shudder at recalling 

The circumstance—what is this sudden light? 


(Zhe HOLIDAY SPIRIT appears.) 


Once more, O dreaded Spirit! Oh, have mercy 

For some eleven months of each sad year 

Of thirty-seven years, have I amassed 

And hoarded up the precious means of buying 

Luxurious items in the way of plate, 

And jewelled rings, and other articles ; 

And bought those things, and sternly guarded them, 

Never neglecting trusty lock and bolt 

Till the succeeding autumn, when thy form 

Hath come before me; and, with witching power 

And strange unboly spell and influence, 

Thou hast bewildered my poor mortal brain 

Until it thought of nought but holidays, 

And I have left my fastenings unsecured, 

And lost those costly items one and all. 

Oh, spare me! Horror! Madness! Once again! 

[Zhe HOLIDAY SPIRIT waves his wand, and gently tickles ii.é 

CAREFUL JONES with the end of it. JONES feedly resists, 
tut raipdly gives way to the mystic influence, and ts los’, 
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Holiday Song of the CAREFUL JONES, 
Away to the rollicking, reckless grouse 
Away to the briny sands ! 


Away to the Continent! Leave the house 
All just as it—(darn it !)—stands, 

Away to the breakers that wail and wash, 

And a fig for attending to bolts and bosh ! 


Come, Jane and Jemima, domestic dolts, 
I beg of you, turn the back 
For omce in a season our bars and bolts, 
And usefully help me pack : 
Oh, bother the burglar and all his kin! 
Oh, twaddle! What odds if he does get in: 
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Peakins promised Miss Fetchem a grand present of game 
the result of his own sh voting on the ‘* First.” 





He comes “ back to town again,” and remembers there is an old custom 
much honoured by unsuccessful sportsmen. 
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But just when he has made a bargain, and is prepared to carry off the prize to Mi 

letchem, thus saving his reputation as a sportsman, the object of all his ambition and her 
mother, like accusing spirits, stand before the astonished Peakins, who rushes wildly away 
in all the agonies of despair. 




















A Warning to Wooers. 
(Or, A Comic SONG FOR COURTING-FOLK.) 


[A Lady, writing to a weekly paper, says—‘‘ To propose to a girl in her own 
. is the only time that promise 


in the afternoon, is madnes he evening 
possibility of success.”’} 
Now, courtship, I fancy you all will agree, 
Is a very important affair ; 
And lovers more often successful would be, 
If they’d show just a little more care, 
They either are awkward whene’er they propose, 
Not polished and nice (like this rhyme) ; 
While often your lady-love turns up her nose 
Because you select the wrong time ! 


CHORUS. 


For evening’s the time to propose, dear boys ; 
She then with your offer will close, dear boys. 
In the eventide’s hush, 
She’ll say ** Yes,” with a blush ; 
So don’t pop the question till evening ! 


**Don’t propose to a girl ‘neath her governor’s roof, 
In the earlier part of the day ;” 
Thus our lady-adviser, for lovers’ behoof, 
Gives advice in a practical way. 
Such proposals are madness, according to fer, 
Whose words I have quoted above ; 


And ’twould seem that no failure would ever occur, 
If you’d please recollect, when in love— 


home CHoRUS, 


ss That evening’s the time to propose, dear boys, 
When the old folks are just on the doze, dear boys, 
Her love she'll confess, 
With a sweet little ‘* Yes,” 
If you save your proposal till evening ! 


And yet, after all, this advice seems to me 
Of a needless, nonsensical kind ; 

If by Cupid you’re caught, you may reckon that /- 
A chance for proposing will find. 

Yes, providing your dear one but loves yeu at all ; 
Her affection she cannot well mask ; 

And it doesn’t much matter what time you may call, 
That question of questions to ask. 


Cuorvs, 


Any time is the time to propose, dear boys, 
As true love’s experience shows, dear boys. 
If at noontide her glance 


























Shows your suit has a chance, 
You need not hang back till the evening ! 





A TeRRA-INCOGNITA TO SPORTSMEN,—‘* The Moors in Sp 
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THE DREADFULLEST YARN OF ALL. 


(See recent trosecutions for overcrowding pleasure steamers.) 


Tue sailor-man strutted about 
the quay ; 
He filled the marine parade : 
‘* The perils of wind and wave,” 
said he, 
‘*Of wave and of wind,” he 
sayd, 


are to me; 


trade, 


landsman know 
Of scupper, and shroud, and 
starn, 
billows as bluster, and 
blasts as blow, 
And spinnin’ ’em into yarn, 
And tellin’ it thrillin’, and deep, 


And 


in cream, 
And ally campane and beer ; 
If enny one showed him a wave he’d scream, 
And cockle right up with fear!” 


The noticing seaman had scarce defin’d 
The citizen’s well-known traits, 
When one of that justly-derided kind 
Came by as he went his ways ; 
The mariner gave him a well-design’d, 
uperior, sneerful gaze, 


jut—strange to relate it—he did not shrink, 
That man of the easy chair ! 

He calmly accepted, without a blink, 
The seaman’s unnerving stare : 

Hfowever unlikely it looks in ink, 
fle didn't appear to care! 


**]’ll spin you a yarn,” were the words he said— 
His words to that ocean-brave !— 

**T’'ll spin you a story of fear and dread, 
Concerning the rolling wave,” 

The mariner mottled all green and red, 
And yearned for an early grave. 


Ile grappled that mariner by the ear, 
He grappled him round the wrists, 

And told him the story of Shrimpville pier, 
And the thousand excursionists 

Who crowded the paddle-boat Gingerlee) 
He told of her starbud lists. 


IIe told how the steamer was built, and meant 
For carrying fifty souls ; 

He up and he gave the exact extent 
Of each of her awful rolls ; 

Ile told of the passengers crammed and pent 
In the place that was meant for coals, 


He told of the funnel (designed for smoke) 
O’ercrowded with festive chaps, 

How, further, the boiler was filled with folk 
(And most of ’em boiled to scraps) ; 

And how they were thick on the mast, which broke ; 
And other allied mishaps, 


And when to the finish that tale he'd told, 
That mariner sobbed, ‘I see, 

There’s never a yarn in #y poor old hold 
As’ll ever come hup to he!” 

And ye never shall comfort him—not with gold— 
For his mortified van-i-tee | 





‘* Are known unto none as they 


And pitchin’ ’em strong’s my 


‘*Oh, what should the pitiful 


and slow, 
; As ‘ud puzzle the cove to 
Y ; “2b larn? 
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ZZ see a ‘‘The landsman he lays in 
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FROM MADGE. 


Dgar Netty,—Of course, after Parliament rose 
Metropolitan glory all faded 

(The season ere ‘iat had become comatose, 
And the bulk of us haggard and jaded). 

There’s nothing like London to spoil your good looks, 
Or, as Bob would say, nothing so ‘‘ gravels,” 

So we packed up our dresses, and bonnets, and books, 
And started at once on our travels. 


We've done a good deal,—in a general way, 
We didn’t leave very much u7done— 

But what was the sequence I cannot quite say, 
Though I know that we s/ar/ed from London, 

We saw many mountains and rivers, my pet, 
And many a city and valley, 

And one thing /’// not very quickly forget 
Is the passage from Dover to Calais ! 


But Paris we saw, and Cologne, and Berlin, 
And Monaco, I think, and Lake Como, 
We went up the Righi and stopped at an inn, 
Far above all the genus called Homo, 
Towards the Engadine our footsteps were led, 
And, although I forget, I don’t doubt it, 
Because of the joke which Bob made when he said, 
‘* There’s no fun, Madge, En-gaddin’ about it!” 


The Tyrol as well with some terrible climbs, 
(Though Bob called them all Tyroleasy !)— 

And its not a bad place for enjoying good times, 
And its mostly uncommonly breezy— 

Then we touched on our tour, the remarkable Rhine 
(With its tales and its mud), just a minute, 

Lucerne or Lausanne (or them both, I opine), 
And I’m certain that Venice was in it. 


A number of other fine places and things 
We managed to passingly visit— 

If there’s anything better than travel that brings 
Us a mental expansion,—what is it ? 

And now we’re at Margate (the place I like best), 
As ma from the first has intended ; 

For all we’re determined on having a vest, 
As soon as our holidays ended, 


We’ve been here a month, and that Fred has come down 
With a load of the loveliest presents, 

Though, pa asked him home (where /e’s gone), vii town 
On a visit to turnips and pheasants ; 

But Fred likes the island of Thanet, he says, 
And I find I get quite to adore it, 

For he knows all about its most intricate ways, 
And together we go and explore it. 


3ut the sun appears scarcely so hot as it was, 
And the water is certainly colder, 
Two things, I imagine, arising because 
The year is decidedly older, 











So, soon a fine day for a journey we'll cadge 
(I hope a less windy and dry day), 
Then home! Your affectionate relative, 


21 Thanet Terraces, Friday. 


MADGE., 








CONUNDRUM.—When a young lady goes toa dentist for some artificial 


| teeth, what sort of voice may we assume she has ?—A-false-set-oh ! 
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An “Element”-ary Effusion. 


(A Conservative weekly says, ‘‘ Fortune seems determined to smile on | 
the Conservative Government—even the harvest has entered into the 
conspiracy of general good behaviour. Should the elements be 
kind, prosperity and the Conservative Government will have come in to- 
gether, and the omens could hardly be neglected by the agriculturists | 
when the day of ballotting shall arrive.”] 


()UITE delighted are the Tories, 
As they crow in joyous style, 
Saying ‘* Fortune in them glories, 
And on them has vowed to smile.” 
If the harvest is abundant, 
They expect success to find ; 
Yea, their joy will be redundant, 
Should the elements prove kind. 


You'll observe they make no mention 
Of their views on men and things ; 
Nor of their own dissension 
Through the mud that Randy flings. 
They promise not repentance 
For the muddles they designed 
No—their hope’s all in that sentence— 
‘* Tf the elements prove kind!” 





They do not say, ** The peasant | 
Shall from ws receive redress, 

That his lot may be more pleasant, 
We reforms will onward press.” 

No; they think if Hodge can witness 
Ileavy crops, he'll be resigned, 

That he’ll doubt not Tories’ fitness | 
‘* If the elements prove kind !”’ 


Thus, if crops should prosper gaily, 
(Heaven grant they may, indeed), 
Then the Tories will vow daily, 
That ’tis owing to ¢/etr creed. 
And they murmur, ‘‘ Zen no foemen | 
’Mid the farming class we’ll find, | 
They will bless ws for the omen, 
Should the elements prove kind!” = 


If Prosperity and Tories 
Thus together should come in, 
‘* We,” they say, ‘‘ shall reap great glories, 
And our cause we thus shall win.” 
Thus, they’re looking to the weather, 
Not to any strength of mind ; 
And they think they’ll hold together 
‘Should the elements prove kind !” 


ME.” 
























































TOO BIG AN AFFRONT TO BE POCKETED. 


Paterfamilias,—“ WHY, WHAT’S 
ILL, FH?” 

Freddie.—** No, SiR, 11’s THE MATER! 
CORBORY’S IN A HURRY, AND INSISTS ON ME LRINGING IT BACK WITH 


THR MATTER, FREDDIE? TAKEN 


SHE WANTS SOMETHING FROM 


Pater.—** WELL, WELL; IT ISN’T A BAND-LOX, I suppose?” 
Freddie. —** No, Sir, 1T’s A BOX OF PILLs,.” 








oe ee 


A SAILING ON THE SEA! 


THEODORE Hook didn’t like sea-bathing. He said he didn’t like 
pickles externally applied. Dr. Johnson said a ship was a prison, with 
a chance of being drowned. Both these philosophers, although they 
got their living in Fleet Street, suffered occasionally from slight attacks 
of truth. What does any sane being want to make such a row about 
the sea for? Geta packet of Tidman’s sea salt and put it into a pail 
of hot water beside you, then recline on a rocking-chair after having 
devoured hastily a fat ham-sandwich. Rock yourself violently and 
inhale the salt steam. It’s every bit as good as a steamboat journey, 
and a great deal cheaper. Some people say—Andrew Clarke, Esq.— 
that the salt air makes you sleep. Bah! Takeared herring to bed 
with you, and put it under your pillow, you'll sleep a million times 
better. The bosh that’s talked about the sea is simplyawful. ‘* Venus 
came from out the sea.” Oh! did she? So do star-fish, jelly-fish that 
sting you like mad—sharks, poisonous mussels, and octopods. What on 
earth do you want to go to the seaside at all for? To sit for hours ona 
beach staring at a lot of wretched boats, while some lying old coast- 
guardsman squirts tobacco juice all over the place, and offers to lend 
you his telescope for drinks, 

The Spaniards in Mexico, when they came round to see the sea for 
the first time, yelled out, ‘‘Thalassa!” They didn’t come down here 
to Boggleton-sur-mer. If they had seen the sea in the harbour here for 
the first time, they would have smelt it too, and, holding their noses in 
their fingers, bolted back to the railway station as fast as their legs could 
have carried ’em. Thesea—bah! I’mliving here ata beast of a joint- 
stock hotel. There’sa beastly **back-my-bill” look in the manager’s eyes 
that is simply dreadful to me, I’m rather stout, you know; and when I’d 
been here about a week, he put on one of his insane grins and said, 
‘You're looking a deal better, sir; you're getting a bit round, ain’t you, 








| a bit east.” 





| 


since you have stuck to our /ad/e a’hite?” I wished I'd told him to 
mind his confounded impudence, and kicked him downstairs. There's 
been a regatta on down here. They illuminated the beastly harbour, 
and a spark from a rocket burnt a hole in my hat. I said I’d make the 
Town Council pay for it; it burnt through and hurt my head, my hair’s 
thin at top. A lot of idiots rowed in boats, and a drunken coastguards- 
man, who saw me standing at the window, called out, ** Hullo, my old 
shellback ! yer look rather down, going to lose the ticket o’ yer mess— 
hey, mate!’’ Why these brutes should be given pensions by the govern- 
ment, and whitewashed cottages to live in on the cliffs, I don’t know, 
I hate’em all. Then there’s a fellow they call the harbour-master—a 
creature who wears clean linen, but has a smell of salt air about him 
that I detest. When I meet him in the harbour he says, ‘‘ The wind’s 
I say—well!—something the wind. He says, ‘*No 
offence; didn’t know as how you got out of bed the wrong side fore- 
most.” I should like to strike him, only he wouldn't be worth breaking 
a stick over. 

The second waiter, a sickly-offensive affable brute, tells me that the 
band’s going to play on the pier, What the dooce do I care if it is 
going to play? Who wants to hear it play? Oh, of course, ‘*See 
saw ’’—there it goes. Enough to turn one’s stomach up, if one wasn’t 
bad enough already from a breakfast off a stale sole sent down from 
Whitechapel. Always stale fish at the seaside — always coast- 
guardsmen smelling of rum—always a harbour smelling worse than 
Covent Garden. What? No brill for dinner—only cod, Well !— 
well !—well! I’m——no, I'll get back by the next express. 

DioGgenes TunB, 
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AN M.P, REAL GRIRVANCE,—The non-payment of Members of 
Parliament. 
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Who was believed, long years ago— 
If any ever knew—to know ; 

And therefore in these latter days 

It surely cannot cause amaze 

To come to understanding how 

That what is here occurring now 

Is just—or almost quite—the same 
(Allowance made for change of name, 
Ani time and place) as what occurred 
In days when gods ’mongst mortals stirred, 
Of course assuming that they told 
The perfect truth in days of old. 

j With our poor shop-girl doth compare 
:% Andromeda, the sad, the fair, 
Chained to the counter of the store 
lor fourteen weary hours or more ; 
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Who bids her slave that he may reap, 
Nor recks if she be robbed of sleep. 
Then Perseus comes, the bold Sir John, 
With fudge-proof armour buckled on, 
Flies at the monster, hacks and slashe;, 
And ——- -—— : 


Sequel, so far, shown by dashes, 


WE read that a newspaper in Crawtordsville, 
Indiana, recently run out of paper, and was re- 
duced to the extremity of printing an issue 
upon wal/-paser, This was a happy thought, 
although on the face of it, it is a pity to 
see a good newspaper property going to the 
wall! 


j ; t First Passenger (reyerring to his Wife). —** SHE’S OBLIGED TO GIVE A BIT OF A LURCH EVERY NOW AND THEN,” 
af Second Lo, (speaking of the Ship). —*'Y8S; WE'VE BEEN REMARKING SHE SEEMS A BIT FRISKY, ESPECIALLY WHEN SHE MEETS A 
i t SWRLL.”’ 
i | | CHAINED TO THE COUNTER; or, The Modern Andromeda, NOW READY. 
(Sez CARTOON.) Price One Shilling. Post-Sree, 1s. 2d. 
T ho th — FUN’S NEW NOVELETTE. 
| THAT nought is new beneath the sun e monster who thus makes her stop, 
7 Was anciently observed by one He is the keeper of the shop, DONE IN THE DARK, 





By ARTHUR T. PASK, 
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JUST OUT. 


A NEW LINE OF LAUGHTER. 


BRAND-NEW BALLADS. 


By CHARLES G. LELAND, 
“HANS BREITMANN.” 


Fully Illustrated by H. Ludlow, T* Dalz:el, 
and the Author. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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‘ THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD.""—Vide Press 
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BLACK LEAD 
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“Largest Sale 
-in the World” 


CAUTION.—If 
Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the 
addition of Starch. 


GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 














Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 152 Fleet Street, E.C. 
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SAY HE WAS SPOONS HIMSELF ON you.” 
[And shortly afterward: Motherless Winnie's Governess was her dear Stepiamma, 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HIS week the noticer enjoys, or once, the 
completely novel experience of having no 
new production whatever to express an 
opinion about. ‘* Our Mary” has drawn 


door. Mr, Irving and Miss Terry have 
lington Street (where the great manager, 
ever ready to assist the needy, has given 
the ceiling a lift), Mr. Conquest, also, 
and ‘all the old favourites,” are back at 
the Surrey with Zie Romany Rye. But 
these are all. 
known in modern history—the noticer is 
bewildered, he almost forgets what a 
dress-coat is like, and frequently sees his 


wife and family once a-day nearly four days a-week |! 


Ou, the drama demands, at the noticer’s hands, 
A devotion absorbing and wide ; 

Not an hour of his life but he’s torn from his wife, 
And it worries him greatly beside. 

For it steals all his days with its grim ~afindc:, 
And it keeps him at eve from his bed ; 

Till you'll notice, with pain, that he can’t ascertain 
If he stands on his heels or his head, 


And respecting his clothes, not a garment he knows 


a big house, and a captivating, if not | 
over deep, Rosalind at Shakespeare’s very | 


returned to their wonted home in Wel- | 


Such a thing has not been | 


Meertin 














But the swallow-tail, glossy and black, 

With the trousers and vest, and the shirt and the rest, 
And the hat that goes up with a crack ; 

And his life is all cab, in an overcoat (drab), 
Split sodas and brandies (or teas), 

And a spring-bottomed seat, and a handmaiden neat, 
And a doubt in the matter of fees, 


But he manages to enjoy himself pretty well, all the same! 








HOW IT LEAKED OUT. 
Mary (Winnie's Governess)—** TAKER THA! Nice Cur oF Tasa To 
yoouR PAPA, WINNIE; ANI) TAKE HIM A SPOON AS WRLL.” 
lVinnie.—‘'I DON’T FINK HR’LL \WANT A SPOON, Dagar, I HEAR!) HIM 





Nops AND WINKS.—About the 31st of October (I un- 
derstand from a contemporary which far be it from me to 
advertise by mentioning of its name) a new comic opera 
by Paulton and Jakobowski (the latter the composer of 
Dick) will be produced by Miss Melnotte—at the Comedy, 
I suppose. The daring originality of the libretto is fore- 
shadowed by the title, //eurette !—Miss Kate Rorke has 
been secured for “lead” at the Vaudeville by hawk-eyed, 
or rather, Rorke-eyed Thomas of that ilk.—Covent Gar- 
den Theatre, they say, is to be ‘‘ thrown into the market.” 
Who’s going to buy it, I wonder? On second thoughts, I 
don’t suppose the announcement means that.—Another 
farcical comedy will follow Zhe Great Pink Feari at the 


Prince’s—some day—from the pens of the same authors, 
NESTOR, 


-_—————_—$__—_- - -——_- - 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor oF ** Fun,” 


S1r,—I’ve so nearly made up my mind about the Leger 
that it is only by the strongest eftort I can prevent myself 
launching at this very moment into a tip thereon—a week 
sooner than my custom though it be—and exclaiming, 
‘© Stick to Melton (with a run) in spite of his being the 
favourite,” but with a strong effort (as I say) I restrain 
myself, and reserving the Doncaster event for my next, 
plunge herewith into 

My Tip FOR THE WARWICK WELTER Cup, 


WHETHER in my fervid stanza 
I should back the gay Braganza, 
\Vhether, with an equal boldness you should put your 
cash on Herald, 
Whether, though I often scoff it, 
I should go and take Fair Prophet, 
Whether in a reckless spirit you should back Lord Caw- 
dor’s Witchcraft, 
Whether Brave will suit you bravely, 
Whether Shriver, treated gravely, 
Will repay attention; whether you should blithely put on 
Goggles, 
Whether I, or any feller, 
Could do much with Fortune Teller, 
Whether Prince Rudolph will spurt in 
I am not exactly cert77. 


—~ Whether Ironclad, 


a my brothers, 
=} Will go running 
S) down the others, 
. Whether Kerosene’s 





established as a 
horse of light and 
leading, 

Whether be you Pat 
or Donald, 

You should back 
the young Clan- 
ronald, 

Whether, as a means 
of fortune, I 
should take and 
swear by Tom- 
boy, 








Whether casho in la mano, * 

I should lay it on Verano, 

| Whether, if you’ve lots of riches, you should put them on Tortello, 
| Whether specie, coin or spinach, 

I should lay my all on Greenac/, ; 

Whether all the lot will sell you, 

Dash my wig I can tell you ! 


However, I should keep my eye on Goggles if I were you (only tor a 


_ place, though, if that), and Fortune Teller, and something 
_ in favour of Happy Home, his owner is a Leader, and why shouldn’t he 


may be said 


be? Hebe! that’s the word. Tipping is dry work: pass the rosy, and 
I say, what did you think of my tip for the Peveril of the Peak Plate (a 


plate of P.s it is, too)? I knocked ’em, my boy, eh? 


Clochette ? 


Who sent you 


Yours, c., TROPHONIUS, of course. 


How d'ye like my taliaro —T. 








Tig First EMBER OF THE FADING YEAR,—Sept-ember. 
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THE VERY LATEST INVENTION. 


[The idea of supplying the public with requisites like post-cards, matches, &c , by means of a patent self-acting machine is no doubt a very good one, but it is capable 
of development, a under.] 
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A machine might be started to supply Of course it would be liable to get Which might cause some Other victims would arrive ; 
the public with drinks. out of order. irritation 

















And others of a different type. Some evil-disposed persons, thinking it was a fraud, the police might be eventually called In the meantime, the Pro 
in, but of course they could do nothing. pecetee wg be doing a nice 
ittie trade. 








THE TOLERATIVE ONE. 


AMID the foremost ranks of men— | And when their payments got behind, And when their anger met his view 


He sorrowed for their sad condition- 
I do not think I ever knew 


The good, the wise, the well-intentioned— From duty did he dream of shrinking ? 
[ think the name of Jabez Benn No! Nonsense! Notbing of the kind! 


Has ample title to be mentioned, | He went and ‘‘sold them up” like winking. | A more forgiving disposition. 
Dee oe , i , ; 
2 i day: | Still, when his victims called him names, ' Now be it man or be it brute _ 
po phenol yor living, | And came to shout and shriek and rave them, _ That strikes the note for imitation, 
Who, though attacked in many ways, | He did not imitate their games, Example always bears its fruit: 
Was so persistently forgiving. But very tenderly forgave them. | And brings to being Emulation. 











No matter how bis foes would strive, | He’d alter wills till he was hei! A party who had watched him long 
His acts repeatedly have shown him | To other people’s just possessions ; Upon each strong temptation trample 
The longest sufferer alive— and he was guilty, 1’m aware, (And was extremely big and strong) 
And so you'd say, if you had known him, Of other cognate indiscretions, Resolved to follow his example. 
i ’ : lev Lez in the face 
H bound to add ; At people's woes he'd seldom grieve | Ife slapped our Jabez i > 
it thera weal land parte Nagon Ft win it, Or feel his bosom gently sorften Os Then on the carpet fiercely dashed him, 
There was no trick "however bad, Hle’d cheat the Widow, I believe, Selected next a tender place | 
But what our Jabez would be in it. And go and overreach the Orphan. And with a horse-whip soundly thrashed him 
If i d But when, in whatsoever style, The horse- next he pitched him in 
(As lle aight bid them), They hinted at their indignation, (It was the chilliest of weathers), 
It almost certainly occurred He always heard them with a smile And then he stripped him to the skin 
That he eftectually ‘* did” them. Of unexampled toleration. And coated him with tar and feathers. 

Oo rold— He could not bring himself to pour | He made him go without his tea, | 
ee cease ae : The venom of resentment’s chalice, | He wouldn't let the barber shave him, 
For which cumnaiianee I am told He was a man who never bore — He, lastly, tied him to a tree 

: The smallest modicum of malice. And unreservedly forgave him ! 


He always charged them cent fer cenlum. 
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THE COMPLETE TOURIST.—V. THE FIDGET. 




















1 his luggage, and gnaws his umbrella with nervous unce 
as to all going right when the train does start. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


FLUCTUATING SENTIMENTS. 


First MmemMBeR OF PoBLIc. Ha, Jones! whence this abnormal 
jutburst of feeling? I notice that you leap high in the air and shout— 
hat your cheek fiushes with joy and pride. Can you be animated by the 
iljentical sentiments which swell my own bosom. 

SECOND Do. Brown, is it not more than probable that it is so? Is 
here, indeed, room for the co-existence of ‘wo such topics of popular 
‘xultation as that which prompts my actions? 

First Do, No, Your rapture is caused by the recent conduct of 
Private Smith of the Metropolitan Police. 

SECOND Do, It is so. You also indulge in wild antics of enthusiasm. 
\re they not, indeed, a noble—a glorious body of men? 

First Do, They are! id not Private Smith, at the risk of his life, 
apture a desperate burglar? In the face of such a fact, who can demur 
o the words of the Dai/y Gusher :—** The act of Private Smith esta- 
lishes the glorious fact that inno country on earth, and at no period of 
listory, has there been found a body of men so infinitely glorious, noble, 
erfect, grand, sublime, and absolutely without blemish or drawback as 
he Metropolitan police. Not a man among that vast assemblage but 
vould, in the hour of emergency, stand forth as a hero, a beacon, a 
ole-star, an example of all that is absolutely perfect, unimpeachable, 
ind worthy of boundless reverence.” 

SECOND Do, Dear me! the language is altogether inadequate to the 
ase. Let us go outside, for we are soaking the carpet with our tears of 
‘motion, Let us go out and purchase flags and gas devices wherewith 
o decorate our houses in honour of the Metropolitan police. Ha!— 
here is a policeman at the corner ; we will fall upon his neck and sob ; 
we will also dance round him and cover him with garlands ot flowers 
from the nearest florist’s. Is he not a dear? ’ * * 





Fikst Member oF Porcic, How dreadfully angry you are, Jones ; 
your usually placid brow is contorted into the most fearful curliness by 
lines of insuppressible rage. You froth at the mouth, and the gnashing 
of your teeth is heard afar off down the street. I can divine the cause 
f your indignation—it is the conduct of the Metropolitan police. 

SECOND Do, What else could it be ? 

First Do. Nothing; it is the great and all-absorbing scandal and 
hame of this great metropolis—I speak, of course, of the conduct of 
Private Robinson with regard to the condition of the Strand. Why, 
ir, that constable saw a hansom-cab bar my progress across the road for 
‘ully ten seconds, and did the villain clear the way, sir? No! 

SECOND Do. I can well believe it. It was but yesterday thata coster 
shouted the words, ‘‘ Two a penny !”—those very words—close to my 
ear, Constable Robinson was not a hundred yards off, and yet that 
coster is not yet hanged, sir. The police, sir, are a—— 

Fikst Do, They are, sir. It is a strong thing to say, but they cer- 
‘ainly are, What does the Vatly Basher say, sir -—** The present con- 
lition of the Strand renders it but too painfully clear that no time or 
nation has ever beheld a set of men so thoroughly and disgracefully 
iseless, so shamefully supine and neglectful of every kind of duty, as the 
Metropolitan police, Not one among them but is a disgrace, a stigma, 
1 blot, a reproach, and a stain to and upon our national and corporate 
institutions. Ifthe Metropolitan police were abolished to-morrow morn- 
ing, London, so far from being the worse for it, would positively ——”’ 

SECOND 10, Exactly what everybody feels about it. Let us go out 
ind purchase effigies of policemen, and publicly burn them. Ha !— 
here is that miserable villain of a policeman at the corner ; we will spit 
upon him, and tread on his toes, and shake our fists in his face, and 
call him names, « . + * 

First Mem. or P, The police are the most glorious and 

SECON!) 100. Pooh 1—they are simply a disgrace to civ-— 

Fikst Do. What? Why, Private Jinks entered a burning hous—— 

SECOND Do But Private Binks allowed a “‘ crawler” to 

First Do. Bah !—you're an ungrateful idiot ! 


SeconD Do, Yah !—y isiastic a 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT LILLIE BRIDGE. 


IN my younger and more athletic days, Sir, I was a runner of no mean 
pretensions, I may say, indeed, sceing that I had an uncle who, even 
at the advanced age of seventy-nine, still succeeded in outrunning the 
local constable, as well as a grandparent who ran into debt, and with 
remarkable rapidity too, long after he was ninety, that the running 
ability I inherited had run in our family for several generations. 

I was never what is now called a **sprint” runner, but even when at 
school the way I ran risks was acaution.* If I could only have run 
races equally well, I might have developed into a Champion of the 


Cinder-path, and amateur runners would be now swearing by me per- 





haps, instead of ‘‘ By George !” 

And the mention of that famous name brings me at once to the 
subject of this communication—the meeting at Lillie Bridge between 
George and the ‘Little Scotchman,” as Cummings is called by 
his friends ; though, seeing that the latter’s time for a mile is the fastest 
on record, I should have thought that ‘* Big Milesian”’ would have been 
a better name for him. i . 

I know a number of professional jokers and comic journalists, and I 
can state with certainty, therefore, that a strong feeling of indignation 
exists against the above professional champion for writing his name with 
an ‘*s,” Had he only spelt it ‘Cumming ” instead of ‘‘ Cummings,” 
the chances of making it the subject of verbal pleasantries would have 
been well-nigh endless ; and if he could even now see his way to make the 
‘*;”sential omission before his next race, I for one would willingly 
subscribe to a testimonial for him. 

ut at all events it was Cummings who met George last Monday. 
At least the — say that they me/; though, as far as I could see, 
they both ran the same way, and I am quite certain that Cummings 
never overtook his opponent. But let that pass. - 

The people mustered in thousands, and, tired of waiting, took the 
palings by assault, It was as much as the police could do, indeed, to 
keep the crowd from sitting on the ‘‘ lap” specially provided for Messrs. 
Cummings and George. 

One sportive character near me confided to me the fact that George 
was ‘a little too finely drawn” when he issued from his dressing-room, 
I can’t say that I saw him drawn at all, but I knowthat he was splen 
didly photographed just before the race. My view of that race was not 
so clear as it might have been. I was not so much of a Gulliver amongst 
the Lillie-putians as I could have wished. 

Three started for the race, as I understand it. First a pistol went 
off, and then Georgeand Cummings. but the pistol did not go far, and 
I am bound to say that in such races as this I think a ‘* Minute Gun” 
would be more useful. 

The first quarter of a mile, as timed by my watch, occupied fifty-nine 
seconds—a most ‘‘ momentous ”’ period, as you will see, Sir. The first 
**Jap ’’—so called, I was kindly told by an intelligent athlete, because 
it is specially laid for racing by a skilled lap-idary—was completed by 
the leader in one minute twenty seconds, Cummings took a second 
more to complete it. 

That second sealed his fate, as I imagined it would at the time; for, 
thought I, the man who takes a ‘‘second”’ in this race, in which only 
two are running, cannot hope to take the first prize also. 

But taking one second was better than taking two, was it not, Sir? 
For had Cummings taken two ‘‘secons,’’ the chances are that they 
would have stopped the race, and insisted on a duel being fought there 
and then, 

As you know, Sir, George won the match, for Cummings gave in, or 
gave out—the result was the same whichever he did—in the last lap. 
He weighed a stone more than his antagonist at the start, and before he 
left the ground he had gained a further hundred pounds, so that he 
ought now to be a young man of considerable weight in the athleti 
world, 
you, Sir, I would go still farther back and t 
my dear mother > — 


If it were not that I fear to weary 
of my first infantile race, when any number of times round 
went to make up the mile. But no matter.—Y.E.-S.R. 








Insect and other Lore. 

WuikN the apiarian’s insect is asked whether it is fond of flowers, i! 
says, “/ fee!” 

When the insect which points a moral to the sluggard is told that 1’ 
is a stingy creature, it says, ** / a@’t!” 

When the adiposely-inclined, and not-over-particular-in-feediny, hog 
is taunted with being of a swinish nature, it remarks, ‘* / ham” 

When the German is told that he is a creature who kceps the price 0! 
English labour down, he replies, ‘7 yah!” 

When the reporter is told that he is an honour and a credit to litera 
ture, he says, §* / kyzoz't”’ ("* 7 note”), 

When the medical student is asked whether he knows what is the 
most vital part of man, he says ‘‘aorta” (** J oug/t ter’’), 

When a haughty scion of the aristocracy is asked whether or not he 1 


6s 4 


verbearing, he replies, Issume 


mot fra 
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After rather a dirty (k/night, We 





ighted Cowes ahead, And were not long in making Port 
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Rival Performers. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


‘Fit, bi, hi! walk up! walk up! gather round, come gather round ! 
And see the Reckless Randy, whose performances are sound ! 

Large knives of finest Sheftield make, 

Hell throw about, and no mistake— 
This Juvenile Phenomenon, for jugglery renowned ! 





‘* And while he is engaved upon his conjuring so neat, 
The Pall called ‘ Tory Policy’ he’ll twiddle with his feet ; 
And all the while he'll patter fast, 
In language of a violent cast, 
Which votaries of Villingsgate would find it hard to beat!” 
Ah, yes, just so; but then his show will only suit the crowd 
Who rush to see the circus-folk whenever they’re allowed ; 
Young Kandy has a clowning mind, 
And so his jests are not refined— 
Moreover Chamberlain’s at hand, with more repose endowed, 


Besides, the ball he stands upon—{a slippery one at best)— 
Is not to be kept going by mere mockery and jest ; 
Yea, though that ball is at his feet, 
Still we our warning would repeat, 
His jugglery and jabber won’t stand Common-Sense’s test. 
Anil as to Randy’s latest trick with Sheffield ‘‘ blades,”—’tis feared 
That blatant, bouncing busker may yet find his *‘ pitch is queered ;”’ 
Although he makes a deal of noise, 
And cries, ‘‘ There’s no deception, boys !' 
hose Sheffield ** blades” may ‘‘cut” him, though some few his antic 


4 








Corns ‘“ Corn-ered.” 


THE wee Celandine, in the language of tlow'rs, 
Is said to possess most peculiar pow’rs. 
It means ‘‘ future joy,” so the poets declare 
(Bard Wordsworth once praised it, as you are aware). 
So the Celandine’s attributes nobody scorn 
sut that term, ‘“‘ future joy,” 
CRLANDINE should employ, 


kor that is a certain remover of corns! 


Floral Fictions. 


(JUOTH the Language of Flowers, ‘‘ The Bladder-Nut Tree 
Is the emblem of Utter Frivolity !” 

Now, many a ‘‘masher’’ we nowadays see 
Whose brain <ioes not seem of good quality. 

Then ‘tis proved, or as Euclid would say ((). E. D.) 

That mashers’ heads come from the Bladder-‘* Nut’ Tree. 





Stopping the (Par)knell of his Power. 
‘It is said hat the threatened split Letween Mr. Davitt and Mr. Parnell has bee: 
<0 far tided over. | 
‘*Come, let’s embrace,” say P. and D., ‘‘ and stop this threatened split, 
For our cause it will endanger, and we ought to work to save it."’ 
Herein Parnell, the despot, showeth wisdom, you'll admit, 
That he'd like to take back Davitt, you may take your affi-Davitt 


Give me honesty, and keep munny ye, 
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KNICKNACKS. 


It can hardly be a cheering reflection for those philanthropists who 
succeeded in aaaiee the Taffy’sland Sunday Closing Bill to find the 
Welsh police reporting that, 
though week-day drinking 
has slightly decreased, Sun- 
day drinking has largely in- 
creased, The reasons are 
obvious. Small clubs have 
been started, in which there 
is small limit as to hours, 
and no limit at all as to the 
quantity of malt or alcohol 
consumed by individual 
members and the friends 
they introduce, Also, num- 
bers of thirsty souls come 
from the country into the 
towns, and put up at inns 
from Saturday to Monday. 
These men being lodgers, 
are free from the restrictions 
of the Sunday Closing Act, 
and drink to their hearts’ 
content and their wives’ 
sorrow. The Act has been 
successful in one way—77-., 
by inculcating foresight in 
the most reckless pedestrians, Very few young lads now are tempted 
to undertake a fifteen mile walk on the Welsh Sabbath without carrying 
an ample supply of refreshment. 





THE methods of expressing ecstatic approval at theatrical perform- 
ances are capriciously varied, Umbrella and stick-thumping, bravo- 
bellowing and encore-shrieking, whistling, stamping, bouquet-throwing, 
and, in remote districts, black pudding and sausage-flinging are stn 
signs of approbation. Hitherto, hissing has been regarded as typical of 
dissatisfaction ; but a gentleman ejected from a show the other night for 
persistently emitting goose-like sounds, proves that hissing is not neces- 
sarily an indication of contempt. Once in the street the gentleman ex- 
lained to the ‘‘chuckers-out” that hissing, in his case, meant his 
intense satisfaction at the performance, adding, ‘‘I have undergone a 
terrible operation recently, and am obliged to wear a silver tube in my 
throat, and whenever I try to shout, ‘ Bravo!’ nothing comes out but a 
shrill, hissing noise. Please let me in again, and I’ll promise only to 
bump my umbrella on the floor—indeed, I will!” ‘It’s as much as 
our sitivations is worth to let yer hin ag’in, old fog-whistle,” cried the 
chief ‘‘ chucker-out,” “‘ though we simpersises with yer, believin’ as you 
is strict truthful.” Then the man with the metal cylinder in his wind- 
pipe strolled sadly away, threatening to bring an action against the 
manager, 


THERE are practical jokes and practical jokes, The genial Sothern 
(** Lord Dundreary”’) was a practical joker of the most inveterate class ; 
yet his tricks were never malicious, and mostly drew a hearty laugh 
from those they were played on. The lively Charles Collette still delights 
in pranks which call forth chuckles and ringing laughter, while doing 
real harm to noboby, Nevertheless, it is very questionable whether 
practical joking of the pleasantest kind is worth the candle. The prac- 
tice always has incited, and always will encourage dense-brained brutes 
without a vestige of humour to be guilty of the most dastardly outrages 
under the impression that their conduct is funny. 


SOME Irishmen a few days back hit upon a fine stroke of inventive 
jocosity. They thrust a red-hot poker down a man’s back, who was fast 
asleep, the result being hot roasted shoulders. The unfortunate fellow’s 
agony became so great, after ineffectual struggles on his part to remove 
the burning iron, that he rushed out and half drowned himself in a pond, 
The delight of the bystanders, who were sober enough to watch him 
splashing about in the water like a wounded seal, was unbounded, 





PgRTER LUNNAN has been sentenced, at Dundee, to five weeks and four 
days imprisonment with hard labour. The prisoner pleaded guilty, said 
he was starving, dead faint, and took the apples to eat. From Peter’s 
point of view, Bonnie Dundee is not quite so bonnie as it’s painted. 
Poor Lunnan was heard to groan as he was led to the cells, ‘‘ Hech mon, 
a Lunnon mageestrate would jest ha’ discharged me wi’ a caution.” A 
London ‘‘ beak” (assuming that he was not suffering from a kidney and 
mushroom breakfast) would have done more than that. After sucha 
charge being heard, a metropolitan dispenser of justice would have called 
Lunnan into his private room, given the poor man a lecture on the advan- 


tages of a meat diet over a vegetable, and presented him with a penny 
from the poor box. 








ONLY THEIR LITTLE JOKE. 


Some letters (written, say, next summer) from the Cholera Microbe 
Envoy Notatall Extraordinary, on a mission to London, to his relatives 
on the Continent :— 

London, May ist, 1886, 

My Dear RELATIVES,—It is with a feeling very like disappointment 
that I take up my pen to acquaint you with my first experiences of 
London. I must admit that my reception here, in face of the many 
warm and pressing invitations which I received to visit the city, strikes 
me as positively rude and inhospitable. As you are aware, I was in- 
duced to visit the English capital by the most friendly letters of invita- 
tion from London lative builders (a class so influential as to be 
above the reach of the law), and from all the sanitary authorities 
and boards of health. 

I was distinctly assured by all these that the greatest efforts had been 
made to render me comfortable and prosperous, and my visit memorable 
as a triumphant success; that, in short, I should find in London ‘ta 
home” which I might, indeed, call my own. 

Now, what are my experiences? Simply these: I arrive at the 
London terminus unrecognised, On the first bookstall I read a positive 
insult—a book entitled ‘* How to Avoid the Cholera;” close to this I 
see the announcement of a lecture on ‘‘ Sanitation and Cholera Preven- 
tion.” At length I am taken in hand by a wise-looking scientific gen- 
tleman—some great official person—and conducted to the ‘‘ Inventions 
Exhibition ;” and what do I encounter here? Why—you will scarcely 
credit it—a series of elaborate contrivances for preventing my arrival, 
stamping me out, killing me, defeating my most cherished plans ! 

These abominable insults were carefully explained to me by a whole 
rabble of other official scientific gentlemen ; and I felt positively sick as 
I listened to them, When they had finished, I could contain myself no 
longer, my dear friends. I began to give them a bit of my mind, but 
broke down in the middle, burst into tears, rushed out of that horrible 
building, and never stopped until I had found a nice cosy drain, and 
hidden myself. Once here, and in privacy, I sobbed all night with 
vexation, I really do not know w/a? to do, and really think I must 
return to my dear Spain.—Your loving relation, 

CoMMA BACILLUs, 

P.S,—The insults heaped upon me in the London newspapers are 
simply unbearable. 

London, May 6th, 1886. 

My DgAr RELATIVES,—Be prepared for a surprise! Allis changed, 
and the true sterling hospitality of London does indeed exist, and is not, 
as I naturally concluded, a fiction. I was waited on this morning by 
the London Sanitary Authorities, having been made aware of their 
approach by a sound of irrepressible chuckling. They burst suddenly 
into my room—I should say drain—laughing uproariously, and, patting 
me on the back in a way that made my eyes water, kept exclaiming, 
** It’s all right, old fellow ; it’s only a bit of fun!” 








\LEA RIVER 











Then, as soon as they could recover themselves, they set to work to 
tell me how that ‘‘ sanitation” business was all a joke, and not intended 
seriously at all; and the head man of them said to me, ‘* We always 
talk about ‘ sanitation’ and ‘health,’ and our ‘determination to stamp 
out epidemic disease ;' but don’t you be afraid, we don’t mean it, It 
was just a little practical joke to frighten you ; and we are heartily glad 
to see you after all.” Well, after this all was delightful. They con- 
ducted me through the best neighbourhoods of London, and the drains 
might have been made for me! Then they tcok me to Barking Creek ; 
and finally to the most delightful place of all—the Lea River, 

Judge of my delight when I perceived, erected over this beautiful 
tiver, a triumphal arch surmounted by hearse feathers, and bearing the 
words, ** Welcome, Cholera Germ!” I gazed with inexpressible joy at 
the slow stream filled with decomposing matter, and covered with an 
irridescent film distilling gaseous emanations. This beautiful spot, dear 
friends, is to be my home and centre of activity, I shall commence my 
operations to-morrow morning.— Yours affectionately, 

COMMA. 
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“On Mighty Pens.” | 


{[Mr. S. Morley, while advising parents to | 
train their sons to mechanical labour instead of 
to clerkships, spoke of the mistaken notion of 
“the gentility of the paradise of pens.”’) 

AND so my illusion is over! 

I thought, tho’ ’twas hard to conceal 
I lived not exactly in clover, 

At least that my life was ‘‘ genteel.” 
I fancied, in spite of my lodgings 

Not being what ladies call *‘ nice,” 
I’d managed by some artful dodgings 

To dwell in a ‘‘ pen’s paradise,” 








Some chappies would doubtlessly 
grumble 
At twenty-five shillings a week, 
But I—like Uriah Heep—’umble, 
Myself on ‘‘ gentility ” pique, 
A cut, sir, above the mechanic 
Who works with awl, chisel, or vice, 
I felt myself quite in a panic 
When ‘‘ dished” of my ** pen’s para- 
dise,” 


Thus fens-ively musing, a vision 

Of th’ distant To Come soon arose, 
When clerks had changed their lands 

Elysian 

For that of the handles of hoes, 
When mortar-hods tempted Quill-driver 

Whom “gentility ” couldn’t entice, 
When Z was the single survivor 

That dwell in the ** pen’s paradise,” 





Song of the Insanitary 
Board. 


AiR—* Fill the bumper fair.” 


FLUusH the stinking drain— 
Never, if we know it! 
Leave it to the rain— 
That will overflow it ! 
Life’s electric flame 
Always quicker passes 
Where we find its frame 
Subjected to gases ! 


Any man may say 
We don’t know our business— 
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BAL-MORALS. 





We will go our way, 

Thankful that it isn’t his, 
On our Board we sit, 

There we earn our bread, sir ; 
And| what comes of it ?— 


First Celt, —** WHAAT’S WRANG, P&T-ARR; YE'RE NO LOOKIN’ WEBEL,” 

Second Celt (Tenant on Balmoral Estate),—‘*T-HA, MAN! WHAAT WITH TANC AN’ SCOTCH 
REELS IN FRONT O' THE CAA-SEL, TRINKIN’ THE QUEEN’S HEALTH, THE PRUNCE AND 
Pauncess’s HEALTH, AND THE MEMORY O’ THE LATE PRUNCE CONSORT AS WEEL, I HAF'NA 
BEEN SOBER FOR A WekkK.” 





Go and ask the dead, sir ! 








Lost, Stolen, or Strayed ? 


(An evening paper which shall (after recent “ revelations”) be nameless, says, ‘‘ No 
one has the ghost of an idea where the true Tory programme is likely to be hiding.”’} 


I{As anybody seen a Tory programme hereakout ? 
Whoso finds it will deserve reward, and get one there’s no doubt ; 
For vainly do Conservatives at present jeer and flout— 
Their programmeless condition causes chiding ; 
That programme has been either lost, or stolen, or has strayed, 
And it mayn’t return in time for when they want it, they’re afraid, 
And then they’ll look such sillies, after all the fuss they've made, — 
Oh, wherever is that Tory programme hiding? 


Someone thought he saw it lately, being driven by the blast ; 
But he didn’t stop to pick it up as madly it flew past, 
lor at first its strange appearance made him stagger back aghast, 
Until he with a lamp-post came colliding. 
To him it seemed a mongrel sort of programme—wild, yet tame ; 
And to catch all sorts of thoughtless folk appeared to be its game, 
And he fancies it eventually hid away for shame,— 
Oh, wherever 7s that Tory programme hiding ? 


Another thinks that programme's of the ‘‘ Mrs. Harris” kind, 
That if you searched for aye no Tory programme would you find, 
** For,” says he, ‘‘ your modern Tory varies daily, like the wind,” 
_ (For this rhyme you'll please adopt poetic guiding), 

“nother correspondent writes, ‘‘I anxiously await 





—e 





That Tory programme’s coming, but alas! oh, cruel fate! 
I fear ‘twill not turn up—at least, it hasn’t up to date,— 
Oh! wherever és that Tory programme hiding?” 


Let’s go about and whistle for that programme to appear, 
(Some remark, ** You'll Aave to whistle,” ah, but /Aa?’s a nasty sneer), 
For if a party’s programmeless some folks are apt, we fear, 
To go in for unlimited deriding ; 
So let’s call along the wayside,—if we do not find it ¢/ere, 
Let us dig beneath the bowels of the earth with earnest care, 
Or charter a balloon or two and seek it in the air— 
Most likely ¢here that Tory programme’s hiding |! 





Mr. Bosiit:y, when in his best health, is a good, kind London magis- 
trate. A powerful, heavily built man, who been convicted some 
time ago for manslaughter, was lately charged with assaulting a blind 
woman, It appears an ardent desire to try a vivisection experiment had 
taken hold of the powerful man's mind, so he smashed the tless 
female's head in with a thick basin ; injuring her terribly, Mr. Bushby 
thought the "s conduct extremely precipitate, and he, as a magis- 
trate, should not be doing his duty to the public unless he passed a severe 
sentence of wo months hard labour, 





WHEN a certain member of Parliament is twitted with being occa- 
sionally libellous, he remarks, *‘ //’s ‘ Zruth,’” 
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OCCASION. 





EQUAL TO THE 
Lady (to Bootmaker), —** DON'T YOU THINK IT IS JUST A LITTLE——?” 


Bootmaker ( promptly).—** OH, DEAR, NO, M’M ! 


Ik ANYTHING, IT’S—IT’S A JUST A LITTLE THE OTHER WAY.” 








“Party” Politics. 

On the arrival of the Sunteam at Wick Bay, the Provost and a 
‘‘ party” of residents went out in a boat to pay their respects to Mr. 
Gladstone, but it appears that his voice was not strong enough to enable 
the ‘‘ party”’ in the boat to hear what he said, and the conversation was 
chiefly carried on with Mrs. Gladstone. It is to be hoped that the ex- 
Premier's condition will improve by the time of the General Election, as 
it would bea National calamity when the new Parliament is elected if 
Mr. Gladstone has *' no votre im if.” 











A PARAGRAPii appeared in the papers, headed ‘* The railway works 
at Blackfriars.”” Of course it does, and has done for years. It would 
be a bad look out for the Chatham and Dover if the railway didn’t work 
at Blackfriars, 





bad money, for the clergy have issued notices to their parishioners praying 
them not to contribute ‘‘ foreign bronze moneys” to the offertories, as 
they are not current, and can be parted with only with great difficulty 
and at great loss, This meanness is the more despicable because the 
people who are /racen enough to palm off illegal 4rc*-* must undoubt- 
edly have plenty of ** drass.”’ 


THe ‘‘ good” people of Colchester are particularly good at passing | 


Fust Out. One Shilling ; post-Sree, 1s. 2d. 
A NEW LINE OF LAUGHTER. 


BRAND-NEW BALLADS. 
By CHARLES G, LELAND. ‘HANS BREITMANN.” 


*** Hans Breitmann’ should be stilla nameto conjure with. ‘ Brand-New Ballads,’ 
| by Charles G. Leland, whore Bret-Harteish verse fu 1 of life and character, story and 
| * go," should be a mine of wealthio quaintly humorous reciters.”"—Penny Lilustrated 
| Paper. 








NOW READY. 
Price One Shilling. Post-Sree, 1s. 2d., 
“FUN’S” NEW NOVELETTE, 


“DONE IN THE DARK.” 


By ARTHUR T. PASK. 





| ‘* A story of murder and fraud in which highwaymen and smugglers, as well as 
| lawyers and merchants are concerned."— Weekly Disfatch. 

| ** Possesses considerable dramatic force.”"—Weekly Times 

‘* A clever and unconventional romance of last century." —Soczety. 

j 
| 





OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Cadbury's 








ve prescribed it." —Afedical Press. 


—Lancet, | 
“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has | 
ved effective in all those cases in which we | 


(CIRCULAR 
POINTED 


Write as smoothly asa lead pencil, and ne ther scrat 


PENS 





h nor spurt, 


CAUTION.—If 
Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the 
additioa of Starch. 

















. the points being rounded by a new proces Six Prize Medal 
2/9,, 4/6., and 11/-. Of all Chemists. | wwaried Aswrted Sample Box. od ; post-free > stamps. from | OIJARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
Street, N.W., and Published (fur the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 152 Fleet Street, E.C 
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No. 15.—**OLD FASHIONS PLEASE ME BEST, I AM NOT SO NICE TO CHANGE 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—— — oe HATE the Aquarium ! 
OD SOS te” > *. 222 m Hi! Stop! One 

£; 7 moment, ere you send 
on its unerring flight 
the delicately poised 
ginger-beer bottle, or 
the senseless pewter in 
your hand; stain not 
your conscience or my 
shirt front with the 
guiltless nasal gore of 
one who never harmed 
ye! It is not in the 
entertainment or the 












= 
lr weer |} artistes that it is thus 
| specimen || Withme, I don’t care 
is 6 snnevrovesut, |) for the entertainment 
PREY hae aT / much, and most of the 
250. ers ie Ce ~~ | artistes irritate me (or 
Tun Aovanium.—One OF THE SPECIMENS, amuse me in a way 


they don’t intend) but 
that is not whyI ave the Aquarium, Soft you, a little, and I will ex- 
plain myself, 


WHEN I am called to a theatre to give my ideas upon a new play or a 
new spring to a box-door or what not, two seats are reserved for me a 
week in advance, and scented and aired every day until the eventful 
evening arrives, when the acting manager sends his private carriage for 
me, himself conducts me to my places, and presents me with a magni- 
ficent bouquet. Ascertains between the acts my opinion of the relative 
value of champagne and chicken as against a cup of tea with a biscuit, 
and acts accordingly, and, when all is over, produces ‘‘ just a last nip to 
keep the cold out,” and provides me with a mounted escort to my humble 
attic, and a brass band to lull me gently to repose. 


Now, there was nothing of this sort when I went tothe Aquarium the 
other evening to see it lighted with ‘*ten thousand lamps.” I got my 
ticket in advance all right, and it was a very pretty ticket, though 
seemingly only admitting one person—quite enough for practical pur- 
poses, too (years afterwards, in a better world than this, I found an 
intimation in small print, that it wasavailable for two!) Not so much 
as a "bus or a bicycle was sent for me, and, so far from being welcomed 
with enthusiasm, I had to wait at the turnstile while a mere member of 
the public paid. Then my ticket was taken from me, and I passed in, 
but no seat was reserved for me—indeed, it was only after ‘‘ explana- 
tions” that I could get into the ** Variety Show” at all! Except a 
journalistic pal or two, who asked me why I hadn’t been ‘‘in the 
library,” nobody took any notice of me—that’s why I hate the 
Aquarium, 





Tue ‘‘ ten thousand lights” (if there ave ten thousand) are obviously 
suggested by the coloured lights at the Inventions, although the ma- 
jority of the former are not coloured, They scarcely take the shine out of 
the South Kensington Show, however, and are not unsuggestive of the 
shop windows of enterprising tradesmen at Christmas time—they are 
not ineffective though, and if a headache next morning is suggestive of 
an atmosphere overloaded with gas, it may with 
equal likelihood be attributed to unnecessary © 
drinks, co 






Tne first thing I did when I got into the © 5 
Variety Show was to buy a programme. This 4 
was a voluminousand flannelly affair, which I fe 


found very useful as a carriage-rug going home 
in the hansom, and which is now used by my 
wife as a blanket for the best bed. Then I 
listened. A comely lady, in short skirts of black 
and white satin was just giving, in most admired 
music-hall form, a corollary of some serio- 
comic logic which, through ignorance of the 
context, I was not in a position to appreciate. 
This lady was followed by a “ Baby” some- 
thing, which worried me with a mechanical re- 2 
production of the mechanical and rather limited :" | 

“business” of grown-up ‘lady serios,” but me! FISH 

mended matters a little by dancing a horn-pipe_ 

rather neatly, Then came some clever equi- or eee 
librists, one of whom did wonderful things in yews, 

the way of balancing boards, tubs, balls, and 

other unlikely things on his toes. After this we had an interlude of comic 
singer, during which several people went out and drowned themselves. 
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| the French” by the way). 


I saw the turn finish, with a not unskilful step-dance of a peculiar cha- 
racter, executed with an accompanying sickly grin of self-approval, 
LARGg figures corresponding to others in the programme, are exhibited 


at each side of the stage, to indicate the performer, and his or her 
“business.” Two 


liveried retainers are 
told off to the duty of 
changing them ; and 
it looks as if they 
were scoring at some 
private game, and 
enjoying themselves 
immensely. At this 
point of the enter- 
tainment, the right- 
hand gentleman for- 
got to score, so that 
when a fair lady 
came on and sang 
ballads, in a sleepy 
and soundless voice, 
you had your choice 
as to whether she was 
5 or 6, and before 
you had settled it, 
she was gone, and 
Les Fiéres Chiesi were having a lot of dexterous larks with flying hats, 
which were clever, comical, and interesting, at thesametime. Then the 
Rosa Troupe went ‘‘ to the ball,” and the two gentlemen having got 
together again with their scoring with ‘‘ Interval,” I had a look round, 
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THe AouARIUM.—TWO MORE SPECIMENS. 


Not caring to give ‘‘ explanations’ everywhere (albeit all the officials 
I came across were polite and ready enough to oblige), I paid for every- 
thing else I saw; and Aaving paid, I am, of course, not in a sufficiently 
unbiassed position to criticise them! At the expiration of twenty 
minutes, the strains of Zhe Lost Chord on Mr. A. Webb’s cornet warned 
me back to my seat in time to see the Chiesi Brothers come back, rein- 
forced by four athletic ladies, whose love must be nearly as fatal as their 
hate, as who could hope to ’scape unhurt from their muscular embraces ? 
These were followed by a comic singer who was really funny, although 
his songs, in themselves, partook little of that character ; his eccentric 
dance was genuinely comical, Then came the sensation of the evening 
—the only thing I was waiting for all this time. 


Tue performance of the Sisters Vaidis (which looks like an original 
way of spelling Davis) is full of graceful beauty and expert cleverness, 
and oughtn’t to be permitted. Whether it is unnecessarily dangerous 
or not, some of it looks horribly so. The slighter sister’s dive from 
the roof is a piece of courage and neatness. I should think she would 
feel a ‘‘nip” of something grateful after the sounding slap on the back 
she gets from the carpet of the net, and which not even the artfully loud 
chord in the band can wholly hide. After this Strandward, to hear of 
all that had bechanced at the Lyceum, 


THE LycguM.—The familiar ‘welcome back’ scene here. (Quite 
different from any other theatrical back 
scene,) Thunders of applause, oceans of 
tears, managerial speech, ‘consult your 
comfort—alterations—meet your approval” 
—‘‘hurrahs!” &c,, &c,, &c. No change 
in the programme thistime. O/ivia, with 
plenty of life in it yet. Capital play, the 


best of acting, amd great improvements , : Neb 
‘fin front,” from the gallery, whence a ¥ et i) Bs 
great ‘‘ sight obstructer ” has been removed, : were) Swe 


to the stalls, whence a whole rowof seats has 
been taken, as well as six boxes ; and where 
it is possible now to pass to your seat 
without walking on other people’s knees, 
The new decorations are in excellent taste. 
Mr, Wills’s A/ephisto comes next, as soon 
as ever the public are tired of O/ivia—they 
don’t appear to be in a hurry to tire, 
however, 





Tug Lyceum.—OL.ivia COMBS 


NopDs AND WINKS.—To-morrow night a HOME AGAIN, 


comedy from the pen of that skilled ‘‘ story- 

teller,” Mr. Ernest Warren, will be played for the first time at the New 
Cross Hall. It is founded on Préte moi ta femme, a Palais Royal 
“‘screamer,” and is called or owed (a capital title for a piece ‘‘ from 
NESTOR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or * Fon,” 


“I vi 77) ewan 








= ~— = , ” 








S1r,— Well, here’s the Leger at last, and I hope you'll | 
all like it when it’s over, shall, know. It’s more bother | ts) 
than it’s worth, I think, when you haven’t a mag to put on, | |_ * *” 


and you’re certain of a good thing. However, perhaps a | cy mmay 
little bit of judicious welsh——But there, there, let us come | ¥ ii xi 
to business. Here is my (1 OKRE 


TIP FOR THE LEGER. 


THE Great Yorkshire Handicap’s gone from the view 4 
(And that Sandiway’s probably got it), 

But the Leger’s the race that we've got to pull through, 
And the Great Yorkshire Handicap’s not it, 

Let the welkin all silent ring mo? as of old 
As we carefully tot up the chances, 

Respectful attention all Nature enfold 
As the horses encounter my glances, 


They say Isobar is a horse to requite 
Any backer who’s bold with him, only 
Dame Agnes has come of the sort that is right, 
And I’m very dead nuts upon Lonely. 


I must say that Ducat appeals to me much, * i we 


And I'd put on him all I could pelt on; 
St. Helena is likely, but nothing can touch 
My original favourite, Melton, 


Right again! ‘* Kerosene’s established as a horse of light 
and leading,” I said about the Warwick Welter Cup; also, | 
** Casho in la mano, I should lay it on Verano.” There !— 
who sent you actual first and third, and even betted on them 
himself? Why, your dear old friend, 





TROPHONIUS. 





A-myl-itant Medicine. | 
[A medical man of note, writing to a contemporary says, that nitrate 
of amyl is a cure for sea-sickness. It has to be inhaled, but it is not a 
drug to be carelessly dealt with, for if too large a dose be inhaled it 
Causes a dangerous depression of the heart. ] 
Ir e’er I amyl, when I’m out on the ocean, | be 
This new Mal-de-mer cure, although ’tis nigh trite, a 
Will drive from me quickly the horrid commotion ; 
But, if carelessly used, it might kill me outright. 
Still, doubtless, this nitrate of amyl will be 
Soon tried by a-myl-lion of folks on the sea. 
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A CONSERVATIVE complains that ‘* The Great Gladstone 
Idyll” continues to grow. Quite so; because the G. O, M. 
is exceedingly industrious—Ay,-dyll-igent ! 





A LITTLE MISTAKE. 


Short-sighted Old Gentleman (to Official with Police Van),—“ Hi! Con- 
DUCTOR! Room FOR One INSIDE?” 








Picnic Pleasantry. 


(‘The Conservative candidate in counties deserves some pity just now. He is apt 
to be exhibited before a gaping populace, admitted to some nobleman’s park for the 
occasion, between a gang of nigger minstrels and a performing dog, and a game at 
cricket. A continuous popping reminds him that refreshments are being sol . And 
Aunt Sally rears her venerable head as a counter attraction in the corner.” —Datly 
News.) 

CONSERVATIE CANDIDATE, /07.— 
OH, free and independent friends, while revelling in the glories _ 
Which to-day have been provided by the People’s friends, the Tories, 
Allow me, for your own behoof, to call your kind attention 
To Liberal iniquity—the fruits of which I'll mention. 
We Conservatives seek daily how to benefit the masses, 
And all who vote against us are the most inveterate asses. 
Those Liberals are but fit to herd with convicts in a galley— 
I’m sure you will agree that I—(OA, dother that Aunt Sally !). 


I was about to prove, my friends, that we who are promoters 

Of these gay Tory picnics, claim the confidence of voters. 

Each Liberal is a lunatic—that’s when he’s not a felon ! 

And—( Whatever stupid clown was it who went and set that bell on?) 
Has Gladstone ever said, or done, or thought a thing that’s clever? 
Will he ever have the wisdom of Lord Randolph Churchill? Never! 
Of true reform Conservatives have always been firm aiders— 
And—(WILL some one stop the banjoes of those negro-serenaders ¢), 


Why, G. compared with Randolph, is a minnow to a Triton— 

‘Tis Randolph, helped by Salisbury, who can this nation brighten. 
And what is Bright? An ignorant, canting working-class oppressor, 
Who—(Hang the blatant bawling of that Roundabout possessor !) 
Now, if you rea//y want a man to foil the machinations 

Of these lying Liberal Leaders, who dare doubt our allegations, 


Give me your vote and int’rest ! /’m a righteous and arich man— 
Who will—( Hang it! 1 should like to smash that *'roll-or-bowl-or-pitch 


man !), 


Then, free and independent friends, when comes the next election, 
Be sure you vote for me !—(/ wish they'd look in this direction !) 
/ // make it warm for Gladstone and his crew so mad and moody— ~ 
| They—(Confound it! their attention's fixed upon that Punch and Judy!) 
Ah! Peace, Retrenchment and Reform—yes, ¢hat’s the Tory ticket , 
(/ thought /’d got them that time: but they're off to play at cricket!) 
I'm sure you'll all agree with me that Liberals should be basted— 
And— What! “ Kiss-in-the-ring"—a pretly thing! Why, all my speech 

is wasted /) 

* ” * * * > * 


'Tis sad that Tories suffer thus, ’mid all their picnic glories; _ 

You'd a/most think that working-folk were not in love with Tories ! 
You’d almost think their speeches—always based upon this model— 
By workmen were regarded as a kind of comic twaddle ! 

But these picnics have their uses—for these interruptions, look you, 
Serve to drown the utter bosh with which Conservatives would hook you— 
But still, it 2s ungrateful—they should sof be thus derided, pin 
When in order to catch voters, they free picnics have provided ! %)..’, 








Saal 





Ar Western Grange Farm, near York, a novel feat has been accom- 
plished by a vet. named Snarry, who has amputated a cow’s leg and 
affixed a wooden one, which answers admirably, for the animal is now 
to be seen grazing with a calf by its side. We wooden’? have believed 
it had the name of the surgeon not been given, though, after all, it & 
not more wonderful than ‘he cow with the tron tail, 
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THE COMPLETE TOURIST.—VI. A TYPE OF THE AMERICAN ARTICLE—THE ENVIABLY 
UNEMBARRASSED ONE, 


He is so perfectly at his ease in any society (a certain sign of good-breeding). 


He positively maddens one with envy. He makes casual acquaintances so ‘‘ at 
home” at once! ‘‘ Guess you clerical lambs have some queer games on the sly?” 
he observes to the bishop, a perfect stranger, in the smoke-room, as he squirts 
adroitly into the fire over the reverend gentleman's head 
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"You bet you keep a professor here, waiter, to teach one how to fix his nails 
he these blunt old trowels!” he exclaims as he pares his nails with a dinner- 
nife, 





i‘ Reckon you'll feel honoured at putting me up,” he remarks to the most 
freezingly majestic hotel proprietors. 








te °,° ' ’ . 
Hullo !—writing to ‘Mary, ch? Guess Mary's the missus, eh? Combs 
your hair for you—whaat?” he genially remarks, looking over the shoulder of 
a party he has seen before for five minutes. 
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DISPUTED POSSESSION! 


. . . ’ 7D i . . » 07 
“THE GREATEST EXCITEMENT PREVAILS IN MADRID.” _“ THE SPANIARDS ARE IN A I RANTIC STATE. 
. . , “BERLIN REMAINS CALM; ITS COMPOSURE HAS NOT BEEN DISTURBED BY THE INTELLIGENCE FROM 


MADRID,” Etc., ETC.—See Telegrams, 
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AGITATION; OR, TWO WAYS OF DOING IT, 


Vb hi 








I 
The pet 
Grossetgrasse is missing. He has not been seen for a quarter ofan hour ; 


PIERRE. Bluedeath ! ape so well-cherished of Mother 
therefore he is assassinated. By whom, my friends? 

THe ENTIRE GREAT AND GLORIOUS PEOPLE (artsing like one— 
ahem !—*' man”), By the British Government, of course. The people 
demands the instant decapitation of the British Government. 

Prevet. Pooh! It may be untrue. I cannot act, 
Tue GREAT PEOPLE. Then let us raise the red flag of rebellion. 
Death to all the authorities ! 
Prerer, Your argument is convincing. I see your cause is that of 
justice and truth, It is certain the British Government have murdered 
the pet ape so well-cherished of Mother Grossetgrasse, I will repre- 
sent the matter to our Government, They shall demand of the Queen 
of England the instant decapitation of the British Government. 
FRENCH GOVERNMENT. Pah !—it is foolish, that agitation there. 
The British Government may not have ordered the assassination of the 
ape of Mother Grossetgrasse. We cannot make the representations to 
the Queen. 
CuieF OF PoLice. But the sovereign people are demolishing the 
bourgeois and the public monuments of France. 
FRENCH Gov. Ah, then, no doubt there is great truth in the accusa- 
tion against the perfidious—(we are debarred from using an epithet more 
strong by the recollection of the dignity of our office)—British Govern- 
ment. Is it not excusable, and even meritorious, to wreck one’s own 
country when one has a grievance against a perfidious alien? It is the 
dignified course. We will at once send the common executioner to 
London to demand, with threats, the execution of the British Govern- 
ment; that is also the course the most dignified and becoming. * * * 
Ha! the British Government have snubbed us, 
THE SOVEREIGN Pror_e, Then we will complete the demolition of 
France. It is the way of reason, of dignity ; the way to attain our end. 
PigkkE. Thousand thunders! The ape of Mother Grossetgrasse has 
found itself, It had but strayed into the larder, 
THe Sov. Peopie and Gov. Ha, the British have hoaxed us! It 
is worse! Revenge! We will bombard some weak savages in the 
eastern hemisphere. 

II, 
Dick, Tom, and ’ARRY. Hullo! Blest if some other country hain’t 
bin and taken India, and spit at the British flag. Hain’t a-goin’ to 
stand /Aaf, Our Guv’ment must see about it, and do somethink decided. 
Jones, BROWN, and Koninson, Taken India, and insulted the flag, 
eh? The Government must act af once, and decisively. 
Dukes De VERE, SANGBLEU, avd TOMPKINS, There must be .no 
half-measures mow, Instant and unhesitating action ! 
THe Newsparers. The time has at length come when supineness 
must have anend, Now, at last, the Government must plant its foot 
firmly and act, carrying the matter through to the bitter end, whatever 
it may be. The British people will accept nothing less, for the time 
for words is past. Unless the Government, within forty-eight hours, 
has stretched forth its arm, c. 
Any Britis GOVERNMENT, Eh? What? Oh, ah !—well; we've 
no information about the matter at present, but we'll see about it—if we 
have time—in a week or two, 
THe Voice OF THE COUNTRY. The delays and vacillations of the 
Government, Xc,, &c, But such a reply will not suit the present temper 
of the British people ; they will not rest until, &c., Mc, Having once 
planted their foot, they will accept no evasions, no uncertain and mean- 
ingless promises of future action, no &c., Kc. 
ANY BrITISH Gov, (some time after), Eh? Oh, of course! Yes— 
that ‘India affair, Hum !—well, it escaped our memory at the time; 
and it's too late to do anything now, so we’ll let the matter drop. 
VOIce OF THE NATION, Hum !—well, they’ve let the matter drop. 
Suppose wed better light a pipe and go back to work, 








CHAMPION DUMMIES. 


“ Hom !—pretty fair. Seen better, y’know—our own, for instance.” 
The remark was made by Mr. Fun. He was on the ramble; and in 
the midst of a visit to the Kitchee-Kitchee Islands, in the South Pacific, 
An intelligent native was proudly showing him a few selected wooden 
idols for his admiration. 

‘‘ Don’t believe there are any like em in the world—now then,” 
replied the savage, colouring like a meerschaum with indignation and 
chagrin. ‘* Look how wooden they are !—and how stupid they look ! 
—and how stolid they are !—and how they creak when you work ’em |! 
—and what a lot of tugging and pushing they require to set ’em going! 
Where, might I ask, can you show me anything half as good in its line?” 

FuN was not disconcerted by the challenge of that untutored savage, 
Without a moment’s hesitation he replied, ‘* Lor’ bless you! we've got 
some of our own in London that could curl yours up inacanter. Ten 
times as wooden, and stupid, and stolid, and creaky, and hard to move 
as these of yours; and, what’s more, we believe in ‘em even more than 
you do in yours, Your heathen confidingness is not in it with ours,” 

‘‘ Then, bless me if I don’t put on my bead and walking-stick, and 
come home to your place, and see ’em,” said the savage.” 

So they took ship for London, 

FuN was as good as his word to that Kitchee-Kitchee Islander. He 
ushered him into a set of offices, and there, all in a row, were a set of 
the most beautiful images human eye ever gazed upon. The savage stood 
for a time as one moonstruck, At length he gasped, “* Well, you're 
about right—they are ay-wunn !” (a South-Sea expression of approval), 
‘* They’re woodener, and stupider, and stolider, and creakier than we poor 
savages ever conceived anything could be. Do you believe in them im- 
plicitly? What might their particular divine function happen to be?” 

** Our confidence in them is unshaken and unshakable,” replied FuN ; 
‘*and their functions are to keep our metropolis in order and sanitary 
wholesomeness, We call them our ‘ Authorities.’ They are thus bound 
to their seats with beautiful red tape to prevent them tumbling out with 
sheer wooden stupidity. I will now show you a few of their excellences. 
Let us take this one whose mission it is to look after the orderliness of 
our streets, We will take bim and set him down in the Strand—there.”’ 

** How wonderful he is!” screamed the savage. ‘‘ Why, the Strand 
is in a state which we wouldn’t tolerate for an instant in our Island ; 
and yet he sits in divine contemplation, wholly unconscious that anything 
is wrong! Ilis eyes are placidly closed !” 

** He is inwardly reflecting on his own greatness and wisdom. See— 
I will knock open his eyes with this flint-stone: hear how his eyelids 
creak, Yet, you see, he fails to perceive anything. I will now proceed 
to work him.” And Fun thereupon set to cudgelling the idol with a 
thick stick, and screaming indignation resolutions in his ear; and at 
length, when Fun had kicked him off his seat into a standing posture, 
and begun tugging at the wires, the image began to creakily set the 
thoroughfare in order, 

**It is wonderful and lovely !”’ yelled the savage. 
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** Bless you,” said FUN, ‘‘all the others are just as good. I will 


return this one to his place—(when, you perceive, he immediately resumes 
his normal immobility)—and take out this one—a ‘ Sanitary Authority’ 
—to have a look at the Lea River and the Regent’s Canal. You will 
observe that this figure is carved without a nose, as symbolic of his lack- 
ing the sense of smell. All our ‘Sanitary Authorities’ are made so. 
You see, he takes not the slightest notice of the condition of the River-——” 
** Which knocks me over; and I can stand a good lot,” said the savage. 
Then Fun kicked the image into the river, and hauled it out coated 
with putrid slime, Again he pulled and tugged, and pushed and kicked, 
and yelled and belaboured ; and at length the wires worked, and the 
dummy began to show signs of involuntary activity, though its motions 
were even slower than those of the other image. ‘* Well, talk about 
marvellous !"’ said the poor dazed savage. ‘* Lor—we’ve got thousands 
of ‘em. The country’s choke full of ’em, sir!” said FuN, with over- 
weening and complacent superiority, 
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THE DEPRESSION IN ART. 
(Vide RRCENT CORRESPONDENCE IN THE ** DAILY T&LRGRAPH.” 
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i > a year of 
his own, is clearly of opinion that it’s caused by over- 


Maximillian Smallwig, who has 41,0 
v , 


production. ‘* Look at me,” he says, ‘‘I only paint 
one picture a year, and sometimes not even that.” 


YS, 








ee 2s 
{ as ys - ’ * 


yy 


——— ae 





“ aes. ; Ps > 
a 





- ee + re se 


An antiquated R.A. thinks things must 
have come to a pretty pass when even an 
R.A, cannot sell his works. 





** Over-production all bosh!” says Sam Slickington, 
‘*]T work for the export trade, 
and can’t do even fast enough for that.” 


McGilp says it’s the competition of those wealthy 
amateurs, 
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Cyanine Green says artists should enter into the 
spirit of the age, and advertise themselves like he 


5, 6d. a dozen all round, 
does when he's away sketching. 
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What it must inevitably come to unless things 
change for the better. 








THE OZONE CARPET DANCE. 


I CAN hear them squeaking away. They’re tuning up for that infernal 
carpet dance. I feel the fiddles going right through my system, and 
it’s done up enough already, what with beastly /ad/e a’/Jte and the smell 
of the harbour mixed up with the row of the niggers. ‘‘ What’s that 
infernal row, waiter?’’ ‘‘Toonin’ up as per usual, Toosday night, sir. 
Carpet dance, sir, 8.30. Lot of people from the Grand here to-night, 
sir—s’pose you don’t waltz, sir ?—not so young as you used to was, sir,” 
Confound his impudence! I look young enough. I’ve had six Turkish 
baths in the month, and have got a new waistband. There is no good 
looking out of the window on to the sea. I hate your hanged senti- 
mental rot; I’ll go below and see the idiots hopping about. I go into 
the big room. There’s a den at the end, with fiddles and things, and a 
piano, Confound it! A girl has jobbed the end of her fan in my eye. 
A grinning young fool with a white tie and a horseshoe pin in it, anda 
tuber rose in his coat says, ‘* That’s a pretty figure, ain’t it?” When I 
danced, we danced the Lancers quite properly—none of your jigging 
round and back again, like clowns ata fair. ‘‘I don’t see that it's at 
all pretty. It used to be done better years ago.” They begin to waltz, 
or what they call waltz—a sort of creeping gyrating, like a dying moth 
onapin, Presently a fellow trails a girl right the whole length of the 
room, and knocks an old woman’s spectacles off her nose who is quietly 
sitting by the door, ‘* Perhaps you call that nice?” I say to the white 
tie and horseshoe pin. ‘* Well, it ain’t so jolly monotonous.” ‘‘ In my 
time,” I say, ‘‘ we did it differently.”” A snub-nosed young brute with 
freckles and a grin says, ‘‘I should say you must be fond of hearing 
dance music on the water, sir.” I ask him why, and he says, ‘* You 
see, you’re rather behindhand in your ideas about things, and I should 
think the first music you heard was in the ark.” 

I should like to punch his head. I get away from him as quickly as 
Ican. They are playing a polka now, I find myself talking to an old 
creature with a false front. She asks me if I remember when polkas 
first came out, Wasn't there the Sultan polka? It must be about 
forty years ago, ‘‘ No, I don’t, madam,” I say. The old witch is 
stopping in the hotel. She’s got a pretty girl with her. ‘‘ You don’t 
mind taking care of Milly, sir, for half-an-hour,’”’ she says. I smile. 








**T daresay you have a grand-daughter of your own, and know what a 
trouble they are to look after.” The offensive old idiot goes away and 
leaves me with the girl. She is a very pretty girl. There is no 
nonsense about her, and she prefers the society of a man of sense toa 
set of giggling, brilliantined-headed young idiots. I say I fancy I met 
her a year or two ago, She says, ** Very likely.” I say I think it must 
have been at Torquay, though it was a sin for me #o/ to remember her. 
She says, ‘‘ There are so many old people being wheeled about in bath- 
chairs at Torquay that I can’t remember you very well.” I hear the 
fellow with the snub nose giggling behind me at this, I should like to 
punch his head Zoo, I feel very angry with that girl, A fellow is stand- 
ing behind her taking a cup of coffee. I jog him on the elbow, and it 
goes down her back. If she knew who did it, she wouldn’t make jokes 
about bath-chairs quite so freely, I leave the beastly place and go up to 
my bed-room, They are still squeaking away down below, A young 
fellow, accompanied by the snub-nosed brute, has actually the impu-. 
dence to walk into my bed-room without knocking at the door, He 
says, ‘‘I saw you send that coffee over my sister, you ill-tempered old 
If you were a bit younger, sir, I’d give you something for your- 
Ife goes out and slams the door, I’ve spoilt her frock anyhow, 
Ilang carpet dances at the seaside, I say. 
DioGengs Tunes, 


beast. 
self,” 
that’s something. 








Ir is slightly significant that, though Italian Opera will shortly be 
without a home in this country. an Italian organ-grinder can save £127 
during the summer months, This fact was elicited at Manchester, and 
proves that the lower orders, at any rate, believe in the music of hand/e, 
and that they recognize the adage, one good turn (on the organ) deserves 
another. Supported by ‘‘ voluntary” contributions would be a good 


motto for an organ-grinder. 





Mr. EpGAR Bruce's attempt to advertise his theatre by means of 
balloons lighted with electricity has failed for the bey Og rn to the 
interference of the police but it must be admitted that his idea was a 


‘‘ brilliant” one. 
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THE REVOLVER DEMON. 
[There have been several cases lately of Pistol-firing in the streets. — See « Pa 
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GkEAT towr re alway ted for the plea- Ife hath a happy carelessness, a/am.zom, if you Some times he more than territies—sometimes 
il they | ess; LiKe § he kills a few 
Which each great town's inhabitants are Ani no prejudice affects him as to where his Who chance to come within his range (a thing 
proud of, you may guess. hots may strike. they shouldn't do). 
tut the best of gratis pleasures that you e’er At terrifying old and young, there’s nobodyto Yet oft, alas! the magistrate ill-naturedly will 
can hope to meet, beat treat 
Is the gay Revolver Demon who will practise The mad Revolver Demon who w7/) practise The gay Revolver Demon who goes shooting 
in the street, in the street. in the street. 
| COMING BACK. We've lorded it often in palaces gaily, 
er And lived like the cocks that are bred to the fray, 
Ist sitting (hurrah !) in the b w ol the vessel With fruits and with wines, and cigars and things, daily 
hal — oo rrily ee - (For such things as these there is little to pay), 
And th.nking what shouts from my pals on the press ll A chaise with two horses we've frequently soared to ; 
be presently gaily encircle-ing me ; And so I'm entitled, I think, to remark, 
Our back is to Calais, our face is to Dover, We've lived in a style we could scarcely afford to 
And Albion's clitts we shall presently greet— At home at North Stockwell or Finsbury Park. 
Then hey for old London, our holiday's over ! 
| hey for the Strand and the Street of the Fleet ! But now it’s all over, the holiday’s finished, 
7 The land of our fathers is heaving in sight ; 
We've revelled in lands where the mountains and rivers The weight of our purse is a good deal diminished, 
Are bigger and bolder than Britain can boast ; The heart in our bosom is equally light ; 
We've stood on the crests where the edelweiss shiv ers, No longer we wander in lands that are sunny, 
And haunted the countries of lege nd and ghost, No longer with goodness-knows-who hob and nob, 
We've had all the travelling joys and distresses We're back for our work and the making of money ; 
That rise in the path of the party who scours We're back to our home— and a solly good *05 ! 
Through lands where the people wear ditterent dresses, ibe 
And talk in a different language from ours, a 
| =. ae ; Para-chute-ing at Him. 
With pipes in our m«¢ uths (or the cigarette may be), A Tory paper says that Mr. Herbert Gladstone only shines before the public 
| And jests on our lips we have made our brief call lately as ‘the wielder of a kind of a subsidiary parasol to the Great Umbrella.”] 
th At towns that were old when our land was a baby, So, Gladstone //s wields only, we are told, 
aE And glories that ought to have made us feel small ; A small ‘subsidiary parasol ;” 
7 In three-guinea suits we have taken our station, Whereas, the Grand Old Gamp (though Tories scold) 
if And felt with Antiquity wholly at home, Full many a thousand daily do extol, 
as And struck the w ax vesta of civilization , Still, Herbert G., who speaks whene’er he can 
In halls that have echoed the footsteps of Rome. Is not a (para)-sol-itary man, ; 
, i The hiss of the engine, the throb of the steamer, ae 
The rattle of cabs and the changing of gold, Did he “Mull” it? 


Have mingled themselves in the thoughts of the dreamer, THE Marquis of Lorne lately put some whitefish into certain ponds 
With wonders of nature and grandeurs of old ; tn the Is an - . 
ig or ; in the Island of Mull. It was very kind of the Marquis, but surely 
Our time of excitement has scarcely been lacking ; the most appropriate fish to use in this connecti suld be the Mull et ! 
For weeks we have restlessly sped on our way, PPro} ° Se ee ae ee ee 
And life’s been one round of unpacking and packing 
In some new locality every day. A *Jornt”-STOcCK COMPANY.—The Worshipful Company of Butchers. 
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“OLD ENGLAND ON THE LEA,” 


'9 7 renee. Le ire AWAY, Dos: 


DISPUTED 


(SRF CARTOON, ) 


Now, once upon a time (the date won't fit in rhyme, 
But ‘twas when this last September made its bow), 

Two foreigners who went on shooting pleasures bent, 
Had an argument—in fact, an awful row ; 

For their interests chanced to clash, and at once there came 

a ** smash ”’ 

About a certain bird, the * Caroline ;” 

And the Senor and the Herr began to loudly swear, 
And each cried (in his own language), ‘It is mine 


Said the German * Ach so! Wait, we had better arbitrate,” 
But the fun domore Spaniard raised more strife 

With ‘* Jor ios, sir, what next?’ Not a bit of it; my text 

; Is ** Guerra al cuchillo!""—War to knife! 

I’m a son of sunny Spain, where guitar and garlic reign— 
Where Mantillas, ay, and Matadors we own 

Where the Guadalquivir swells, and the Mancanares smells, 
And where sherry, oil, and olives, too, are grown !” 


— 


DON'T COMR NRAR MR, VOU ARF POSITIVELY PitTiy,” 





KUN. 129 





POSSHASSION, 


"Ach, Piemel!” says the Herr, were I properly to swear, 
I could utter many a gore-becurdling curse 
*Totzausend !'—/haf might do; and there's ‘/)ormer tan 
‘td cn,’ foo; 
And some with lots more syllables—and worse, 
But, sern, were I to fight, into the Amighet/ 
My Schlager and my Krupp, would make you go,"’ 
Then the Senorcease! to swear, and less threat'ning grew the Herr; 


And sow they're for a while in s/atu gue, 


Oh, my Continental friends, to advise you FuN intends! 
Why quarrel o'er these Carolines at all? 
Their worth is not immense, so it doesn't show much sense, 
On Mars (who mara most nations) now to call, 
So, my Senor and Meinherr, to a friendly “pub.” repair, 
And the aid of schnapps and sherry there invoke ; 
Whiff cigarros, then, and pipes (both of peacefulness the types), 
And let this stupid quarrel end in smoke ! 
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GLEANINGS IN THE 


SILLY SEASON. 
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The good old trio. Portrait of the 


gentleman who wrote to 


the 


papers an account of his discovery of a lamb with 
two mothers. 


the Southern Coast. 














It is 


A couple of late swallows were observed in London ; 
ice in the Metropolis. 


: one day last week. 








_- 


uid also that there is at this early season a great deal of 
Skates are already in demand. 


Puddler. 


Swarms of lady-birds are visible on many parts ot 





Most interesting researches into the fauna 
of the moon have been made by Professor 
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New Leaves. 


SAYING that Zhe Cem/ury and St. Nicholas are superb, conveys but 
an imperfect notion of the richness and beauty of their artistic display. 
In Zhe Century, Uarry Fenn’s illustrations to the ** Red Roofs of . 
Sussex” ‘are conspicuously clever, and the descriptive article, by Alice 

Maude Fenn, is particularly pleasing. There is also a thrilling poem | 
about *‘ Abigail Becker,” by Armand T. Jones,—/MWaée Awake is an- | 
other of the American magazines (published in Boston) which is equally 
deserving of the highest encomiums for the perfections it puts before its 
patrons. —All who thirst for knowledge on intemperance should ‘‘im- 
bibe” the article on ‘‘ The (Juestion of Drink in England,” in Afac- | 
millan’s, In the same number ‘The New National Gallery at | 
Amsterdam”’ is on view.—Houschold IWords tells no end of stories 

(good ones), and lots of home truths. —7%e Leisure Hour, Sunday at 

Home, Boys’ Own Paper, and Girls’ Own Paper are as good as they can 













OFFICES, 


Fust Ont. 
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One Shilling ; post-Sree, 1s. 2d. 


A NEW LINE OF LAUGHTER. 


|-BRAND-NEW BALLADS, 


By CHARLES G, LELAND. 
Price One Shilling. 


“DONE 


Post-Sree, 1s. ad., 


By ARTHUR T, PASK, 


153 FLEET STREET, LONDON. E.C. 





well be.—Part 22 of Parodies deals partly with Dr. I. Watts and partly 
with John Milton, who performed very different parts.—‘* The North 
British Tourist Guide” (John Miller, Glasgow) is full of information, 
full of illustrations, and full to admiration. 


“HANS BREITMANN.” 


IN THE DARK.” 




















IF YOU WISH TO BE WELL AND KEEP WELL, TAKE 
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Soult doers au ease cere ooitec® | BUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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“Largest Sale 
-in the World’ 
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FUN’S THEATRICAL “PAGES.” 
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No. 16.—’Tis BUT THY NAME THAT IS MINEZENEMY.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


— HE first glance at the 

A opie Drury Lane playbill 
makes it patent to the 
most experienced that the 
management — but why 
this absurd veil of secrecy 
which is preserved on all 
sides? Let us say at once 
and boldly, Augustus 
Harris—had determined 
that the new play, 
Human Nature should 
have every chance in the 
way of cast. It is both 
a strong and suitable one, 
though, like human 
nature itself, not without 
fault. Its strength has 
necessitated a sort of 





Deury Lani Avcustus Harris (with THe equalising process in the 
Artist's AvoLoGies) WELCOMES THE RETURN characters, with the re- 
OF THE TROOPS. sult that each actor has 


about the shortest part 
he’s had lately, but there are a lot of nasty people about to say this isn’t 
a defect. Some people will say anything. 








THE piece—which is by Henry Pettitt and Augustus Harris—is an 
excellent melodrama and displays a constructive skill considerably above 
the average. As Mr, Pinero, in Zhe Magistrate, took a lot of funny 
situations from the French drama generally and made them fit for decent 
society, so Mr, Pettitt or Mr. Harris or both has (or have) taken some 
of the equally funny situations of melodrama and endowed them to some 
extent with the light of reason. The villain’s villainy is plausible, the hero 
is deceived by the evidence of his own eyes; ‘‘the child” is to be torn 
from its mother on reasonable grounds ; there is a sense of character— 
though I think this due more to Mr. Harry Nicholls than the authors— 
in the comic man, except in what, I suppose, would be called his ‘* big 
scene’? and soon. The authors have not seen their way to disconnect 
their hero from **the wicked woman,” who is usually such a valuable 
factor in raising up the requisite amount of misery for the hero and his 
wife, from a somewhat precarious starting point generally, and the peculiar 
‘‘law’” of the stage is undisturbed, but + a and other minor improve- 
ments, such as literary style, will come in time, no doubt. 

Tuk story is set forth in a series of scenes variously magnificent and 
realistic, though the sofa-castor business is a little overdone perhaps. 
The weird, sullen impressiveness of the Stonefield Farm scene is de- 
cidedly striking, and the animated representation of the struggling and 
roaring crowd welcoming the return of the Guards, as they pass through 
Trafalgar Square, was evidently approved by the returned warriors in 
various parts of the house, as well as the audience generally, for their 
enthusiasm was not to be soothed until the manager made his bow, 
and brought his partner in authorship to do the same. 


Miss IsAuRkL BATEMAN acquitted herself well as the heroine, and so 
Mr. Charles Warner seemed to think, for the whirlwind of his applaud- 
ing hands blew all the hair from my head (I am bald to this day to 
prove it), and he was discovered at intervals in odd corners, observing 
that it was ** the best thing she had ever done,” which was rather hard 
upon the lady’s previous efforts, but he meant well, I dare say. Miss 
Bateman does play well, and appears to have abolished, wisely, an 
affected accent she once indulged in, Mr, Henry Neville is the “‘ very 
man’’ fora hero of romance, his acting is ‘at once natural and full of 
colour, and he carried the sympathies of the audience with him through- 
out (in spite of some trying age in the Wells scene), even in 
the delicate matter of doubtful horsemanship. Messrs. Leathes and 
Clynds belong to the ultra-melodramatic school of acting, and gave full 
play to their peculiarities in an office scene. Mr. Leathes’ assumption 
of satanic astuteness and cynicism in putting questions and Mr. Clynds’ 
seeming constitutional inability to give anything but indirect replies, in 
the shape of short essays, was amusing. These gentlemen are excellent 
actors in their way, however, 


Mr. J. G. GRAHAME, as Olivier Pain (or Paul de Vigne, if you 
prefer it), has evidently been expatriated for his bad French accent ; he 
plays well, on the whole, but might moderate his squirms a little in his 
last scene. Mr, Harry Nicholls is a capital ‘‘ clerk,” as I have hinted ; 
his flannel shirt, with linen cufis, fetches responsively appreciative grins 
from his prototypes. Mr, Fred. Thorne’s is a good bit of natural acting, 


deal of freedom and truth. 








too ; and the two little girls, Misses Maud E. Fisher and Katie Barry— | 
the one as the hero's child, and the other as ‘‘ a waif”—play witha good | 
Miss Emmeline Ormsby plays the wicked | 


On Thursday the 29th of next month a morning performance for the 
benefit of Mr, Creswick will take place at Drury Lane, a cordial invi- 
tation is extended to all—except dead-heads like 


woman with good style and finish, though with a kind of elocution 
suggestive of over-anxiety with regard to ‘‘h’s;” Miss Marie Illington 
shows finish, too, and a sense of humour; and Miss Lizzie Claremont’s 
baby-farmer is complete and effective, without obtrusiveness, 


THE VAUDEVILLE,—This theatre reopened for the season on the 
same evening as Drury Lane, and much was the flitting to and fro 
between the two houses, and 
comparing notes at the Albion. 
My young man tells me that the 
new first piece, Nearly Severed, 
will not add lustre to the author’s 
name, and perhaps will not long 
remain on the bill. The farcical 
and funny Loose 7i/es, which, to 
my mind, is loose more in the 
superstructure than the tiles, is 
the main item ; and Mr, Thomas 
Thorne, Miss Larkin, and Miss 
Phillips, are as mirth-inducing 
as ever. Miss Kate Rorke and 
Mr. E. W, Gardiner are now of 
the company, which is such a 
strong one that I hope they may 
soon find something really worthy =~ ty 
of their skill, ay 


Vv . 





THE HOLBORN.—Thistheatre Tue Vaupevitte.—‘‘NEARLY SEVERED.” 
(late all sorts of things) reopened 
for the season on the same evening as the Vaudeville and Drury Lane, with 
Mr, Frank Harvey’s /Voman of the People and company, the piece and the 
people have been criticised over and over again, so you must excuse me 
this once—especially as I wasn’t there, and one of these days I’ll look 
in and see how the experienced Mr. Matt. Robson gets on in his new 
quarters, and with an aggravating property. 





New Cross HALL,—Laying in a sufficient stock of tinned meat 
and Red Heart, and providing myself with an extra paper collar, I set 
out for this distant province last Thursday. Nothing but the stern 
mandate of Mr, FuN, that I must go and notice the new piece by ‘‘ our 
Mr, Warren,” would have induced me to doit. I was well rewarded, 
however. Sorrowed, though I say it in these pages, is a well balanced 
and thoroughly funny piece; it has practically the same plot as Brother 
Sam, but it is more smart and modern in tone, and every character has 
its share in the fun. The cast is decidedly open to improvement, In 
Miss Eugenie Verner, however, the management have a young lady 
with piquante individuality, and a freshly intelligent style, which ought 
to lead to her enlistment in the metropolitan ranks very speedily, Mr. 
Myron Calice worked hard, and not unsuccessfully, as a blustering 
Colonel, in a too youthful make up, and Mr, Stuart seems a sort of 
budding Marius, 


Nops AND WINKs.—‘' The Proms.” came out big last Friday, 
giving their first Grand Military Night this season in honour of the 
return of the Guards. Beauty, talent, and patriotism were all there.— 
How is it Rogers hasn’t written to say that the Mademoiselle Palma 
about to make her first appearance at Rome as a singer is mot the 
prettiest, cleverest, tiniest, Tinaest, most captivating, &c,, &c., &c. ?— 
Mr. Henderson’s determination to adopt the commercial system of 
‘discount for cash” in the mattter of booked seats at the Avenue is 
good. How about cloak-rooms, programmes, &c.?—A week ago 
Excelsior ‘‘made” its hundredth performance, and looks like getting 
considerably excelsior before it goes under, Several novelties have 
been added, and others are promised, but I don’t know for when, 
suppose you go every night until they are given.—Mr, Lewis Clifton is 
not the only dramatist wiring in at a novel of Mrs, Perkis’s, there’s the 
Hon, Samuel Coleridge on the same tack, he has ** Judith Wynne” in 
hand,—Jones and Herman say they each individually wrote the whole 
of The Silver Xing, so, as neither gentleman would tell a naughty, naughty 
story, there must be ¢wo Silver Kings, or none at all; but, after all, that 
is Jones and Herman’s business, isn’t it?—Mr. and Mrs, Bancroft con- 
template doing America; they must be real smart, you bet, for that 
to eventuate !—A comedy-drama of strong interest, by Sardou, is said 
to be getting ready for the winter at the Vaudeville; there are only 
seven characters in it they say— 


A simple tale, a Sardou play 
They’ll finish by eleven ; 

And if you ask them ‘‘ Who are ‘ they’?” 
They'll answer, ** We are seven.” 


NESTOR. 
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BOTTLETOP’S EXPERIENCE OF LIFE INSURANCE. 
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“Just the morning for the examination,” said 
Bottletop. ‘‘ Never felt better in my life !’ 


But he didn’t like the look of the Medical Board, and 
quaked at the searching queries put to him. 


And the ordeal that followed was worse. ‘‘ Heart's 


very feeble!” said the Heart Man. 

















‘* Are you quite sure you re sane?” said the 
Brain Man. 





**Do you feel any pain when I do this?” said the 
Lung Man. 


So that after a couple of hours of this, Kottletop retired 
crushed. He has been a confirmed invalid eve since. 








TURF CUTTINGS 


To THE EpIToR oF ** Fon.” 

IR,—I don’t know whether 
you care for racing 
matters this week. I ex- 
pect I’ve won a good deal 
more than I shall ever 
get in over the Leger, and 
I am pretty proud, I can 
tell you ; it'll takea lot of 
complimenting me on my 
past writings, and seeing 
jokes I never intended, I 
can tell you, to make me 
set to work this week, 
Besides, what with stand- 
ing in the drizzle to see 
George pump himself out 
and win the mile at Lillie 
Bridge, and then doing 
the same in a cold and 
cutting wind at Edin- 

burgh, to see him pump himself out and lose the four mile, I’ve got a 

cold, or rheumatics, or something, and it is only out of politeness and 

extreme good-nature that I give you 
My Tip FOR THE AYRSHIRE HANDICAP. 


THE Prophet is a knowing cove, 
And many scenes he’s gambled on ; 








And if he thought it him behove, 
He’d put his bit on Hambledon, 


The Prophet is an artful card 
(Which very nice to say, oh, is) ; 

And if he'd plenty of ‘‘ the hard,’ 
The place for it Borneo is, 


The Prophet is a ’cuteish chap, 
And no unlikely fad he'll aid ; 

He values more than at a rap 
The chance of Lady Adelaide. 


The Prophet is extremely fly, ” 
And has an artful smile, he has ; 
And so he’s turned his weather eye | 
To bear upon Glengyle, he has, 


The Prophet is a man of mous 
(Here, in your ribs, a gay dig is) ; 
And so he safe as any house, 
To wager upon Zadig is. 


The Prophet is—he knows not what 
(Which presently he’ll con apart) ; 
But he intends to make a pot, 
By going hard for BONAPARTE. 


And I would merely ask, ‘‘ Who sent you Melton for the Leger, on 
his head?” ere remaining, with conscious merit, 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
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THE COMPLETE TOURIST.—VII. THE FRENCH TOURIST—SOMEWHAT RARE. 


‘The French are a very polite nation.” Familiar and Ingenuous Tradition. 


See 
ee 





He enters the railway carriage. He shuts his own, and every one else’s, window. 
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He sleeps. 
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He snores. litt] 
He makes a little repast. 
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— Shortf[ellow. 


fONTHS REPOSE,” 


N 


HATH EARNED A 


#H UN .~ SEPTEMBER 23, 1885. 
REST! 
| 


MPTED, NOTHING DONE, 


— 
aA 





“SOMETHING ATTE 






































. . - 
SRI LL TE TY A MR. ERR 


—- 





136 


HUN. 


SEPTEMBER 23, 1885, 








Goop motives, I desire to say, 

Do not deserve, in any way, 

To be regarded by the throng 

As palliating what is wrong ; 

You'll find it stand the test of time, 
That wrong is wrong and crime is crime, 
And that, I think, you will admit 

Is all that you can make of it, 


You can’t exonerate a man— 

Who always has some little plan 

To thwart your dearest wishes and 
Who steals your money or your land, 


A FALLAOY. 


But many worthy people make 

The not unnatural mistake 

That—motive good, you can’t condemn— 
And Arthur Joe was one of them. 


When Joe was quite a little chap, 
He often stole the baby’s pap, 
Because he had observed it make 
The baby’s little stomach ache ; 
And when he had purloined the cup 
He very promptly ate it up ; 

Not that he cared about the taste, 
But just because he hated waste. 





He took my partner at a ball 
(Although he could not dance at all), 
Because he thought his discourse best 
And likeliest to interest. 

And though I loved her more than life, 
He’s gone and made that girl his wife ; 
He says he’ll make (which isn’t true) 
The better husband of the two. 


And people say, both near and far, 
‘*Oh, Aow unkind his actions are ! 
The way he rounded on his pal 
Was little short of criminal ; 














Who'd thrash you, also, if he could— 
Because his motive may be good ; | 
** He means it for the best’ is no 
Excuse for his behaving so. 


If anyone should punch my head, | 
Or pound upon my nose instead, 

However good his motive be, 

It’s pretty much the same to me, 


And so he’s acted all | 
through life— | But still we cannot blame—who could? 

He’d take (and keep) a | 
schoolmate’s knife, 

Because he feared the | 
little elf, 

Would very likely cut 
himself ; 

He’d spank small boys 
above a bit, 

Because he thought they 
needed it ; 

And eat their cakes and | 
apples (Mem— | 

Because they were not 
good for them). 


The way he took that girl’s as mean 
A thing as we have ever seen ; 


His motives are so very good.” 


Yes, Arthur Joe makes out his case 
For motives that are far from base, 
And yet his acts are nothing less 
Than unexampled wickedness. 

No motive, howsoe’er sublime, 
Can ever be excuse for crime, 

Or you’d have found me, long ago, 
Obliterating Arthur Joe. 








Going to the Dogs. 


WE have heard a good deal of Spanish blood- 
| hounds in the past, but of late the most pro- 


But, oh, it is a woe to see | minent canine variety in Spain has been a kind 
The way that he’s behaved to me! | 
My trust in him was firm (but rash) ; 
He’s swindled me of all my cash ; | 
Because (he says) that he intends 
Devoting it to worthy ends ; | 
While I (he says), he can but think, 
Would go and spend it all in drink. 


| of ** Yap ”-ping cur.” 





Mr. CHAMBERLAIN returns the *f Kilmain- 
_ham Treaty” with the ‘‘Maamtrasna Alli- 
| ance;” but we don’t think all the Tories re- 
| Joyce in the latter. 
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KNICKNACKS, 


A SAFE-BURGLAR, rejoicing in the name of Sharpe, has been secured 
at Leicester. He is a most reliable robber, sharp as a well-ground 
chisel, strong as a housebreaker’s 
jemmy, piercing as a_centre-bit, 
quiet as a silent match, and biting as 
a file. Mr. Sharpe informed his 
gaolers that he doesn’t fear imprison- 
ment at all, in fact he could do any 
term on his head, but he dreads 
being deprived of his locks, in which 
he takes unlimited pride. Mr. 
Sharpe’s professional admirers in 
Leicester send him in a fresh pork- 
pie regularly every day for breakfast, 
which he consumes with much gusto ; 
saying, in a facetious way, ‘* Them 
pies is safe to make me Chubby.”’ 


HARING that house-shifting on 
GG i ag ag the American principle is likely to 
AMG SSO become a mania in England, Wil- 

liam Cribcracker, Esq., the eminent 
housebreaker, recently called a meeting of his pals in a pleasant little 
court off Drury Lane, Mr, Cribcracker proposes starting a public 
company for the efficient removal of valuable houses and their contents, 
from any part of the West End to Houndsditch. Mr, Cribcracker is 
perfectly willing to take the managing directorship immediately the 
scheme is fairly floated; and he strongly advises that Knuckleduster 
Scraggs, Esq., be invited to occupy the chair, Mr. Cribcracker is 
further of the opinion that a banker and a chartered accountant are un- 
necessary adjuncts to the well-being of the company ; and, as he has 
the interests of the company at heart, and is wishful to deal liberally 
with shareholders, he is perfectly willing to take out his promotion fees 
in drops o’ *‘short,”’ at intervals. Mr. Cribcracker recommends that 
a tender be sent in to Lord Carrington as soon as possible, The meet- 
ing broke up amidst great enthusiasm, 


CORNWALL has been visited by a furious whirlwind. It was a calm, 





still day, the cattle were lowing, the sheep were bleating, the pigs were 





cheese, and onions, washed down with copious draughts of acrid cider ; 
when abruptly the scene changed. With gusty howls and whistles, a 
storm of wind tore across the country doing much damage, An old 
lady’s false teeth were suddenly blown out of her mouth, carried into 
the air a considerable height, whence they fell singly like huge hailstones 
on a greenhouse roof, causing much injury to the glass which was luckily 
fully insured. Three rows of corn hurled like battering-rams into a wall 
were firmly embedded in the stone. The oldest Cornish inhabitant says 
he never saw such a Cornwall before. A simple yellow-haired boy 
walking to school was unexpectedly lifted up by the tornado, and blown 
into the branches of a choice apple tree. The little fellow was found 
quite uninjured, enjoying the fruit, and working out a difficult sum of 
subtraction. Twenty-four pawn-tickets were wafted out of a tourist’s 
pockets, and whirled upwards in a cloud to sucha height, that they were 
entirely lost to view by the astonished and sympathetic villagers who 
witnessed the remarkable occurrence. The oldest inhabitant became 
so agitated towards night, in consequence of the phenomenon, that he 
had to be carried home to bed. 

THE Baron of Worms turned pretty savagely, before he finally turned 
out of earthy Greenwich. Perhaps it is wrong to call Greenwich earthy. 
The aroma pervading the town is more suggestive of bad mould, and 
decayed vegetable matter, freely sprinkled with fish manure. 





SiR MICHAEL HIcKs-BEACH intends to drop his Hicks, and wishes 
to be known in future as Sir Michael Beach, pure and simple. This is 
a pity. There is a warlike grandeur about the cognomen Hicks, for is 
it not first cousin to hacks, and hews? In future Sir Michael is sav/in 
sure to have all sorts of strange prefixes attached to his Beach; such as 
Ccckle-Shell-Beach, Periwinkle-Beach, Stony-Beach, Flat-Beach, Jelly- 
fish-Beach, &c., 


NOTWITHSTANDING numerous contradictions, it is still whispered 
that Lord Coleridge contemplates throwing his Lord Chief Justiceship 
to the wind, and spending the rest of his days in rural simplicity, by 
making scarecrows with his old wigs and gowns, and cultivating vege- 
table marrows. Sane 


THE Queen has always been an advocate for domestic spanking, but 
few suspected Her Most Gracious Majesty of having laced the Princess 


| re | | Beatrice so handsomely just before her marriage. The affair has caused 
grunting, and the peasants were smacking their lips while eating bread, 


a great hubbub, and much wrangling in the Royal Family. 
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Counsel to Conservatives. 


[A Conservative journal lately published a lofty article called “ The 
Conservative Duty of Pegging Away.” The substance of the article 
simply turned into rhyme, will be found below.] P 

A DAY or two back the S¢. ¥ingo’s Gazette 

Indulged in a leader exceeding sharp-set ; 

In that leader it gave sound advice in a lump 

To Conservative candidates out on the *‘ stump,” 

It said that the candidate, during his jaunts, 

Should ‘‘ enlist all his sisters, and cousins, and aunts ;” 

In fact, it explained in a style rather gay, 

The ‘‘ Conservative duty of pegging away !” 








‘To repeat ” (said S/, 7.’s), **you must ne’er be afraid, 
’Tis Lord Randolph’s advice—and what hits Ze has made ! 
He understands crowds more than any M.P., 
And who is so great and so glorious as he?” | 
Not a word of Lord Salisbury uttered St, ¥.’s, 

And to Iddesleigh, »/ Northcote, it offered no praise ; 
Only Randolph it chose, when it showed t’other day, 
‘* The Conservative duty of pegging away! ” 


a 


‘*'Peg away at electors, at peasants and such, 

You really can’t talk to these people too much ; 

And over and over again must you show 

That you are their friend, and the Lib’rals their foe, 

They more gladly will list to a man of great name 

Than to Lib’rals, who’ve only political fame. 

The labourer credits what noblemen say, | 
So, though high be your birth, pray keep pegging away!” | 


‘* No chance of attacking opponents neglect, 
Don’t be shy in your statements, don’t heed self-respect, 
For your comfort care not, when addressing the ‘ low,’ 
But incessantly talk wheresoever you go, 
Yea, though you are modest, and rich, and own lands, 
You must talk ia a language that Hodge understands ; 
To yourselves twill give pain such bad form to display, 
But ’tis needful you all should keep pegging away !”’ 

+ o + a ae 
They’re humorous, rather, these plaintive remarks, 
But some of the counsels therein are ‘‘rare larks,” 
And the funniest part of S¢, ¥.’s pretty plan 
Is advising the Tories to /a/é all they can. 
‘* You must out-talk the Liberals ”"—that’s its decree— 
But there isn’t much doubt about ‘hat, you'll agree ; 
Conservatives always have plenty to say, 
But theydon’t speak much semse when they’re pegging away! 
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“THE TICKET.” 








Lmpecunious Old Lady (log.).—‘‘Ou, DREARY ME! IF I AIN’T FORGOT 
THE 'A’PENNY FOR THE TICKRT, 
I'LL BE SURE TO BRING IT WHEN I FETCHRS IT OUT?” 


Do ’8E TRUST US, YOUNG MAN, AND 


Poor old soul! She didn't 20 to the Baker's on Sunday so often as 
she went to her Uncle's on Monday, 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL IN THE “VAN.” 


OF course, you have read, Sir, of that gipsy caravan which trans- 


county of Worcestershire in the Liberal interest, 

Well, Sir, knowing as you do how reluctant I am to be left in the 
rear of any movement in which I take part, you will not be surprised, 
I imagine, to learn that I am just now in the Van in question ! 

Yes, sir, I am emphatically ‘‘all there,” as the Hon. Pascoe Glen 
has been good enough to observe more than once since he joined our 


associations in which I am placed, I combine the colloquial loquacity of 
a ** Doctor Marigold” and the homely geniality of a Mrs, Jarley with 
the more striking characteristics of a travelling menagerie proprietor, 
on his professional rounds, fills even those who know me best with 
amazement, 

As for the recently enfranchised voters of Dorsetshire, they regard 
me in my new capacity with a feeling for which amazement is no word, 
Were I, in fact, a wild-beast “show, they could not crowd to see me 
with greater eagerness; and it is no exaggeration to say that, in my 
scene with the model ballot-box, in which I come to the front of the 
Van, and dramatically explain to Hodge how he is to vote (in different 
voices, and with facetious ventriloquial effect), I create a local furore, 
which even the ‘‘spotted man-monkey of the Rocky Mountains” failed 
to excite, when on view in this district, at the recent Lammas plea- 
sure fair, 

Never let it be again said, Sir, that modern politics is a dry subject, 
and that it is impossible to interest our new masters in the political 
topics of the day. To prove the direct contrary, it is only necessary to 
charter a gipsy-caravan and invite me to go on tour with it. I only wish 
you could see us as we goon our political gipsying from village to village. 
It is my usual plan, when I feel very fit, to detach one of the van 
horses, and, riding on, to play the part of an agent in advance. In this 
capacity I rouse the neighbourhood by singing my latest political parody, 
which runs thus :— 





formed, so to speak, into a Political Chariot, is perambulating the | 





interesting party; and the wonderful way in which, prompted by the | 


Two miles or so from here now, 
If you'll the horizon scan, 
You ll see a strange conveyance, 
A wondrous Caravan ! 
For those who ride within it 
Are coming to explain 
How lots of land and money 
You'll by your votes obtain. 
Chorus—So wait for our waggon, 
Wait for our waggon ; 
Yes, wait for our waggon, 
And hear the men inside ! 


By the time I have sung about five verses of this, popular excitement is 
on the gui vive, and the Van rolls up amidst demonstrations of rural 
delight. 

Our subsequent proceedings vary according to the speakers we happen 


| to have on board; but, by special request, I take part in every meeting, 
| and, successful as my ‘‘ model ballot-box” scene is, I am not sure that 


Hodge does not equally enjoy my patter-speech as a political Cheap 
Jack, in which I make believe to offer a four-roomed cottage, a six- 
bladed penknife, a pocket-book, an acre and a half of allotment land, 
a pair of carvers, a Government annuity, a model beehive, and a warm- 
ing-pan, for his vote, 

As I really produce all the portable articles as I mention them, 
finishing up with the warming-pan (which is subsequently raffled at every 
meeting in aid of the Local Liberal Registration Fand), the element of 
realism is not lacking; and it is a pity for our candidates that Hodge’s 
vote cannot be taken at the close As my speech, 

Some of the more timid of our men are afraid I go a little too far, I 
must admit it; but as I ask them, Sir, what’s the use of chartering 
a Political Caravan if it is not that we may go farther in it than those 
who merely walk? 

But fresh novelties are in preparation. If all goes well, I hope our 
caravan will be supplemented by six others next Monday at Little 
Dufferton, where and when the natives will be treated to the first view 
of the ** Political Waxwork”’ I am having prepared. I will only add, 
let the Tories look out for our Chamber of Horrors |! 
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SOME MORE SHOP-WINDOW SKETCHES. 








A Delightful Dish. 


(The Morning Post thinks “ it will, perhaps, be as well not to be too sanguine as 
to the ultimate popularity of canned whale, the latest addition to our already long | 
list of preserved food stuffs’ One of our poets, however, seems to think otherwise, | 
as will be seen by the following paan :—] 
Cok, let us be gay, and warble a lay 

In praise of a newly-found dish ; 
Of the things that we eat (especially meat) 

We don’t have the choice we could wish ; 
From pork, mutton and beef we may now have relief, 

On a new dish ourselves to regale, 
‘‘ And what,” you will say, ‘‘is the name of it, pray ; 

And with gladness, I answer, ‘*canned whale.’ 


Fortune prosper the man who first put in a can 
Solid slabs of this king of the deep. 

It should largely sell here, if it isn’t too dear, 
And also, supposing ’twill ‘‘ keep.” 

You can cut a large slice, so juicy and nice, 
And of course there’ll be pickled whale’s tail ; 

Then let us proceed to bestatue the Swede, 
Who lately invented canned whale. 


Pigs, calves, bullocks and sheep will assuredly weep, 
When of them we so largely don’t eat, 
For all people of taste will assuredly haste 
To lay in a stock of whale’s meat ; 
And when asking a chum if he kindly will come, 
Don’t imagine he'll squirm and turn pale 
When you say, ‘Come to tea; pick a whalebone with me!” 
No, he’ll rush for the joys of canned whale. 





Though Rivals, Friendly “ Yacht.” 


THE reports as to the discourtesy shown by the owner of the winning 
yacht tothe Genesta have, of course, been contradicted. It was, indeed, 
well-nigh impossible, on the face of it, that the Puritan could have 
1 in the cavalier manner asserted, 





acted 





Rest | 
(SkE CARTOON.) 


{Lord noua Churchill has been ordered by his physician to rest a month. We 
ee - the noble lord will be re-invigorated by the change. Meanwhile, our Cartoon 
and the accompanying verses will serve to instruct the nation as to its duty.] 


HUSH-A-BYE, Kandy! Now must he stop 

All work for awhile, into calmness to drop ; 

Seeking repose from his labour’s stern thrall, 

But soon will our Randy to make Liberals sing small ! 


I, 
Lullaby, lullaby! let not a sound 
Disturb the repose of the toil-wearied Randy ; 
See, by the side of his Leader renowned, 
Solly, his servant, stands humble and handy. 
And Lord R.’s thirst he slakes, 
When that Chieftain awakes, 
With various nice cooling drinks that he makes, 


II, 


Lullaby, lullaby! let him repose ; 
For what with his onerous Indian duties, 
And what with his slanging his Liberal foes, 
Worn out is that chief who so clever and ’cute is. 
But we can’t understand 
However this land 
Will run on for a month without R.’s guiding hand ! 


Ill, 


E’en his Handbook of Slang, which assists him in style, 
And which he finds useful for speaking and writing, 
He's reluctantly forced to neglect for awhile, 
For his doctor forbids anything that’s exciting. 
Then, hush! let him doze 
In well-earned repose, 
He'll make up for this silence when stumping he goes. 
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CHUCKED; OR, THE DUKE AND THE 


MILKMAID. 
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oS ame a 
‘ H’m !—ah!—a mistake, my dear ; in fact, rather fond of milk 
myself—with a little rum in it.” 


he 





‘* Apology accepted ; but don’t do it again.’ 








BATTLING WITH THE BIRDS. 


My autumn holiday has always been a serious and solemn problem to 
me, and one very difficult of solution, This year, however, my struggles 
with maps and Bradshaws, and Popular Guides to everywhere, were 
cut short in a peremptory but pleasant manner. Towards the end of 
August I found, on my breakfast-table one morning, a letter with the 
following contained therein :— 

‘DEAR HARRY,—Come down at once, and get into training for the 
First. Will take no refusal. 

** Yours ever, DICK PARTRIDGE, 

** Penmaenmawr,” 

Now, I am no sportsman, but I discovered that the First, when spelt 
with a capital letter, meant that partridge shooting commenced on that 
day of September, and of course I knew that I should be expected to 
try my hand with the gun. This rather made me hesitate about 
accepting the invitation, I used to be a very good shot with a catapult 
ora peashooter when some years younger, but these deadly weapons 
would probably be of little use on the moors, I argued to myself. As 
to the use of a gun, I remember last summer shooting at a bottle which 
was stuck in asmall niche inacliff. I hit the cliff itself more than once, 
and this recollection encouraged me, as I must have been at least ten 
yards off the white mountain, On the strength of this I accept. 

But before I enter upon my dangerous encounters with the wild beasts 
of the mountain, there are several important matters to be thought over. 
First and foremost, I must present the appearance of a sportsman as far 
as possible, for this may toa certain extent slur over my defects as a 
practical birdcatcher, 

I purchase a copy of the Fie/d, and ascertain from its advertisement 
columns where I can be provided with a thorough outfit, with the result 
that I purchased about enough eccentricities of costume to amply satisfy 
a dozen individuals who want to look conspicuous at a fancy-dress ball, 
That being settled satisfactorily, the question arises, with regard to 
etiquette, should I take my own gun? [ have only two blunderbusses, 
which adorn the walls of my den in company with three ancient cut- 
lasses supposed to have been used by my great-grandfather. These, 
however, I ascertained would not be serviceable firearms, and I finally 
resolved to leave all to my host in the matter, 

On the following evening I find myself whirled down to Penmaen- 
mawr—I must find out how this is pronounced—where I am met and 
cordially greeted by my host and two friends of his, to whom he intro- 
duces me in the usual fashion—viz., that I do not catch either of their 
names, We drive off to what Dick calls his little shanty ; and after 
ablutions, we all settle down to a snug dinner, during which the bulk of 
the conversation falls to me, as the others want the latest London 
gossip ; but the commencement of my ordeal begins directly the cloth is 
off, and a dessert of claret and cigars has to be discussed. 
start at once upon sport, and Iam completely at sea. 





They all | 
They ask me if | 


I am much ofa shot, and I respond solemnly that I am not much of a 
shot; and then add, seeing the emphasis wasa mistake, that I am out 
of practice somewhat. I certainly am, as I have never been in it. 
Further questions make me heartily glad when bedtime is announced, 
albeit the morrow must be a sad and sorry event for me, I know. It 
was, 

We started directly after breakfast for the moors, accompanied by two 
men and four dogs. My nervousness increases every minute, and as 
London training is hardly the thing for the confounded scrambling I 
had to undergo, I fervently wished I had made a thorough confession of 
my want of prowess with firearms of any description, but it is too late 
now. As a newcomer, lam to have the first shot. I soon get it. 
Thanks to the officiousness of the dogs, whom I commenced to loathe 
on the spot, four birds (four I think, there may have been twenty for all 
I know) rose up suddenly a few yards in front of me. I managed to 
fire off both barrels, fortunately missing the dogs, The birds were, of 
course, perfectly safe. On we wandered in a straggling fashion, and at 
length came, to my way of thinking, the best part of a business of this 
kind—luncheon. Right glad was I to rest my wearied limbs, while the 
others, as fresh as paint still, began to count their spoil, There was no 
need for me to attempt that operation ; all the things I had fired at so 
far had been, as I observed with a sickly attempt at facetiousness, shot- 
proof, I didn’t mention that I had made a sheep skip rather more 
nimbly than was probably his wont, but it was his fault for getting in 
the way. My triumph, however, was yetto come, Barely had luncheon 
been finished when I spotted a feathered being, without the aid of the 
dogs, a few yards off, I gently rose and fired with deadly result, and 
turned with an air of self-satisfaction to my companions, who, to my 
great surprise, burst into roars of laughter, while one of my four-footed 
friends ran off to fetch the victim, ‘‘ Why laugh?” I exclaimed; ‘‘a 
blackcock isn’t to be despised.” More roars, ‘* Yes, it’s a blackcock 
certainly, in a way,” laughed Dick; ‘‘ but as it happens to bea black 
bantam cock that has evidently strayed from that little farm just above 
us, I fancy the sooner we make tracks the better, or that irate woman 
I hear bellowing up there may swoop downonus, But put your spoil 
in the bag by all means, old chap ; he may prove good eating,” he added 


good-humouredly. , 
This was the beginning and the ending of my shooting season—pos- 


sibly career. 








= = ——_— 


Mr. Gladstone’s Manifesto. 


Mr. GLADSTONE was expected to issue, about this time, a manifesto 
which should guide his followers in the coming struggle at the elections, 
The right hon. gentleman, in his address to the electors of Midlothian, 
has gone over the whole ground of modern politics, and all will agree 
he has said the right thing at the right moment. 
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A DREADFUL PITY! 
The Tempest-tossed Fones (to the Wind-swept Brown).—“‘ Tov! ToT! WHAT A PITY! D’vE SEE THIS IN THE PAPER:—‘A STORM- 





99) 


CENTRE IS CROSSING THE ATLANTIC, AND IS EXPECTED TO DISTURB THE ENGLISH WEATHER IN A DAY OR TWO, 
The Wind-swept Brown,—‘* DEAR, DEAR! JUST AS WE ARE SO NICE AND SETTLED TOO!” 








Just Out. One Shilling ; post-Sree, 1s. 2a. 
A NEW LINE OF LAUGHTER. 


BRAND-NEW BALLADS. 
By CHARLES G, LELAND. “HANS BREITMANN.” 


© envious ** cow-catcher”’ lifting and crushing thee, ‘‘* Hans Breitmann’ should be stilla nameto conjure with. ‘ Brand-New Ballads,’ 
by Charles G. Leland, whose Bret-Harteish verse full of life and character, story and 


Rapidly knocking thee quite out of breath ! yor chonia | plpe pono a fap reg er jf se ewe 
A ° ° . y shouid be a mi Il wea qué orous re ae z é ; 
O sad to reflect, while the west wind is hushing thee, Pos Me u € a mine OI weaithn to ju AIntly umorous reciters cuny uUSTVaALE 


’Twas thy pig-headedness led to thy death. ————— — itaaialbiiipaninnntinndin 
NOW READY, 
Price One Shilling. Post-Sree, 1s. 2d., 


A Jumb-Ode, 


O TRARS well-remembered! O parcels of buns of thee! 
Torn as thou wert from our grasp by the foe, 

And hast thou departed, then? all the six tons of thee? 
Heavy thou wert, but more heavy our woe, 








A (Hair)-Pin-daric. 


To make the readers’ *‘ hair curl” certain narratives profess, 66 D O N EB I N g H EB DA R } | Pag 
But we would have our lady readers know . ' , 
That if they want ¢Ae7r hair to curl with marvellous success, | By ARTHUR T. PASK. 
Hinde’s Curling Pins will not be found de fof, | . ‘‘Astory of murder and fraud in which highwaymen and smugglers, as well as 
In fact, whatever Beauty is to curl her hair inclined, lawyers and merchants are concerned.’—Weedly Dispatch. 


rw." £ ° . . ‘* Possesses considerable dramatic force."—Weekly Times. 
You'll find, by using these, that you will not be far be-Hinde ! ‘* A clever and unconventional romance of last century."”—Soc/ety. 








A Dirrico_t Task.—Revising barristers. 
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Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, 
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FUN’S THEATRICAL “PAGES.” 
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SLASHES AND*PUFFS. 

HE NOVELTY. — This 
unfortunate theatre, in 
spite of the promising 
combination that has 
taken it in hand, is true 
to its traditions, and the 
new burlesque is about 
‘‘as bad as they make 
them” —and they can 
manage a little in that 
line when they try! It 
is one of those affairs 
which goad the noticer 
to madness, and make 
him yell for revenge for 
a wasted evening, and 
consume into a desire to 
throw things. He yearns 

ad) wuld. to launch forth in this 

Tue Otymric.—Tue Younc Lapy or Firteen Style:—‘'The latest 

iv THE Dress Circus, public insult, Zhe Japs, 
is just one of those pieces 
in which fatuous dulness 

wantonly proclaims its incapacity for anything but glaring plagiarism 
and vulgar tomfoolery. When persons of invention and capacity hit 
upon an idea, and, as a result of their ingenuity in working it out, are 
successful, immediately arises fatuous dulness, aforesaid, and endeavours 
to profit by the brains of others with a watery reflection of their work. 

Luckily the capacity of the copyist is usually on a par with his honesty, 

and dire failure is the merited result ; but the necessity of watching the 

gradual development of the retribution is none the less exasperating to 
the spectator’s every sense—except his sense of justice,” and so on. 














Bur of course the noticer is much too tender-hearted to let that kind 
of thing get into print in any shape or way (and so is his Editor), so he 
only thinks it and goes on his way gnashing his teeth and saying other 
things that can’t be printed. 


SERIOUSLY, the story of Zhe Yass is the story of the Mikado and 
nothing else—minus the humour and skilful workmanship, and plus 
a large amount of extraneousincoherence. Even the limp angularity of 
movement is copied in a crude way by some of the performers—and 
falls deservedly flat. ‘‘ The three little maids from school” is almost 
bodily reproduced, after a fashion, dance and all, but it is not worth 
while entering into details. 


NEITHER Mr. Edouin nor Miss Atherton can be wholly acquitted from 
the charge of tediousness ; all that they do is clever and a good deal of 
it very laughable, but I should have thought they had learned, by pretty 
rough experience at the Avenue, that ‘‘comic business,” principally of 
the knockabout order, is not acceptable out of a pantomime or music- 
hall—more particularly when it hag. nothing to do with the matter in 
hand and only retards the action, The lady's ‘‘ business” with the 
curtains and dust-pan, by-the bye, is areminiscence of the said Avenue 
campaign. They are both responsible for many a hearty and honestly- 
earned laugh, however, and the ladysings a polyglot song with immense 
spirit and character, and encores as often as she chooses, Mr. Lionel 
Brough is as funny as he can manage under the circumstances, and a 
stalwart young lady from the music-halls, who betrays her origin by her 
style of singing, plays a ‘‘boy’’ part with commendable moderation, There 
are several ‘‘ fine young women,” and Mr. Fred Kaye hasa part with one 
joke in it, viz.—to thump some resonant protection upon his chest, 
which he makes the most of. A coarse roughness pervades the whole 
thing like the trail of the serpent, but the dresses and scenery are all 
that could be desired, Try again, Messrs, B, & E,, and better luck go 
with you ! 


Tue OLyMpic,—Even the innocent and inexperienced young lady 
(aged fifteen) who sits in the dress circle, could tell Mr. A. Macdonnel- 
Green that he has made a royal muddle of a possible idea, and displayed 
unending crudities and impossibilities in his Peer or Pauper. A Prime 
Minister of New South Wales, who succeeds to an English peerage, 
needn't go and die of heart-disease because he has married his ‘‘deceased 
wife’s sister’ (who though a wife in Australia, is none in England), be- 
cause there is no reason in the world why they should go to England at 
all under the circumstances if they don’t choose. There is a priest, too, 
who receives a secret under seal of the confessional, and wants to force a 
lady into marriage on the strength of it. To what church does this 


iJ gentleman belong? He incidentally remarks, as an excuse for acting on 


he secret, that his views have become éroader since he had it entrusted 
to him ; so perhaps his views of celibacy have also undergone change, 
1 the question is superfluous, The Australian Premier's son, we find, 








has never heard of a pigeon-shooting match. The noble family to which 
he belongs keeps a disused quarry, apparently, somewhere in its back 

arden, where there flourishes another freak of nature also—a tree grow- 
ing in mid air. Nor should I forget to record the conduct of the young 
lady who is so readily on with the new love, to the somewhat cavalier 
treatment of the old, or prosy old couple, who come on at intervals, and 


try to be funny. 





Some of the acting is much superior to the ong of Miss 
Moodie pre-eminently so; it is not her fault that she has to per- 
sistently describe, as ‘‘the soul of honour,” the husband who induced 
her to ensure her son’s succession to the peerage bya fraud (which could 
scarcely have succeeded, however). Mr. Walter Everard was out of 
place, but Miss Houliston was very nice as the fickle young lady, though 
she wore too much black round the eyes. There can be no question 
which Premier of New South Wales is concerned in this story, by-the- 
way, the departure of the Soudan expedition settles the date; so it 
must be the present Premier, and as he hasn’t died yet, all the events of 


the play are in the future. 





Tue Surrey.—Zhe Devil's Luck is the title of the new piece here, 
it is by Miss Lily Tinsley and Mr. George Conquest, and is a regular 
Surrey-side curdler— 
shaving a corpse to pre- er 
vent identification is a S] 
pretty incident, and is 
much admired. How- 
ever could Miss Tinsley )). 

otosleep after suchan 4) yewiely\| \ue! 
Flea ? It ‘* soes,” how- HENRY \HERMS 








: i} 
ever, unmistakably, ANKY, | 
WAY ‘ ‘ ‘ 
—_—- . Sa 
THE STANDARD.— > 
In Fudgment there seems | SS: 
a want of judgment in \\\\ ANS \\\\ CERRY? 
the treatment of the jury ANT , ys 
. . . => THT a 
scene, it is ultra-farcical, Md 


and not very defensible 
on moral grounds, but 
its gravest fault is that 
it stops the action of MS 
the story at a very im- 


portant point to the Old Party (log.).—' By GrorGe! THATS JUST 
danger of the serious HOW THEY USBD TO PUT ‘THE OLD GRNTLE- 
interest. I haven’t MAN’ IN THE BILLS, WHEN I WAS A LOY. 


space to Say any more 
that I think about it, this week, but shall return to the subject. 





THE AVRNUE,—Fa/ha has just been reproduced here, I’ve not seen 
the revival, but they all tell me that Miss Wadman is better than ever as 
Edwige, More anon upon this subject—perhaps, 


Nobs AND WINK3.—The Paulton-Jakobowski opera, Zrminie, will 
have the advantage of Miss F, St. John to enunciate the vocal erminie 
of the heroine’s part.—Some people say Zhe Bases will be revived for 
awhile, almost immediately, in place of the unfortunate /afs, and until 
something new can be prepared.—Mr. Rozier retires from the Imperial 
Triumvirate, and leaves Messrs, Melton and Ashley hard at it still.— 
Mr. Walter Slaughter has composed the music for a ‘‘ political skit” 
which is in rehearsal at the Prince’s they tell me. —Mr. Howard Paul 
had the biggest house on record at the Brighton Aquarium for the last 
night of the entertainment. He’s been ‘*taking” round, and now he’s 
gone to spend the proceeds on the Continent, Hooray 

NESTOR. 





—~ -— 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITorR or * Fun,” 








A HINT OR TWO FOR THE AUTUMN HANDICAPS. 


S1R,—Althorp is all very well for the Cesarewitch, but don’t you 
have any larks with Bird o’ Freedom, or Sandiway—or even St. Gatien. 
It’s a long way off as yet, and I mean giving the straight tip next week, 
but up to now, I think it looks more like Sandiway than anything— 
though Diss isn’t to be diss-pised either, Then for the Cambridgeshire, 
the Duke of Richmond hasn’t done all he can yet, but there are Paradox 
and Bendigo to consider too. What do you say to one of these to win? 
Suppose you think it over till you get my tip in a week or two? Eh? 

Yours, &c. TROPHONIUS, 





MAN has, we read, 240 bones. Woman has 241: she has all that 
man has, and the bone of contention besides, 
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PLAOES. 
No. VI.—JgRszy, 


THE weather’s lovely—‘* settled fair,” 
Sweet Nature’s face is stampt on ; 
No wind assails the blue fresh air, 
As we steam from Southampton 
Along its sparkling ‘‘ Water,” next 
By Cowes and Yarmouth yachtty ; 
Off Portland’s Bill the waves are still 
With cradled sea-weed spotty. 


A perfect day to hie away 

From carking cares and shoppy, 
Across a sea which sailors say 

Is sometimes short and choppy ; 
Across the waves to Jersey bold, 

For lilies fam’d and brandy, 
Which, being duty free, is sold 

At prices some think handy. 


We steer a little to the west, 

A good deal to the south’ard ; 
We eat and drink with perfect zest, 
And all sea-fears are smother’d, 
Until there comes a tiny cloud— 
Then others, bigger, follow ; 

And I reflect, but not aloud, 
On weather-pledges hollow. 


3efore we get in sight of shore— 
I mean the isle we’re nearing— 
There comes some wind, and then some mci, 
And then some dreadful steering ! 
The steamer steams, and I perspire 
What’s call’d co/d perspiration, 
And find I can’t my courage fire 
By ratiocination, 


We reach the blessed isle at length, 
The sea now tossing wildly ; 

I use my last remaining strength 
In objurgating mildly— 

‘* The breath that’s wafted from a shore 
By sun-dried sea-weed tainted, 

Is not the best thing to restore 
A sea-sick man who’s fainted.” 


Six nauseous days, six nights of sighs, 
That fearsome scent persisted 
In madd'ning my olfactories, 
And would not Le resisted. 
And then, although the sea was rough, 
Though winds blew hot as chilies, 
Of Jersey I had had enough, 
In spite of all its lilies. 


I found the natives fairly bland, 
Their foreshore very sandy ; 
I could not find a lily, and 
I couldn’t drink their brandy. 
My views: Let all who think dead zratc 
Gives air its last perfection, 
To Jersey straight themselves betake 
By natural selection. 


“She wore a—”? 


My love she lately shone in crimson, 

But soon she vowed that would not do 
(‘Twas when ‘‘that odious Miss Timson ” 
Came out in that bull-baiting hue), 

Then next she wore *‘things” in peach blossom, 
She said they suited her so well ; 

I saw her two days after toss ’em 

Aside, but why she would not tell, 


I can’t recount tho’ all the colours, 

_ That on her fair form she displayed ; 
Some bright, some soft as songs that lull us 
Far into Dreamland’s fairy shade. 

It would be truly much too rash on 

My part to even try to tell 

Of all the changes fickle Fashion 

Claims from her devotee—a belle ! 








SONGS OF THE WATERING- 
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“AT STEAR.” 


Customer (complainingly).—"* YOU KNOW, WAITRR, THIS STRAK ISN'T HALF-DONE,”’ 


Waiter (who cts a gooa many grumbling Customers).—‘'HomMPH! I THOUGHT 


MUCH,” 


Customer.—* OH, DID you? WRLL, I THOUGHT A LITTLE MORE,” 


A Great Parrish. 


Our forefathers who prided themselves on being ‘‘six-bottle-men,” and who were apt to re- 
gard drunkenness as a sign of ‘good breeding,” would have been somewhat staggered, we fancy, 
had they been able to be present at the Dalrymple Home for Inebriates, Kickmansworth, a 
few days ago, when about one hundred of the leading representatives of medicine, science, 
culture, birth, and benevolence assembled together there to welcome with fitting honours the 
eminent American curer of inebriety, Dr. Parrish. This earnest worker for the reformation of 
poor helpless men and women powerless to resist the curse of craving for strong drink has 
Jaboured for seventeen years in the face of much contumely and opposition. Now, however, he 
has his reward in seeing his principles followed with the greatest interest, both in his native land 
and here. Among the many self-supporting homes for inebriates established as the result of 
his teaching, the Dalrymple Home stands pre-eminent for attractiveness, discipline, comfort, and 


successful resul's, 
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TO THH RESOULE! 


OR, THINGS AS THE RESCUE OFFICERS WOULD 
HAVE THEM. 


{An officer of the Rescue Society lately brought five children before the istrate, 
and charged them with living (with their parents) in a disorderly house. Said the 
magistrate ;—‘* This appears to me to be a most extraerdinary proceeding! If it were 
once allowed that officers of refuges were to be permitted to rush into people's houses, 
seize children, and take them away from their parents, it would be a position of great 


danger.”) 

Mr. Quiver CHOCKFULL. My dear, at this the last moment my 
heart fails me. This attempt to get away with our whole family to the 
Riviera will—mark my word—end in disaster. Yow can we hope to 
run the gauntlet? For years we have succeeded—by means of the most 
———. and degrading subterfuges—in eluding the vigilance of the 
Rescue Officers, For years has little Tommy, our youngest offspring, 
crept into the house when dusk had fallen by way of a cunningly-devised 
ingress through the dusthole, Even thus has the watchful Rescue Officer 
seven times pounced upon him, only setting him free on the boy’s solemn 
assurance that his father was an archbishop, and a fitting person to be 
entrusted with the care of him! Jane, I tell you they will rend away 
our little Tommy the moment his nose issues from the door! They will 
tear away our sweet Matilda, They will—they will snatch James, and 
Peter, and Angela, and Susan Elizabeth, and George, and all the rest 
of our dear ones from their root and anchorage in our hearts. For— 
how can I conceal from myself the awful and blighting fact ?—I am nof 
a fit person to have charge of - children. I smoke, and take an occa- 
sional hand at  ~ Joan, and have ere now drunk a glass of mild ale. 
Ha !—murder! There is aheavy knock at the door, Allisup! It is 
the Rescue Off——~ 

Mrs. Q. C. No, my love, be not thus alarmed ; it is our dear friends, 
Bishop Twinklepeeper and his wife. Athought strikes me, They are 
persons of flawless charac'er and reputation; no living Rescue Officer 
could object to them as guardians of their own children, We will beg 
them to proceed with us to the confines of the United Kingdom, and 
pretend that our family belongs to ‘hem. 

Mr. Q. C. My own! It wrings the parental heart, this repudiation 
of one’s own offspring. Yet it shall be done. Once out of England, 
and we are free to clasp once more to our bosoms—to proudly acknow- 
ledge—— 

rs, Q, C. Come, my love; our dear friends have consented to 
assist our plan. All is ready. Mr. and Mrs. Bishop will escort our 
family to the railway omnibus, and we will follow at a prudent distance 
under the guise of friends seeing them off. 








Mr. Q. C. Ha! No sooner are we out of the house than the vigi- 
lant Rescue Officer seizes our Tommy by the hair and asks, ‘‘ Who are 
your parents?” Jane, this is a moment of fearful suspense, Does the 
child know his lesson? No, no! Allis over he is about to point us 
out as his rightful No! We are saved; he has indicated our 
reverend friends, and the stern official is satisfied. But, Jane, not for 
lopg can I bear the strain of this unnatural repudiation. My heart 
yearns to——Ha! Another Rescue Officer! He clutches our little 
Susan Elizabeth by the back of the neck, and repeats the fatal question. 
Bright child! She also has deluded the sharp official. 


_ Mr. Q. C, Jane, we are at Dover, and about to embark for the Con- 
tinent. In a short timeall peril will be left behind. Yet I cannot steel 
ed to carry this dreadful deception to its terrible end. My heart 
asks me, ‘‘ Can one who practises such deceit be a fitting custodian of 
his offspring?” and my conscience replies bitterly, ‘‘ No !—empha- 
tically no! Jane, I feel that I am a wicked and unworthy parent. Not 
only do I smoke (a fearful example to our little Tommy), but I have 
been known to attend a play—a comic play—and even to remark, ** The 
dooce!” Jane, I am impelled to—— 

Mas, 0. C. John, so am I. I too am nota fit person ; I talk scandal; 
Tam stuck-up! John, it is a fearful wrench—— 











* Hi!—Mr. Rescue 


Mr. Q. C. Itis. But it must bedone. * * 
Ha !—all is over! 


Officer !—these innocent olive-branches are ours. 


He has riven away little Tommy, and Susan Elizabeth, and—— 
(The broken-hearted parents rapidly break up.) 











A Liberal Lament, 


[A Conservative weekly, speaking of Mr. Andrew Reed's forthcoming work, ‘‘ Why 
I am a Liberal,” says, ‘‘ As a rule, a man isa Liberal from a sympathetic defect ot 
character, and a painful lack of that real education which comes from the close obser- 
vation of facts.”’) 





‘‘ Mga CuLpA!” each Lib’ral should say, after reading 
The glorious article quoted above, 

Which is culled from a journal of Light and of Leading, 
A journal which all true Conservatives love. 

Oh, to think that we Lib’rals should show in this nation 
** Defects’ of true character thus in our acts ; 

And suffer ‘*a lack of that real education 
Which comes from a close observation of facts!” 


Ah, me! that Conservatives thus should dissect us ; 
And lay our iniquity bare to the world ; 

We blush that the Tories thus wisely detect us,— 
No doubt into prison we all should be hurled. 

Oh, dreadful *‘ defect !” that can draw reprobation 
From those from whose wisdom Fate never detracts 

Oh, to think we’ve **a lack of that real education 
Which comes from a close observation of facts !” 


Ah, why we are Lib’rals, then, is shown clearly 
We haven't the sense that these Tories possess ; 
And after thus being shown up so severely, 
We all should turn Tories ; we cannot do less! 
Then let us bow down in intense adoration 
To Holy St. Jingo, and read Primrose ‘‘ tracts,” 
To repair our ‘‘ great lack of that real education 
Which comes from a close observation of facts |” 


We must own, if Conservatives hadn’t now told us 
That Lib’rals were such unregenerate elves, 
We'd have thought that the words with which Tories now scold us, 
Were words which they might have applied to shemselves. 
For to judge from each Tory’s erratic oration, 
Which to hear or to read such stern patience exacts ; 
That party you'd think lacked that ‘‘ real education 
Which comes from a close observation of facts!” 


— 


AT a meeting of the Irish National League (the Land League under 
anew name), Mr. Mathew Harris said he would rejoice to see the dis- 
integration of the empire carried out so far that England would be left 
an island without colonies or islands outside her own waters. It is the 
display of such rabid rot as this which makes Englishmen inclined to 
retaliate, that the only cure for Irelard’s grievance is to sink her twenty 
minutes under her waters, Query—Is the National League a perfectly 
Leagueal association ? 











A CORRESPONDENT of the S/amdard is much exercised because photo- 
graphs are not called photograms. Why didn’t he address his complaint 
to Zhe Daily Telegram? Certainly his method would be more gram- 
matical. 





Tue Turkish Sultan has just composed a piece of music for his 
Imperial band. As it is dedicated to his favourite wife, we presume it 


| is a cross between a pasha-nate and a harem-scarum air, In any case it 
| is, of course, in a (Tur)key. 
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JONES’S FATE—A TALE O 


F SIXPENNY TELEGRAMS. 
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‘Is Jones going dotty over these new telegrams ?” 
said Smith. 





oo ~ 
a ee. re ee ree ~ ee oe - 


‘* Unusual sort of application this from Mr, Jones,” 
said the Tax Collector. 

















‘a as Extraordinary telegram of Mr. Jones!" said Jones's 
governor.” ‘‘I—er—had—no reason to apprehend that 
he would not be at the office.” 
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‘‘Drat them boys!” said Jones's landlady. ‘ They're 
a-leaving telegrams for Mr. Jones all day long.” 


“Why don't he tell me‘ when he goes out, instead 
o’ sending me this thing?” she wanted to know. 





tery was solved one day when she saw Jones 
Street Post Office. .B.—There will be a 


But the m 
at the Blan 
vacancy for a lady telegraphist there next month. 








THE KNOWING NORTH-EASTER. 


_ “THE glass is still falling.” Well, let it fall, if it likes, and smash 
itself in the hall; it wouldn’t worry me. The north-easter has been 
coming in at the cracks, and the open doors and down the chimneys. 
I like it. The beasts of waiters and the managers are looking fright- 
fully down in the mouth. ‘The season’s over uncommon early this 
year, Sir.” Confound the fellow’s impudence! what does he mean, 
talking to me? I like to know the season’s closing too early, 

The attorneys’ lads in the High Street are beginning to look uncom- 
monly spry. He! he! They’re just going to have a good time in 
writting the lodging-house keepers, and selling ‘em up. I once had 
quite a good time, when I stopped late at Ramsgate, in seeing the filthy 
old chests of drawers and things carted away. 

The beasts of boatmen are beginning to get civil, too, now—trade’s 
bad. I hate the red-faced beasts in their shrivelled-up jerseys. One 
old villain always sits on a particular seat by the harbour. He always 
has dirty paws and a tall hat, They call him a character. That is, a lot 
of idiots forget their position in life and let him be familiar with them, 
I was walking with some dooced nice girls, the other day, and th 
would speak to him, He said to me, ‘* We're gettin’ on, ain’t we, bot 
onus, We're a bit crankish, and can’t tack about as we used to was, 
The young gals like smarter craft nor two old gorbishers like you and 
me, _I should like to have smashed his hat in with my telescope—the 
impudent old beast. I left the girls because they tittered. 

An old fellow I talk to sometimes is coming up in a bath-chair. He’s 
one of those filthy, horrid, contented beggars. I say to him, ‘‘ You're 
- looking so well to-day. The north-easter has bad a go at your 
iver, I knew a friend who died from getting too much north-easter 














on a congested liver at the sea-side.” This doesn’t seem to 
upset him. He says, ** You're of full habit of body, and, though 
some think it makes you look younger, if your wear a waistband, 
I am sure it upsets the stomach, and the north wind tells me that. 
Of course if you are inclined to be bloated, a waistband takes a little of 
it off. But who cares for two poor old wretches like us now? Not the 
irls, while they’ve got eyes in their heads. Why, the chambermaids 
in the hotel call me old mummy case. Ha! ha! What do you think 
of that.” I say, ‘* Well, you are rather wrinkled and pallid.” ‘* Well,” 
he says, ‘‘I don’t know that that’s any worse than being pasty and 
puffy, Why, they call you old curried pork, because they say you're so 
fat and cross. He! he! he!” and he’s wheeled chuckling away. 
From the smoking-room window I look out on the market. The 
north-easter is making all the fresh-caught whiting brought late from 
London as dry as chips. It has blown the beadle’s new hat off on the 
top of a heap of offal. Ha! ha! he’s swearing. I’m quite sure of it. 
Beggars like that ought not to be allowed swell hats. What a lark! 
The north-easter has blown over a stall, and all the old woman's fish is 
in the mud. Serve’em right. She won't have too much gin to-night. 
The le are all going away, most of ’em have red noses with the 
cold, and their faces are looking blue at settling up their bills. Some 
of them have run themselves frightfully short. r like to fancy they 
haven't got enough to pay the shot, and the manager will go for them. 
‘¢ A letter, sir.’ What is it? Draft for the conveyance of that row 
of cottages my cousin left me. Glad to get the money. Hullo! Why 
d——, no, confound it, Chancery summons for payment of calls in the 
Great Wheal Bang in liquidation, Well I’m,—well I’m sure some 
beasts are grinning at me. Ugh! how cold the wind is. 





Diocenes Tvess. 
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THE LANDLADY’S THUMB.—(A TALE OF A CRUEL INCUBUS.) 








She had her tria!, had Mrs. Scrapsneeker. Poor thing That thu: f her Look here, ma'am--here’s this beastly thumbmark on my butter again ays 
was So wayward » devoid of those sterling principles which guided the rest of the Lodger. ‘‘Deary me! He w/// do it—heis that unruly. But I'll speak to 
him about i*, though he doesn't heed me a bit,” says poor Mrs. S. 
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he blame!” sobs poor Mrs. S. 
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THE COMIC SINGER. 








H! myself I’ll describe (it’s 
a task I enjoy, 
And it yields me uncom- 
mon felicity), 
Many traits I possess which 
attention employ, 
But my principal trait is 
simplicity. 
Vii), Now, my ways of displaying 
", LE LF Y fr ' ined oe aie len 
eerie) 1" VAC as various, ost, 
Wy, YL My) ae | as numerous), 
Hin | But Ithink, on the whole, 
I exhibit it most 
In my rummy idea of the 
| humorous ! 
_ Sing hey! and sing out with 
a cry and a shout, 
i- While the drink in the 
—- tumbler before us is, 
You may have a doubt what the song is about, 
But you pretty soon learn what the chorus is, 
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For I think it so comical—dog that I am !— 
At a party to capture the belle at it, 

While to further the joke I describe her as “‘ jam,” 
And of course I expect you to yell at it. 

Then it greatly increases the fun, to my mind, 
If she bolts, and the consequence wrinkles is, 

And the height of the humour’s obtained when you find 
She a vendor of fried fish or winkles is ! 


Sing hey! &c, 


To be out late at night is another big lark, 
And a harvest of sechtom I win for it ; 
It is also great fun to get ‘‘tight,” I’d remark, 
And it culminates when you're run in for it. 
But I wax patriotic when wars are about 
(And here some real humour I drop in it), 
For my love of Old England is great beyond doubt, 
Which explains why I take care to stop in it ! 


Sing hey! &ce, 


And then there’s my joke of the very big tie, 
And my wig witticism (it’s carrotty), 

And my coat comicality (blue of the sky), 

“ And my big-patterned ‘* ~ —— 
or a countryman’s song a red tie I possess, 
And a smock-frock I always prepare for it, 

And when I’m a swell in correct evening dress, 
This, of course, is the costume I wear for it. 





Sing hey! &c. 





























Then my countryman always appears with a grin, 
And my swells all say “‘ Yaas” with gentility ; 
And the state my ‘‘old gent” is, in general, in 
Is of tremulous irascibility ; 
Then my “‘ masher ”’s a farmer robust, you'd su 
‘a "7 - — approaching the spherical ; ror 
nd when I stand ‘Aids way, and = through 
You will know my vocation is clerical, sei 


Sing hey! &c. 


But my dialects, also, I think you’d admire, 
They are fashioned to lady and gent tickle, 

For my Scotchmen might mostly be christened Maguire, 
And my Germans and Dutch are identical ; 

All my Frenchmen are natives of Stratford-atte-Bowe, 
And my Irish are even a rummer set ; 

While the one country-bumpkin I happen to know 
Is an evident native of Somerset ! 


Sing hey! &c. 


Then in ramshackle rhythm and dubious rhyme 
I adapt others’ notions admiringly, — 

To some elderly tune (but I alter the time), 
And I warn off all “‘ pirates” untiringly. 

But for crowning the fun into practice 1 bring 
A plan it can never diminish with, 
For whatever the theme of the song that I sing, 

There is mostly a Jady to finish with ! 


Sing hey! &c, 


If you ask of my personal habits—ahem !— 

This is hardly the place to go into them ; 
Still—I start on champagne at eleven a.m., 

And take bitters (like others) with gin to them. 
And if you should visit my haunts—can’t be missed 

If you’re well up in London topography— 
You'll find conversation to largely consist 

Of laudatory autébiography 

Sing hey! Xc. 
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‘* Walks in Epping Forest,” by Percy Lindley. Thir“!tton de Luxe 
provides in an elegant binding for presentation or Pay ] 
delightful book is more practically useful in the b°“|¥ Covering we 
viewed it in, when we reviewed it some time ay 
by Charles Searle (Field and Tuer). ¢ 
pes is known to almost everybody, only t}” '® Sarcely anybody 


**Self Doomed,” by B. L. Farjeon (Griffiy Ferran, Okeden, and 
Welsh). 
trophe, but it is told with a gentleness 9 
tempers the terrible. 


** Pocket Library” of masterpieces _" and poetry, the first 
volume being ‘' Bret-Harte’s Poems,,,...; 
issue cannot easily be excelled. For,,, 
feeling it would be difficult to exr 

Harte’s poems. 


wre sm, Experience.” “ 
ivision (Christian Age o 

evident that the “official ringod ‘ouene? — 
nor have they played a vehing elections t 
** Lobb’s-hole,” and at thfutspokenness sh 
trick to win, for Mr. Lobjd his * whist,” 
card, and one not likely ’ 





NEW LEAVES. AAR 
‘*BURNHAM BEECHES,” by Francis George Heath (vliam Rider 


This is a remarkably pate book about womeenebly 
lace, the beauties of each are interleaved w!,‘2¢ other. — 


servation, This 


—*Look Here,” 
The sort c-bilosophy here ex. 


ows it. It is ‘*A Book for the Rail,” but st to be railed at.— 


ed, : tle and a dismal catas- 
This is a story with rather a dolefty aerness that sweetly 


g toe ee gi mmencing the issue of a 
taste and elegance this 
4 hought and refinement of 

masterpieces’’ as Bret- 


. at of the London : 
‘*Extravagance and a, Lobb, Member Bago righ 
Y-It appears by this pamphlet very 

their cards over well, 
They have now got into 
bey will need the odd 
ows that he is a trump 





Je, and the even ir 
Tue mom bring’ despair.—O, E, Ports, 





























1} 











SEPTEMBER 30, 1885, 


ry 
q 
Z 








riage and hereditability, said that ‘‘a neglect to conse wal 
form of family type was a wrongful waste of aaponenite.”1 any valuable 





“Declined, with Thanks.” 


_UMr. Galton, referring at the British Association to the subject of mar- 
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LiKE Celebs in search of a er for life, 
Made famous in Hannah More’s story, 

I, too, am in want of a nice little wife, 
But though I have searched, con amore, 

To find one who'll take me for better or worse, 
With grief I confess that I can’t, sir; 

For when I pro then decisive and terse, 
Is Angy’s invariable answer, 


I ask for a reason, I beg them to tell 
Me what is their ground of objection ; | 

They sigh that—my fortune would do very well, | 
Or flatter—my temper’s perfection ; 

Admit that my breeding is quite comme i/ faut, 
My pedigree will bear inspection ; 

And yet, to my pleading, the one answer’s ** No |” 
They beg to decline the connection, 
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At last I found out the mysterious cause | KS 
That Cupid behaved so unkindly, | KS 
’Twas—they were all governed by Science’s laws, 
And would not embrace Hymen blindly, 
It would be so wicked if they were to wed 
Where ‘‘ the family type was neglected ;” 
**Oh, Science knows nothing of love,” so they said, | 
And ¢hat’s why my suit they rejected ! | 





Cross Purposes, 


Sue danced more lightly than a fay, 
Was dressed in quite a modest way, 
And not at all decolletée, 


** We see but little of you now,” 
Said Cousin Henry, with a bow; } 
‘‘ Why is it, I should dike to know?” | 
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He meant that, though by race allied, 
They seldom met in walk or ride. 
Judge his amaze when she replied : 


‘‘ Ah! that’s because my friends declare 
I must not yet low dresses wear, 
Nor risk exposure to the air!” 





SAVING? 


Fock,—** BuT A’ HAENA GOTTEN A COAT TAB GANG TAE THE KIRK 


IN, Stir!” 
Minister, — En, JOCK? SAvg& IT OFF YER Wuisky 1” 
Fock (sarcastically),—‘‘ A’M LIKE TAE DAE THAT, AND ,WHUSKY GAEN 


ue Twa BAWBEES THE GILL!” 














A Type-Writer Wronger. 


A young lady recently broke off her betrothal because her ‘‘ sweetheart’ always 
wrote his love-letters with a type-writer instead of a pen.) 


You could hardly blame the damsel for thus snapping Cupid’s fetters, 
For these curious epistles, when her love was growing ripe, 

Could not have had the sweetness of the usual lover’s letters— 
Fancy finding Love’s endearments set in nasty, formal type ! 


He must have had a flinty heart, that letter-printing lover, 
To dare to cause his lady-love her pretty eye to ‘‘ pipe ;” 

For his ‘‘ dear handwriting” in those notes the girl could not discover, 
And it sadly spoils the romance to write J://e/s-doux in type! 





Worth and Westminster. 

Ir is generally understood that at the electoral contest of next 
November woman will take a more active part than she has ever done 
before, and already modistes are busily engaged in preparing dresses 
suitable for this kind of work. The majority will be of duffand d/ue, 
but a few will be of the new “‘ e/ect-o-ric grey,” some being party 
coloured. Canvas shoes will naturally enough be es regle. Polling 
Booth bonnets, trimmed with fruits such as sfeeches, will be much worn ; 
skirts, /ideral/y trimmed, will fall gracefully, and not disg-husting-ly 
ugly, as sometimes they do; they will be wzf-ped up at the side, so 
that the pockets can be got at. It is to be hoped that, when the di//s of 
these things come to be settled, it will not cause a division of opinion in 
the Aouse, and that ladies will see the fo/icy of getting them re-seated 


when they are paid. 
Bitter for Bass. 

A CONSERVATIVE contemporary grieves over the fact that Sir M. A, 
Bass has joined the Free Land League. It seems to think that the 
eminent brewer has, of his own (h)op-tion, cultivated an iron-heart— 
that he is a human Bass-steel, n fact. 








The G, O, G. 


Speaking of Mr. Gladstone's manifesto, a Radical evening giiaite says :—"' The 
Old Umbrella is up once more, and there is a general scramble to find a place 
it” ; while a Conservative evening says :—‘‘ The Umbrella is at last unfurled 
ere of the host mF ng bn wd delighted with its somewhat faded 
18) 
“* Tue Old Umbrella is up again, 
Oh, let us get under its shade ; 
’Tis proof against political storm and rain, 
Although ’tis a trifle frayed.” 
Thus cry all M.P.’s of a Liberal ae 
As they rush to get under the Grand Old Gamp ! 


Conservatives walking along the street, 
And posing as friends of Reform, 
Look blue when that Old Umbrella they meet, 
And exclaim: ‘* We shall have a storm |!” 
Yes! dismay quickly strikes the Conservative camp, 
When the G, O. M. comes with his G., O. Gamp. 


Full many a measure in weather bad 
Did that Grand Old Gingham shield— 
Yea, through Upper Henan fierce struggles it had, 
Which the strength of its frame revealed, 
Those showers and storms made its cover damp, 
But they hurt not the ribs of the Grand Old Gamp ! 


The political weather-glass now foretells, 
. pe heavier Bey ahead ; te 
till stronger ory tempest swe 
But the Gamp-Bearer shows no dread. 
Still onward to victory he will tramp, 
Protecting Reform ‘neath his Grand Old Gamp ! 





Tue Coldstreams have returned, *‘ with Suakin’s kind re-Guards,” 
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A Michaelmas Manifesto. 
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(Sez CARTOON.) 


You've all of you heard 
Of a waddlesome bird, 
In season at this very time of the year, 
Which never yet got 
Much credit, I wot, _ ’ 
For being especially burdened with brains— 
And therefore obtains 
Scant sympathy here. 


This lumbering bird 
When alive looks absurd, _ 
Bat when plucked and well-stuffed with good 
onions and sage, — 
With sage, I surmise, — 
Just to make it more wise, — 
And with onions to give it a flavour it needs— 
Twill afford some fair feeds 
And your bunger assuage, 








Now it may have occurred 
To your minds, that this bird 
(Like the Tory about to be cooked in hi: 
uice 
Which ‘the Grand Old Man takes 
| In a couple of shakes 
In his grasp to find out if he’s thoroughly fit 
To be fixed on a spit) 
Is the Michaelmas Goose. 





An Attack by the Admiral. 


[According to a daily paper Mr. Gladstone was com- 








HOME, TOO, 


Christopher.—** Yas, Pa.” 
Christopher.—** Ou, YES, HE DID, PA. 


TATER M&RCHANT?’” 


JUST AS THE GUESTS WERE BEGINNING TO FEEL QUITE AT 


Pa,—“* DID YOU TELL THE MAN I WAS NOT IN, CHRISTOPHER?” 


Pa (rather weakly).—*‘ H& DID NOT SAY ANYTHING, I suprosE?” 
Hg SAID, ‘OF COURSE HE AIN’T; BUT HE 
PRECIOUS SOON WILL BE IN—IN THE COUNTY CouRT, OR I AIN’T A COAL AND Pgr- 


pletely ‘‘pulverised” a day or two ago, by Admira! 
Bedford Pim, who said: ‘‘ No sooner did Mr. Glac- 
stone open his mouth, than he put his foot in it.”) 
THIS statement, indeed, is most grim, 
Mr. G, pulverised by B. Pim ! 
Oh, will Gladstone henceforward in politics 
dabble? 
Oh, will he extive now remain? 
Or will he but treat with disdain 
The gallant Pim’s niminy-Pim-iny babble ! 











ENIOKNAOKS. 


Che morning headache, after yesterday’s public dinner, is always caused 
ei her by the close, mild, or sharp weather. 
The racking toothache, contracted in the 


theatre, is innocently attributed to a crisp, 
frosty day. The gourmand invariably 
blames a fog for his depression, and the 


with his chronic nervousness, Now, it 
appears that an American lady, who has 
transferred her affections from her husband 
to another swain, was tackled by her 
irate spouse, The injured man having 
ramped about, and upset the waste-paper 
basket, the work-box, the baby’s cradle, 
and the coal-scuttle, demanded an expla- 
nation. The lady listened with creditable 





eyes, and calmly, but vaguely informed 
the poor man that the change in her 
feelings towards him, was entirely due to the climate. 





by publishing mendacious statements concerning everybody and every- 
hing politically connected with Great Britain and her colonies. 
editor of a Paris paper, flushed with the gigantic success of all his pre- 
vious uotruths, thought it would be good business to print a harrowing 
account of the execution and last moments of Louis Riel, The heroic 
conduct of the gallant rebel on the scaffold was much extolled, and the 
whole article was well seasoned with maudlin sentimentality and malig- 
cant ferocity. The paper, as the editor expected, sold like hot pies. 
The cream of the joke is that the majority of the purchasers still believe 
that the rebel, Louis Riel, was executed. When an Englishman has 
been ‘‘ sold” and swindled by a ‘‘ catchpenny,” he finds out what a fool 
be has been made of in about three minutes; the Frenchman, on the 





artificial atmosphere of a hotand draughty | 


patience, then lifted up her China-blue | 


| contrary, does not discover he has been “had ” till months have slipped 


It is human nature to put down nearly every ill to climatic influences. | 


} 





inveterate smoker charges a hot afternoon | 


away, and even then he still has little lingering doubts on the subject. 


EX@MPLARY men are apt to slip at times. Mr. Potts, of Hammer- 
smith, was an exemplary man, and though he never assumed virtue, wa 
looked up to as a pattern by all his companions. One night an unrea 
sonable policeman entered the sacred domicile of Potts without a forma! 
invitation, His errand was to extinguish a fire which was raging on 
Potts's premises, Potts resented the intrusion, and uttering the war-cry 
‘* Every Englishman’s house is his castle,” fell tooth and nail on the 
constable, dusting the furniture and the hearthrug with his body. At 
an interview with a magistrate, the man of law intimated that the hither- 
to immaculate Mr. Potts had gone a little too far in asserting his rights, 
and insinuated that two months seclusion from a giddy world would 
have the beneficial effect of making him more exemplary than ever 
Potts has now been in long enough to prove how easily a steady man, 
by strict attention to his work, may make his treadmill performarces 
charmingly perfect, and his oakum-picking beautiful to behold. 


THOUGH Spain is usually a pleasant haven of rest for the fraudulent! 
bankrupts with plenty of money to fly to, it must be distinctly under- 


| stood that the solvent Spaniard does not approve of debt. Quite lately 


Tue French journals have sopped up a huge quantity of money lately | 


a wealthy Spanish gentleman, living in the town of Vistabella, in Cas- 
tellon, gave a grand dinner to celebrate his marriage, Now, unfor 
tunately the bride’s papa happened to be rather heavily in debt (a state 
not unusual with brides’ papas). An irate creditor, who had dunned 


_ the old gentleman without effect, heard of the lavish preparations for 


The | 








the festivities with fiery indignation; and said, ‘‘These people and 
their friends must be taught a lesson on the criminal folly of reckless 
extravagance.” So he disguised himself as a waiter, and sprinkled 
plenty of cold poison over the viands, Shortly after partaking of the 
food, seventeen of the guests died, and sixty were in a most critical 
condition, Either the bride’s papa possessed the strong stomach of 
most debtors, or he chanced to swallow comestibles which had not 
been doctored ; for he escaped unhurt, and enjoyed his cigarette, while 
surveying the terrible scene, with philosophical calmness. As the bride 
and bridegroom were far too much in love with each other to eat any- 
thing, of course they likewise came off unscathed, 
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The Bilious Briny. 


“ Any more for a sail!” is the boatman’s hail, 
As he gazes with greedy eyes 
At.the folks on the beach 
Whovare out of his reach, 
** Any-more for a)sail !” he cries. 


A i- or more, have been packed from the 
ore 
And they all sit resigned to their fate, 
In the stern of a boat 
Which is barely afloat. 
*€ Any more for the Saucy Kate!” 


Between me and you, it’s a pig-headed crew 
(And some are the worse for drink), 
And they sit in this boat 
Which is barely afloat— 
(But I said that before, I think). 


With a cry of “* All hands !” she is run off the | 
sands, ly 
To be beaten and toss’d by the foam, 
Five minutes are past, 
The crew look aghast ! | = 
** Don’t you think we’d better turn home?” | 


Their ghastly grimaces bear evident traces 
Of terrible workings inside, 
For I happen to know 
The effect of the ** blow ’— 
They felt queer. Neptune can’t be defied. 


ee 











sali | VOLS 
Will it Pa-o? | Ae 
lAccording to the latest news from Tonquin, General l, iw. 


Pao Ch-ao has protested, officially, against any surren- 
der of territory to the French.] 


WE fully agree with that heathen Chinee, 
For French armies are always despotic ; 

Pao Ch-oa is right, he’d prevent China’s plight 
From reaching a state that’s Ch-ao-tic, 


Showerly Not! 


A SILK UMBRELLA for half-a-crown is adver- 


tised as patronised by royalty. Query—what RENOUNCING HIS FATHER; OR, THE OLD TURKEY COCK AND 


sort of royalty? It must be a German raining 
sovereign ! 








THE EAST ROUMELIAN CHICKEN. 








HOTCH-POTCH. 


A MAN with a large nose generally takes much pride init. He sel- 
dom loses an opportunity of informing people who come in contact with 
him that a big nose is a sign of strong character, and that Napoleon I. 
would never employ a general who was deficient in the proboscis. Then 
he puffs out his chest, gives a significant cough, and fancies himself for 
the time being a Dessaix, a Carnot, or a Ney. Should the nasal appen- 
dage happen to be rosy, knobby, and corrugated, as well as massive, 
the conceit of its owner becomes unbounded, He may be frequently 
seen, even in business hours, squinting down it with an air of nasal 
satisfaction ; and should he be one of the old school, office boys and 
clerks will often catch him dusting the organ delicately with a large silk 
handkerchief, and warbling softly Paul Bedford’s song— 


** Jolly nose! the bright rubies that garnish thy tip, 
Are dug from the mines of Canary.” 


Yet, even in noses, it is possible to have too much of a good thing. 
The proprietor of a monster proboscis has recently died in Philadelphia. 
Just before his death, he stated that his life had been rendered a rfect 
misery by his unique nose, This abnormal development was the size 
of a well-grown Jersey pear, the colour of an over-ripe tomato, and it 
was thickly studded with excrescences resembling cooking cherries. 
Men chaffed it, girls flouted it, little boys threw missiles at it, and 
babies cried for it. Wishing to slightly console some similarly afflicted 
being, this American gentleman bequeaths one hundred thousand 
dollars to the man who, within three months of his death, shall have 
offered for the inspection of his executors the largest and most repulsive 
nose—shape, colour, and garnishing all to be taken into consideration 


by the said executors, 


Tue German Emperor is a tough old bird, and good-natured withal, 
considering his extreme age. The aged monarch has actually been 
joining in several most important shooting matches lately, and has mever 
used one naughty word, though he failed to make any pot shots, The 
late lamented Red Prince was totally different to pious William. If he 








were not led to believe himself to be the biggest boss of every sport he 
condescended to take part in, the ruddy irascible warrior used language 
that would have made a Billingsgate porter's skin creep, and strike a 
Portuguese Jew with shudders, 


Tue Russian political prisoners in the Saghalien Islands have just 
completed a marvellous tunnel. As a reward for, and a delicate com- 
pliment to their industry, the Great White Czar is graciously pleased to 
order them to name their excavation ‘‘The Tunnel of the Emperor 
Alexander III.” The dances of delight indulged in by the politica) 
convicts on hearing the honour conferred on them were not so joyous 


as they might have been. 





Mr, WILLIAM Brown recently strolled into a disused pit-shaft 90 feet 
deep. When found, he was not much the worse for his fall. Bei 
| asked how he managed to drop down such a place, William remarked, 
‘I felt sleepy at the time, and went there for a rest.” In the interests 
of the nation, it would be well if our most eminent analytical chemists 
were to find out what Brown is really made of, The component parts 
of Brown's composition once known, an artificial crash and smash-proof 
material could easily be manufactured, which would be invaluable in a 
thousand different ways. Who would fear railway collisions if dressed 
in tight-fitting garments of Brown's Patent Composition? Children 
might gambol merrily on Alpine glaciers with impunity when attired in 
suits of Brown’s Patent Composition. An ote clad in uniforms of 
Brown’s Patent Composition, should be invincible; while, for covering 
the outer skins of men-of-war, Brown’s Patent Composition ought to 


prove the toughest resisting amalgamation the world knows, 





awe — 





Mapame Mopyjeska, we read, is about to translate the immortal bard 
into her native tongue. We are rather interested to see how the experi- 
ment will turn out. The translation may not be perfect—translations 
seldom are; but we may rest assured that the language will be polished. 
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Mick (very loudly to Pat, om the other side).—‘* WHISPER, PAT. 
THIS MORNIN’ WHEN YOU GO BACK? AND WHISPER, PAT, SHURE YOU WON’T TELL ANY WAN?” 
DIVIL A SOWL "ILL HEAR IT!” 


Pat (shouting).—‘*' ALL RIGHT, MICK, 


(H)ERIN THE WHISPER. 
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WON’T YOU TAKE CARE O’ TH’ STHRAY PIG THAT COME INTO US 














THE LAMENT OF A LANTERN-MAN. 


THERE’s a manager in London, 
white generous, and spruce, 
o I hope will ne’er be undone, 
Which his name is Mister Bruce, 


** Bill,” says he (my name is Billy), 

** You'll look beautiful and grand 
If you'll march through Piccadilly 
Nith this lantern in your hand, 


** Motto, if you could but con it, 
Is there on this lamp so gay ; 
Great Pink Pearl is writ upon it, 

Which it is a lovely play.” 


Through the street, so wet and muddy, 
Sped I, brisk as any bird, 

Waving of that lantern ruddy 
(Zhat I’m told's the proper word). 





Soon a cruel Bobby tosses 
From my grasp the lamp, because 
He was sure ’twould frighten hosses, 
Though no hosses frightened was. 


Grief and frenzy now beset me 
When that ruddy lamp I see ; 
Oh, that Mr. Bruce would let me 

Spell that ruddy with a **B ”} 





A Trad(e)-ucing Tory. 
[Sir Joseph Kennaway lately made a speech con- 
demning Free-trade.} 
Str JOSEPH KENNAWAY condemns Free-trade, 
’7is nasty to a Tory, we don’t doubt it ; 
But still, if rightly worked, ’twill always pay— 
Does Joseph Ken-(n)-away to do without it ? 


NOW READY. 
Price One Shilling. Post-free, ts. 2d. 
FUN’S NEW NOVELETTE. 


DONE IN THE DARK, 
By ARTHUR T. PASK. 








JUST OUT. 
A NEW LINE OF LAUGHTER. 


BRAND-NEW BALLADS. 


By CHARLES G. LELAND, 
“HANS BREITMANN.” 


Fully Illustrated by H. Ludlow, T. Dalziel, 
and the Author. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 














‘THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD.” —Vide Press 
ASK 


FOR JAM ES’ 


“Gives a mirror-like 
surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels all others.” — 
Vide Lady's Pictorial, 


E. JAMES & SONS, Bole Makers, PLYMOUTH. 








| WARNING ! | 
| When you ask for 


Reckitts 





Blue 


See that you get it! 


As bad Qualities are often substituted 





Cadbury's 
==2Cocoa 


GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue HaAyMarKeT.—Mr. Comyns Carr has certainly proved his 
practical ski'l once more, in the adaptation of the la‘'e Hugh Conway’s 





Hoorav! No more Horipay on ASH-WEDNESDAY! 


Dark Days, with which Messrs, Russell and Bashford, the new lessees 
of this theatre, have commenced operations. The story is clearly and 
progressively told, and the situations contrived with good dramatic in- 
sight. Mr, Carr evidently did not dare to trust the heroine to an 
audience with the sin of marrying for position upon her, and represents 
her as being in love with Basil from the first and marrying Sir Mervyn 
** for the sake of her mother,” and in the belief that Basil did not care 
for her—there’s something very fresh in this (!), but it is not of great 
importance, perhaps, nor are the other changes which have been found 
necessary to give that greater clearness and obviousness of motive de- 
manded by a theatrical audience, 


THERE is one exception. The murderer, in the person of a racing 
tipster (I leave sporting men to say whether bis manners and conversa- 
tion are characteristic), is no longer the casual individual he is in the 
book, but one with a life-long grudge against the baronet, who pays 
that unfortunate visit to Roding Copse—and ‘‘copse”’ it so severely ! 
This character (the tipster), though written and conceived not at all 


strongly impressive. 





play, infinitely wordy, and exceptionally well-acted. I’ve seen Miss 
Lingard do herself more justice, I think, but the part is a gloomy one, 
and this may have its influence; there is no gainsaying, however, that 
it is a decidedly good performance with a noticeably sweet delicacy in 
the tender side of the part, indeed the suggestion of this tenderness 
and womanliness throughout is very striking and valuable. The de- 
lirious episode is also given with delicacyand effect. Mr. H. Beerbohm- 
Tree's performance of the ‘‘ wicked baronet” is very complete, artistic, 
and careful in its way (the ‘‘ make-up” is wonderfully good), but would 
be improved if he gave it something less of a foreign air, and I suppose 
this gentleman’s prominent position as an actor and his appearing so 
late as the second act and disappearing so early as the third are answer- 
able for the circumstance that he has so vey much nonsense to talk and 
so many superfluous remarks to make, 


Mr. MAURICE BARRYMORE played the hero for several acts with a 
curiously mannered jerkiness, though not without power ; later he rose 
to the occasion better, and some of his scenes were given with a judi- 
cious mixture of force and moderation, The other parts are more or 
less trivial, Miss Lydia Foote and Mr, C. Sugden, who appear in 
characters to which they are well accustomed, being the most important. 
Mr. Maurice's back view is worth all the money, 


I suppose Messrs. Russell and Bashford have a much right to issue 
a manifesto as Mr, Gladstone ; at any rate, they did so, and they en- 
sured its being read—I mean, red—by printing it in ink of that colour. 
But I'd just as soon go to the theatre with the tacit understanding that the 
management had done their best for me (and themselves), and here it 
was; and how did I like it? It seems to strike me that there is a good 
deal too much of the address-to-the-public sort of thing going on in 
theatres nowadays, Why not give us a good play and a decent seat, 
and let us judge things on their own merits—eh? What with the 
managerial manifesto at the beginning, Mr. Carr’s speech at the end, 
and the play itself in the middle, methinks there was something of a 
superfiuity of words careering around upon that ‘‘ memorable evening.” 
There's one dreadful talkee-talkee inn scene in the last act, which was 
most irritating ; and the trial scene was nearly as bad, only it was made 
bearable by Mr, Pateman’s grimly realistic picture of the anxious 

murderer in the dock (although he has nothing to say until the very end 

{ the act), and is saved by the strong situation at the finish, which 





rouses the audience to enthusiasm, and in which Miss Lingard’s hand- 
some and picturesque personality is a striking point. 





Tue scenery is in no way unworthy the later traditions of the house. 
Mr. Telbin’s snow scene, which is particularly beautiful, and Mr, 
Perkins’s courtyard of an hotel in Seville, are very fine sets. The gauze 
drop-scenes are apt to give rise to misconceptions, but I haven’t quite 
made up my mind that it is a step in the wrong direction. The reduced 
charge for admission to the second circle is certainly not. There is not 
very much in the free opera-glass arrangement—and, at any rate, it has 
been done before—at the Novelty, if I remember rightly. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. John Hollingshead having ceased to issue 
his periodical manifestoes against grandmotherly legislation, the natural 
result follows—theatre licenses will, in future, permit the performance 
of plays on Ash Wednesday.—To-morrow (Thursday) night, 7ze 
Magistrate will be played for the 200th time. Mr. Arthur Cecil, Miss 
Marion Terry, and Mrs. John Wood, have all returned to their original 
parts, and this funniest of funny farces ‘* goes” as merrily as ever— 
merrier it couldn’t go.—The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern (a 
nice address for a telegram under the new regulations !) has re-opened, 
A judicious admixture of variety shows, science lectures, assaults-at-arms, 
and ballad concerts will be administered to the New Cut public, in the 
cause of temperance, from now to Christmas, NESTOR, 














TURF CUTTINGS. 


E have received the following 
(Trophonius is trying the new 
telegraphic tariff, we suppose) :— 


———$—_— 





To ; FUN, Fleet Street. 





{1  _—_—i{_have | got| a | mug 
‘Trophonius | l l 


Later. 








| To , FUN, Fleet Street. | 





above the ordinary level of melodrama, gives Mr, Pateman the oppor- | 
tunity for a roughly powerful performance—clever, consistent, and | 


Dar/ Days is, in fact, a good, strong, ordinarily written melodramatic | 





The | mug | has | got | me | 
| Trophonius | net ee Oe 


To THE EDITOR OF FUN, 

Srr,—You will have received 
my two sixpenn’orths—and regu- 
lar hotel short measure the Post- 
Office gives, I must say—and you 
probably do not understand 
them, Well, the fact is, I found 
the mildest-looking youth, witha 
good deal of hat and no whisker, 
loitering about at the back of 
the crowd while Cummings and 
George were pulling off that ten 
miles, and so I asked him what 
he’d give on George. He said 
7 to 1; so I agreed to do it 
five times, and deposited. Then 
I went off and sent you that first 
telegram. I just took a nip on 
the way, and when I came back the race was just over; but that young 
man—that was when I sent you the second telegram! Bah! I’m dis- 
gusted with things. But, all the same, here is my— 


TIP FOR THE CESAREWITCH. 


IT is early in the day I should state, I should state, 
For a party to vatici—ici—nate, 
But the party who refuses for to try, for to try, 
Why, his conduct’s all my eye, 
Ain't it, mate? 


There is Althorp, of the betting at the top, at the top, 

And there’s Charmian may catch you on the hop, 

And there’s Bird o’ Freedom no one should despise, should despise, 
Or upon a big surprise 
He may drop. 


There is Marlborough accustomed to the field, to the field, 
And St. Gatien, who doesn’t mean to yield, 
And Gonfalon and Sir Kenneth is there not? is there not? 
But that Lonely wins a pot 
Is revealed. 
That's it as far as we go now, but I may have something different to 





i 











say next week. Whoknows? Yours, \c, TROPHONIDS, 
P,S.—Ah, who know him ! 
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SIR ANTHONY ASHBY COOPER. 
HARL OF SHAFTESBURY. 
Born, April 28, 1801. Did, October 1, 

1885. 
ANOTHER good man gone! Beloved by 
all 
For noble deeds, well worthy of renown ; 
By night or day, aye ready when the call 
Arose for help to those, the stricken 
down. 


To teach the young—to feed the starving 
To send the Cross of Christ through all 
the world, 
Or when grim famine’s dark'ning clouds did 
lower, 
Then he the flag of brother-love unfurled, 


And when “‘the Bitter Cry” went ringing 
through the land— 
When all the wretchedness and squalid 
woe, 
With ‘“‘trumpet tongue” passed on from 
hand to hand, 
And good men staggered as from sudden 
blow,— 


Then forth he came, a champion for the 
poor ; 
With stirring words he called his fellow 
man 
To rouse and sweep this plague spot from 
their door, 
While he the good and noble work began. 


Wherever want or suff’ring tale of woe— 
However faint or low the plaintive cry— 

There he with sympathetic heart would go, 
And plead for succour from the passer-by. 


What we have lost in him who now lies 
dead, 
We hardly yet can estimate or tell ; 
But, oh ! how many bitter tears are shed, 
When through the air rings out the pass- 
ing bell ! 


Another good man gone! In truth! we 


say, 
With him a link of that grand golden 


chain 
Which binds the Christian world has 
passed away— 
When ‘shall we look upon his like 
again?” 





(Billi)-’ardly suitable! 


(Billiard players are said to be all agog for the out- 
come of the Billiard Association's recent meetings. ] 
'T1s hoped the B.A.’s recent talk 
Good players’ *‘screw”’-tiny won't ‘* balk” — 
They think that on the “spot” ’tis best 
All cue-rious doubts to set at **rest;”’ 
They'll ** pocket” not the least mistake, 
For such a *‘stroke” their hearts would 

¢¢ break, ” 


In Cloudland. 


A Tory paperdeclares that Mr, Chamber- 
lain’s projects for the improvement of the 
Crofters will prove mere ‘* Chdteaux 
d Espagna.” But it is by no means certain 
that ‘* Skye” Crofters would not be very 
much at home in ‘‘ Castles in the Air!” 








The Hnd of the Georgics,. 


PEDESTRIANS will have to alter their 
mode of cursory remark. After last week’s 
race it will be impossible for them to swear 
“* By George !” any longer. 
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APPROPRIATE MUSIC, 
He (or the “* Masher” persuaston).—‘‘ WILL YOU HAVE THE GOODNESS—A—TO PLAY— 
SOMETHING—EH?” F 
She. —** WITH PLEASURE. WHAT SIIALL I PLAY? 
He,—“*OuH, ANYTHING YOU LIKE, DON’T YOU KNOW? 
SWEET ON SOMETHING SYMPATHETIC, AND ALL THAT SOR! Ol} 
’ 
She.—** AH, YES—SOMETHING ‘SOFT’—EH?” | | 
[ Fortunately his comprehension was not of the quickest, or he might have “* jell a draught, 


FoR MY PART, I'M AWFULLY 
THING,” 


— NEW LEAVES. 


‘6A VAGRANT Wire,” by the author of ‘‘ The House on the Marsh” (W. Stevens). A.V. W. 
has a very indifferent husband, and is perhaps not the best of wives; but they improve as they go 
on, and come right in the end, It is not so powerful as ‘* The House on the Marsh,” but it is plea- 
santer,—‘*The Stockbroker’s Wife,” by Bracebridge Hemyng, edited by John Shaw (J. and K. 
Maxwell). This is only one of several spirited sketches, which go to make up the complete work.— 
‘The Ruin of Fleet Street,” by a Latter-Day Pilgrim (E, W. Allen), The author shows conclu- 
sively that the ruin of Fleet Street—as it is of nearly every other street—is Drink—** Blue Ruin, 
in fact. Our ‘‘ Street” tip to all, is, leave it off—or, better still, don’t begin the ‘‘ruin,” or you 
will end by “‘rueing ” it.—‘* The Royal Route to the If hlands” (David Bryce and Son, Glasgow). 
With this handy little *‘ Illustrated Time Table” for a ** Guide and Note-Book,” with all its views, 
maps, and correct information, it would be difficult to miss the way by the Koyal Route, or, when 
found, to abstain from ‘* making a note of.”—‘* Mr, Gladstone’s Midlothian Speeches ” (W, and G, 
Baird, Belfast). ‘A Political Humbug,” by G. W. Norma (H, Darbyshire and Co,, London).— 
These are two political pamphlets, evidently issued in view of the coming elections, as a means to 
an end ; and are suggestive of ends being sought to be obtained by mean means. 
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A CRUEL JOKE. 


(Tue Genevese police lately suspected an English resident of beiog a criminal they were in search of, on the ground that he had the same initial and a similarly- 
cut beard. “hessediealy they cod the Judge of Tastrection called aasty next morning, roused the victim from his bed, searched the rooms, turned out his daughter's 


wardrobe, and conducted themselves offensively, without making any inquiries whatever.—Newspafer.) 
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We really blush to record the heartless joke played off upon an ingenuous Genevese policeman by a heartless English Tourist the other day. The gendarme had 
just, in the natural course of things, concluded that the Englishman was somebody else because his name began with a T, and had chopped up all his things, when 
the heartless Englishman said, ‘‘ What's your name?” ‘*‘] étedeveau,” replied the guileless officer. ‘‘ Then, as you begin with a T, perhaps you are the party you re 
after,’ suggested the heartless joker 
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The cruel suspicion sank into the gendarme’s—ahem !—braia. Retiring to a solitary spot, he asked himself, ‘‘Can I be the party?” He looked at the initial of the 
criminal! in his note-book ; he looked at his own inside his hat and boots. They were the same--1! Thet ing was beyond doubt ! 
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me was honour itself. 
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Full of a sense of duty, he ransack d and demolished his few poor belongings in search of further evidence of guilt ; then, taking 
an agonising farewell of his aged mother, he gave himself up to justice. 



























































































































é 
oe f a 
¢, PNY 
Oe Ls 
P \ ‘ak 
' * y ? 
i J — ‘ 
; ) : INN 
\ ‘RY 
! 4 : 
\ 
* \ 
¢ 
\ 
\ 
4 
™ \ ‘~ 
-~ a f - } \ es : ; . “s “. 
i NS { ee ~ ~ ts: oe i ¥, + °° sre! ; ‘' : 47 ” : 
44 } | | a Se NN N i a of ere oe ‘ , a 4 
— = SS “nj | . “ A : +, 
‘> Fe / < SN « ‘EF ; GS: an ceee 
‘ = ‘ . ! = 2S “ \ ; Py J ; 
\ | ' “a . MWY \Y \\i AN ' & es io ie c wera aol , ‘ 
f \ . NANA\S 1 -_— ee fa “ , * Pe 
. J. | | ) a — ™ SOI ee Uae ‘om eds a ie \ / 
/ / “/ , | 4 4 “ . ’ , : Sve . * 'g a 4 ‘ 
b \ , J - 
\ 
| . \ 
» \ 
, a 
' \ 
\\ 1, h 
| VA 
Y 
1 
i 
ha # 
\ 4) } MK ) 
any . 
thy 
~ ’ >, i i ‘ 
—_ Sa " \ a) | \ 
— he \ mh Paty fi 
{ - 5 a : ee ee ’ 
’ hes ~ a ; . . ne » \, \ ES i | -" 
™ ~ | » a +> ae 
ie ee ee oe ~ > \ | ns af H } | 
t . i . “SETA phat At shines 4 
\ — oa > F RAPER NT | 
. Sn > eee Nid Meee INANE HESS 
— . ~ = os . . 4 . a > \ “S49 / SRR , ; 
. - -- ads SNS OTe ho 
} hE 
arin 
Ni } 
i} 
} j/ 
ie y 
] 
f *~ 
i “ 
 — 
mw \ 












oe 
_ —a Pt ( G 
’ ( Tf \ \ cor 





ON THE HIGH WIRE, 
(By Kind Permission of the Liberal Authorities, ) 


GRAND SENSATIONAL PERFORMANCE BY THE BOUNCING BROTHERS—“ ACCOMPANIED BY GLOBE-ROLLING, 


JUGGLING, HAT-SPINNING, CLOWNING, ECCENTRIC PERFORMERS, &c., &c.; AND TO FINISH UP WITH THE 
GRANDEST DISPLAY OF FIREWORKS EVER SEEN IN THE WEST OF ENGLAND; AND A GLOR/OUS /LLUMINATION 


OF THE RUIN.” —See Conservative Programme for Sherborne Park “* Picnic.” 
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ENICKNAOKS, 
YorxKSHIRE fishermen are truly a strange race—sordid, thrifty, and 


the stranger thrown among them. Kind 
husbands and fathers on shore, they become 
brutally merciless when afloat, especially 
towards their smack-boys. Matter-of-fact 
business-like folk, crowded up with super- 
stition, are these fishermen, For instance, 
when a smack has had a long spell of bad 
luck, the wives of the crew are ordered to 
meet at midnight, kill a pigeon, pull out its 
heart, stick it full of pins, and burn it over 
a charcoal fire. Again, few of the men will 
put to sea for some time after seeing a 

. drowned dog or cat, and many of them still 
burn their first fish as a sacrifice, 





It is surprising how painstakingly Lord Viscount Wolseley, 
G.C,B,, &c., is building himself up tall pedestal of un duilty. 
Our Only General's conduct in passing over unrecognised the glorious 
services of the Marines is not even approved of by those who toady to 
him or by those to whom he toadys, The public feels both indignant 
and disgusted that such a slight should have been put upon a gallant 
body of men who have served their country truly and well. 


ONE more undaunted step has been made by the *‘ patriots” towards 
the liberation of Ould Erin, Alderman Smith, confectioner, of Water- 
ford, has been expelled from the Irish National League for selling jam 
tarts to the sisters of a ‘‘land-grabber.”” It is strongly suspected that 
the ladies actually dared to hide a cheesecake and convey it to their 
land-grabbing brother. Should this be proved, the fates of the 
Alderman and the sisters will not long remain uncertain. 


WHAT, rob a poor Prince of his beer! At last the Pope has mortally 
offended ‘The Man of Blood and Iron.” His Holiness, not being a 
very heavy beer drinker himself, thinks the breweries worked by the 
Franciscan monks in Bavaria are unnecessary to the well-being of 
society, and has ordered the pious brethren to close them forthwith. 
Prince Bismarck, who consumes enough of the glorious amber Franzis- 
kanner Brau in the course of a year to float a steel-plated corvette, is 
inconsolable. The Prince says, in his despair, he would patronize 
English beer in future, but he fears such an unpatriotic measure might 
raise a revolution in the Fatherland. Yet every man, woman, and child 
throughout the German Empire sympathises with the Chancellor in his 
deep affliction, 


THe manner in which the pious Franciscan monks are likely to 
amuse themselves when their breweries cease to exist is a matter of 
grave speculation and anxiety to all well-disposed Fatherlanders, Will 
they return to the habits of Francis of Assisi, the founder of their order, 
and his disciples; and run about innocent of costume, eating thistles and 
hay in preference to fish, flesh, and fowl? Will they use their bodies 
as pin-cushions, stick thorns up their nails, and beg street boys to 
cudgel and = them? Will they castigate each other with pot-hooks, 
and burn their backs with lighted splinters of wood dipped in grease? 
Or will they fly from the Fatherland es masse, and offer their valuable 
services to English brewers ? 


THERE is still an unworked field for British industry in India, It 
appears that the natives, high and low, adore lollipops frantically, but 
the sweetmeats procurable are not worthy of the fierce, hot love the 
Indians lavish upon them. The sticky dainties are manufactured with 
rancid grease and the crudest sugar, mixed with deleterious essences, 
and are gaily adorned with poisonous colouring matter. Added to 
these slight drawbacks, the toothsome delicacies are rarely obtainable 
in other than dirty shops, where they lie about uncovered, and rapidly 
accumulate an outer crust of filth and flies, Here’s an a for 
British makers of black-jack, hundreds and thousands, hokee-pokee, 
jaw-stretchers, toffee, gum drops, all-sorts, hardbake, and yankee- 
pankee. Such confections once introduced, converts would flock to the 
confectioners in their thousands. Caste prejudices would be overcome 
and cast aside, while Mahomedan and Hindoo would fraternally munch 
oe British lollipops together in bliss, thanks to the pasty-faced 
invader, 


WHEN a revolting case of cannibalism occurs among a crew of 
famished jurors, the barbarous custom of trying to starve juries into 
returning verdicts will cease. The jury on ‘‘ The Dashing Young Lady 
and the Beefy Young Man Bigamy Case” was unquestionably kept 
nine hours without refreshment of any kind. Didn't those hollow-eyed 





@ Feeding time at the Zoo was child’s-play to the scene, 


jurymen make things hum when they were discharged, that’s all. 











THE TROTH GIFT. 


{‘‘ He presented her with a tooth "—/oetic incident in recent Bigamy Case.) 
close-fisted in their domestic economy, but hospitable and generous to | ANGELINA. Peace, little fluttering heart, and let me muse 


On yesternight. Let me recall that waltz— 

Oh, such a waltz !—that Aubrey steered me through. 
He bid me call him ‘‘ Aubrey,” though his name 
Is rightly coupled with the affix ‘* Lord.” 

Or, stay! I think I’ll muse upon that other, 

And not less pleasant, waltz with Montague. 

He bade me call him ‘‘ Montague.” zs name 
Is Timkinson, and he is not a lord ; 

And yet his teeth are nice—and so are Aubrey’s ; 
How well he dances too—and so does Aubrey. 

I wonder which of them—supposing both ; 
Should call—we’ll say to-day—and, humbly kneeling, 
Beg me to say that little tiny word, 

I wonder which I——Both have lovely teeth, 
Without a gap. Montague’s second molar— 
That on the left (I saw it when he yawned)— 

Is simply lovely. Should he bring me that 

To back his suit, I could not say him nay ! 

Yet how can I forget that sweet incisor 

That Aubrey owns? How sharp and white it is ! 
How could this little tender heart resist 

A love-gift such as that? What should I do 

But blush and simper, and be Lady Aubrey? 
How could I do as I have ever done 

In former cases—take the dental gift, 

Yet jilt the giver? What a touching story 

This little necklace tells! Here’s Charles’s molar 
(I broke with him on finding it was ‘‘ stopped ”) ; 
And here is John’s ‘* canine ”—his only tooth 
(For he was sixty-nine), withdrawn for me! 

These six assorted ones belonged to Willie. 

I broke it off with Willie when I learned 

That he had knocked them out by accident, 

Then feigned that he had ‘‘ had them out ” for me. 


But what is that! A knock! ’Tis Aubrey’s bang— 
I'll peep and see if——Joy! He has a gap! 
Yes, yes! His hand contains a little box ; 
And in the little box that sweet incisor 
Smiles on its velvet couch, * * * Another knock! 
Montague, and another little box, 
And Monty’s molar! * * * 

I have put them off, 
Asking for time. How can I choose between them? 
For three long hours my wavering eye has roved 
From Monty’s tooth to Aubrey’s, and returned ; 
And each is perfect—irresistible, 
O cruel indecision! Galling doubt! 
Why, wy are both so lovely ? 

I will hie me 
To some skilled dentist, connoisseur in teeth ; 
He shall award the palm to that of these 
Which hath most points of technic excellence ; 
And his decision shall decide my choice. 

* = * * « ? 

O cruel trickery of deceitful man ! 
O double-faced and treacherous other sex ! 
The dentist I consulted chanced to be 
The same practitioner that had the task 
Of drawing both those teeth ; and he hath told me 
That faithless Aubrey had a pain in his, 
And, fancying it defective, had it out 
For that base motive—not for love of me! 
Hence, tusk! I will be Mrs, Montague ! 
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OUR QUIET LITTLE ANNUAL DINNER AT THE “« SHOOFLY.” 
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After a few cursory remarks, 
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** The Chairman” was  crrcmenamed 
nK, 


And the ‘‘ Vice” was toasted. 


Shortly afterwards the company broke up, 








“With a Difference.” 


[A Conservative periodical offers what it calls ‘‘an effective point to Conservative 
orators.” ‘‘ Under Queen Elizabeth,” it says, “ it will be remembered a Cecil was, 
in effect, Prime Minister, and did his country great service. Under Queen Annea 
Churchill earned for England glory at home and abroad. But now, under a third 
queen, Queen Victoria, we find that a Cecil and a Churchill have united in placing 


their abilities at their Sovereign's feet.”] 

SOME cynics say that Humour’s dead, that Travestie has vanished, 
That comic writers are not what they were in days of yore ; 

But, with all respect, we beg to say this notion should be banished, 
For the paragraph above would set all tables in a roar, 

To find a comic writer you’re imploringly invited 
Who'll throw off a comparison, so laughable and neat, 

As this which says, ** A Cecil and a Churchill have united 
In placing their abilities at Queen Victoria’s feet.” 


’Tis true that in Queen Bess’s days there was a statesman Cecil— 
’Tis true there was a Churchill in the stirring times of Anne ; 
But ¢hat Cecil knew the way to guide the Parliamentary Vessel, 
That Churchill (spite of blemishes) was still a mighty man. 
So making these comparisons has naturally excited 
The mirth of all who saw this comic par, (so hard to beat) ; 
Tis really *‘ rum "—‘‘a Cecil and a Churchill have united 
In placing their abilities at Queen Victoria's feet.” 


The only thing in which our Cecil (otherwise Lord Solly) 
Resembleth avy statesman, of the ‘‘ Great Eliza’s” reign, 
Is in his ultra-Jingo tastes, which lead him into folly. 
Ah, yes! Lord S, hath caught th’ Elizabethan ‘‘ Pistol” vein, 
R. Churchill but resembles John, in never being frighted, 
And bouncing loud and long ’gainst all opponents he may meet. 
But, oh! ’tis droll, ‘*a Cecil and a Churchill have united 
In placing their abilities at their great Sovereign’s feet !” 





And note the word “united,” please! hat word, in ¢/is connection, 
Is the finest joke (within a joke) that we have ever heard, 
Why, Salisbury and Randolph will ot go in ome direction, 
But daily snap and snarl; and so *‘ united”’ zs absurd, 
So we declare this humorist should grandly be requited 
For formulating such a ‘‘ wheeze ” as this which we repeat, 
Just fancy, now! ‘‘A Cecil and a Churchill have united 
In placing their abilities at Queen Victoria’s feet |” 





Ince-sular Prejudices. 


[A Conservative weekly says: ‘‘ Mr. Ince, M.P., talked nonsense when he described 
the Socialist prosecution as ‘the first fruit of a Conservative Government.’ ’’} 
THAT paper thinks Ince had an Ince-solent tone, 
And that he should leave the poor Tories alone; 
And it likewise Ince-sists that he Ince-stantly should 
In(ce)-silence bow down to those Tories so good! 





Lecturing. 
WITH the season advancing for entertainments and lectures, we may 


direct attention to those of Mr, William R. May, of the late ro ge 
Institution. Mr, May’s celebrity as a lecturer is av equalled by the 
number and importance of the subjects with which he deals, and his 
admirable manner of im what he knows. May he be successful 


—highly successful—we sincerely hope he May, 





Hong-Kong-ruous, 
We read that the River Min is open again for traffic. It desires the 
vessels fo come Min. 
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TIMES. 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THB 
DULY QUALIFIED. 





Mr. EAGRRTOOH BearpumM. Ugh! Pshaw! Tush! Good heavens ' 
Tut, tut! Wagh! Faugh! Yah! Every other fresh magisteria: 
decision I read makes me feel positively sick with disgust! If here 
isn't a case in the paper now where a magistrate has actually given a 
poor old woman hard labour for - 
magistrate has let off with a sixpenny fine a ghastly scoundrel who 
Hang it! What a set of brainless, ill-balanced, blind-eyed, effete, 
irresponsible, inconsequent, unreasonable, ridiculous, and incapable 
boobies fifty per cent. of our magistrates are! How I do long to walk 
into their senseless courts, and give ‘em a piece of my mind all round ! 
[t’s the one ambition of my existence. I feel that one fine day I shall 
up and do it! 
Mrs, E. B. Oh, pray consider, my love! 
they’d commit you for contempt, as sure as eggs are eggs. 
you are not in a position to beard such-——— 
Mr, E. B, No; that’s the hard lines of it! 
how to get into the position to Hullo! 
paper :—** 
“Mr. William Morris, Treasurer of the Social Democratic League, was charged 
with disorderly conduct in the Thames Police Court. There was evidence of his 
assaulting a policeman. On the whole, Mr. Morris may be considered to have got 
off vaputan Bet well. For Mr. Saunders, presumab!v staggered by his asser- 
tion that he was ‘ pretty we!l known in Europe,’ let him off without a fine or any 
punishment whatever.” 
Mrs, L., a light breaks in upon me. It is a great and mighty revela- 
tion, I will pack my portmanteau and catch the next train to the con- 
tinent, and you shall pack your seven trunks and accompany me as a 
witness. The ambition of my existence shall be accomplished ! 
. * + * o « 

Mrs. E. B. But, my love, 4ow can you thus lie in wait round a 
corner to punch the head of the President of the I'rench Republic? . . 
There! Now you /ave got yourself into a nice difficulty. See; they 
carry you off in chains to a dungeon, and your name is in all the news- 
papers of Europe! Oh, what a dreadful disgrace ! 
Mr. E. B. ‘* Disgrace,” ma’am! Quite the contrary—most satis- 
factory. Kindly cut out all the newspaper paragraphs relating to me, 
and paste them in an album—they will be most useful. I will now 
explain to the President of the Kepublic my reason for the outrage. 
There, you see; he laughs and pats me on the back, and shakes hands, 
and let’s me go free. 
Mrs. E. B. But, my love, this is worse than ever. If you haven't 
thrown a bomb at the Czar of Russia! Oh, dear; now you will be sent 
to Siberia, and our name is inall the European papers again! 
Mr. E. B. Capital, I will explain to the Czar my motive for— 
There, he chuckles and forgives me. Where are those new newspaper 
cuttings about me? Good—stick ’em in the book. 
Mrs. E. B. But, B. dear, why are you pretending to be insane, and 
getting yourself tattooed all over, and dancing through the principal 
— of Vienna in your tattoo, and with a wreath of roses on your 
ea 

Mr. E. B, Wiy? Hat here it is in all the European papers, headed, 
“‘An Eccentric Englishman,” Paste ’em in as before, my dear, I will 
now proceed to Monte Carlo and suddenly jump on the gaming-table 
and dance on the stakes and kick the croupiers round the room. Good! 
[ will finish up by standing on the summit of Saint Peter’s in tights, 
with lighted squibs in my hair. Good! Here it is in all the papers as 
before. Paste 'em in, my love. 

Mrs. E. B. Well, there they are. But now, Eagie dear, do explain 
your reason for these strange departures from your usually sober ways. 

Mr. E. B. Lor, my dear! Haven't you guessed? Why, I only 
wanted to qualify myself for sitting on the London magistrates. I can 
do it now. Iam very “well known in Europe.” Now I'll give ’em a 
a - my mind; and I'd like to see the magistrate who'll dare even to 
rebuke me! 





If you dared to try it on 
You know 


If I could only find out 
Why, what’s this in the 











—, and another where another | 


| 





_ And why should *‘ bobbies ” interfere if they desire to spout ? 


{ 








FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT, 


DgAR Ep1ToR,—Upon my word it almost seems an age 
Since I was a contributor to your amusing page ; 

It must be quite an eon since my writing met your view, 

It’s certainly a cycle since I had a line from you. 

And mentioning a ‘‘ cycle,” it’s remarkable to feel 

A Yankee’s going round the world upon a “‘ spider-wheel ’’— 
No doubt the Poet Laureate foreshadowed Stevens—say ? 
When making that allusion to a ‘‘ cycle in Cathay?” 


But many things are going on, as you'll be glad to hear, 

And Alfred Jacobs, Alfred Street, deserves a passing cheer, 

A cabman who has chased and caught a thief or two, you know— 
Hurrah for plucky Alfred ! (which his full address is Bow). 
Roumelia has just gone in for revolution sweet, 

And Madame Theo’s carriage had another—in the street. 

The latter is to me the more impressive one—in short 

I don’t care twopence-halfpenny for the ‘' flaring up” re- Porte, 


Some constables and ** Socialists” have kicked aloft a ** shine,” 
They're neither of them blameless I would venture to opine ; 
For ‘‘six” is, p’r’aps, the culpability ‘‘ Socialists” may claim, 
While “ half-a-dozen” represents constabulary blame, 

For what on earth’s a ‘‘ Socialist” to make a fuss about ? 


And what on earth’s the object (is there any to explain ?) 
Of marching out (like Dukes of York) and marching hack again ? 


‘DOD STAEE 


fi 
4} 









{ see Sir Henry Drummond Wolff is earning small ec/aw, 

No doubt he finds that Turkey rather difficulty to draw ; 

Sir Henry goes to Cairo next, and then it’s pretty plain 
There’s nothing left for 4272 to do but toddle home again. 
They may be things of somewhat minor interest no doubt, 

But Wolseley’s made a Viscount, and there’s Mrs, Weldon out, 
St. David’s College, Lampeter desires that grant renewed, 
O’Donnell has revolted, and the Guards have been reviewed. 


Political palavaring, you’re probably aware, 

Is permeating ev’rything on earth and in the air; 

We find it in our papers from the title to imprint, [sprint. 
It ambles through the “Births and Deaths,” and colours George’s 
M.P.’s now all supply us with a quantity of jaw, 

Sufficient to content the most insatiable maw ; 

And yet it’s pretty palpable, I say it with regret, 

That those M,P.’s have very far from finished with us yet. 


That case of Brighton bigamy appears a rummy start, 

I think the jury had to play a rather trying part— 

It was a rather lengthy fast, or so it seems to me, 
Extending right from eight a.m. to rather after three ! 
The brother of the Japanese Mikado’s on his way 

To look into the laws and things of Europe (so they say), 
And he’ll examine all with an absorbing inter-est, 

Intent on taking home with him whatever suits him best, 


But Albert E., who’s gone zncog., to see the Viennese, 

Enjoys it more than usual by several degrees, 

The latest law the Transvaalites have thought it fit to form, 
Relates to gold, and (seems to me) the niggers get it warm. 

The Yankee-Irish filibuster cash-collecting fails 

(There’s nobody as yet has caught and sold the Prince of Wales), 
The ** bobbies ” seem high-handed with some ’buses at Cornhill, 
And people in Peru (I guess) of fighting have their fill. 


To drown marauding deer’s the latest crofter’s dodge to date, 

The folk’s of ‘ Merrie Islington ” would be incorporate, 

The G. O. M.’s regained his voice (and ain’t he making notes) ! 

The undergrads are lightly told they haven’t any votes, 

They’ve had some anti-vaccination rows in Montreal, 

Some rather heavy floods have come upon them in Bengal, 

And Mr. Staples has to be the next Lord Mayor, ’tis said ; 

And I am, Yours affectionate as ever, MERDLE HEAD. 
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On the High Wire, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


on must needs have their own mani- 
esto, 

With voices of brass 
To ,blazon it forth to the world, and—hey, 

presto !— 

It cometh to pass, 
Walk up, my good people, and see it you shall, 
Sing rt-tiddy-lddy and S’bury-fal-la? 


eed gaze upon acrobats, juggling, and dro!- 
ing 
As much as you choose, 
And there'll be some hat-spinning, burlesques, 
and globe-rolling 
Your minds to amuse, 
All controlled by the chiefs of the Churchill 
Cabal. 
Sing ri-tiddy-lddy and S’bury-fal-lal, 


Then rockets will whiz, coloured star-shells 
will thunder 
’Mid pictures of fire, 
And a bicycle feat of sensational wonder att 
Upon the high wire < 
A noted performer will do with his pal, | ee, 
Sing 2i-tiddy-Iddy and S’bury fal-lal. 


And by way of concluding this grand demon- ion 
stration, ~_orw 
The ruins around : th 















ry . - 3 » y W—_ ~~“ 
" a. on at (9 har n oY es » =~! 


{ ei a as Z a ‘ ¢ 
4 BES stint 7 jth ae iS SPs | 
‘oy ne cd Ae © 
OO RAUNT oar ee 
anne rs Ihe x - ~ <= t . AY 


Le t7 
ww 
MSV ec 





= 
m= 


ts 
Se 
& 








Will be shown by a glorious illumination, 
The scene on the ground 
Being worthy a painting by Prinsep (called 


“KILLING TWO BIRDS,” 


First Boy.—**T SAY, JIMMAY, NEVER MIND THEM THERE MARBLES OVER THERE, 


Val). LET US ’AVE A GAME WIF THIS ’RRE FOOTBALL, WOT MY GRAN’FARVER BOUGHT MR,” 


Sing rvi-tiddy-Iddy and S'bury-fal-lal, 


Second Boy.—‘' Yus, I'LL PLAY IF YOU GO AN’ GET THAT THERE CHARLEY TO PLAY 


_ TOO, ’COS THEN I CAN "AVE A CHANCE OF KICKING OF HIM FOR CHREATIN’ MBE AT 





SAUCE FOR THE Goose,—Apple Sauce. 


‘MIVIES’ JUST NOW,” 














OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE PHEASANTS. 


REALLY, Sir, something must be done about the pheasants, and done 
quickly, too,* if shooting them is to remain a possible sport. For years 
past they have been getting tamer and tamer, until at last not only do 
the home-reared birds perch confidently on your gun-barrel—they have 
done ¢hat for several seasons past—but this year they have positively 
taken to flying up and settling on my shoulders, whence they playfully 
peck at my shirt-studs, persistently refusing to be frightened far enough 
away for one to get a shot at them. 

I was out on the “‘ First ” in a covert near Crawley, in Sussex, and I 
assure you, Sir, that though we were on the ground, my host and I, 
with the intention of making ‘‘game” of the pheasants, the pheasants 
turned the tables completely, and in effect made ‘‘ game ” of us. — 

My host, I am bound to say, did all that a man could do to give me 
some sport, but it was virtually in vain; and I verily believe that 
nothing short of tying a lighted cracker to the tail of each of the birds 
would have induced anything like a scare amongst them. To see the 
calm and philosophic way in which the fine young cock birds would 
successively strut up and circumambulate my ankles, you would think 
that, like the flag in the‘lyric, they had braved a thousand years 

The ‘‘ battue” and the breeze. 


It was funny also to hear the gamekeeper’s daughter, who had 
brought them up ‘‘ by hand,” appealing to each by name (she seemed 
able to identify every bird) to be a nice “ Pinky,” or ** Spotty,” or 
‘‘ Flossy,” or whatever she called it, and to fly away like a good bird, 
and let the gentleman shoot it! But even her appeals were of little use, 
and for the first hour or two the only one I could get a shot at was a 
hen bird that I noticed sitting demurely in the small hamper in which 
our wine for lunch had been brought. 

Not until I had set a dog at her and knocked the empty hamper from 
under her with a half brick could I induce her to fly ; and to show you 
how at home she must have been in our death-dealin presence, we 
found, on examining the hamper afterwards, that she been placidly 
sitting on two hard-boiled eggs which had been brought for the salad, 
and left in the straw by mistake, 

Sport, as you may imagine, Sir, began to pall somewhat upon us 





* Don't, I pray of you, Sir, reply that everything about a pheasant ought to be 
“done,” and ‘‘ done” brown and crisp too. It would be one to you in the matter of 
quips, of course, but this is too serious an affair for mere waggish repartees, it is 
indeed.—Y. E.-S.R. 








| man willingly, and wit 


after a few hours of this kind of thing; and even had we worked to 
continue the ‘‘ battue’’(!) we could not have done so after 3 p.m., 
at which hour the pheasants, which had long been accustomed to 
receive their afternoon meal just then, made for the gamekeeper’s little 
lawn en masse. We could have followed and shot them as they fed, 
of course; but though, as you know, of a generally sportive disposition, 
I objected to thus fill our bag ¢#-masse-acre, so to speak, and proposed 
to go and *‘ pot” water-rats instead. 

My host has sent to town for a gross of assorted penny fireworks, but 
assures me meanwhile that the birds will get wilder in a few days’ time, 
Let me hope they will, Personally, I am as wild as I can be : 

But, for my host’s sake, I dissemble. Even on the “ First,” vied 
so disappointed of sport, I was waggish to the last. Thus, when m 
host observed that there seemed to be no ‘‘ rocketeers” amongst h 
pheasants, I returned, cheerily, ‘* No; there’s not so much of the rocket 
amongst them as of the ‘stick,’” and I pointed as I spoke to two plump 
birds who had been roosting on my shoulders for nearly twenty 
minutes, 

Again, when my genial friend exclaimed: ‘*Ah, how I wish the air 
were filled again with the familiar ‘whirr’ we miss so much!” I promptly 
retorted ‘*Ah, I wish it ‘ whirr!’” as though my heart was unvexed by 
care. 

About 5 p.m, (for we waited, hoping the pheasants, having eaten 
their fill, would return to be potted) my poor friend asked me in an 
unguarded moment, dfrofos of the various sorts of guns, which we had 
been discussing, whether the ‘‘ needle in a needle-gun had any eye?” 

‘* Eye!” IT echoed. ‘Of course it has, Why, it must have one to 
thread the gun-cotton through with which they load it!” 

Without a word my poor friend and host turned on a beater and 
smote him with his fists full sore. Then he said to me, with com- 
parative calmness, ‘‘ Let us go home.” And we went! 





How is this for High? 


ACCORDING to some of the society papers, the charges for medical 
and ical advice at some of the more fashionable watering-places 


abroad is very high indeed, and it would seem as though the British 

tourist was being fleeced. This is rather a serious charge to make ; but, 

after all, there is another side to the question, Nobody goes to a doctor 

for the love of the thing, and often and often a = goes to a medica] 
F his eyes open, fo le ‘* bled.” 
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ALL THE D 


Drill Serceant,—** NOW THEN, WILKINS } 
TRAPS AND SPRING-GUNS, HOLD YOUR HEAD UP LIK®& A SOLDIRE 
TO LOOK AS IF YOU SEE A PRETTY HOUSEMAID WITH PLENTY O’ 


IFFERENCE., 


DON’T GO MOUCHING ALONG AS IF YOU WAS A POACHER A-LOOKIN’ OUT FOR MAN- 


R, SQUARE YOUR SHOULDERS, THROW OUT YOUR CHEST, AND TRY 
MONEY A-COMING TO MBET YER.” 











An Effusion from Erin. 


[Lord Tennyson has recently written a poem in the Irish brogue. 
gratitude, has sent to this oflice the following joyous outburst. } 

4m I wakin’? tell me early, tell me early, FUN, me dear, 

Or am I only dramin’ ancy whispered in me ear? 

For it’s readin’ I am in the papers that Tinnyson’s written a lay, 
In the brogue av the (Juane av the Say, darlint,—av Airin, the Quane 
av the Say! 


Erin, in 


Sure, the Baron wance wrote a poum, which was chuneful, as ye’ll confess, 
How Misther Anoch Arden wint coortin’ fair ‘*Maud’’—*' The 
Princess '’— 

But ah, ‘tis more glorious, FUN, dear, now he’s written a poum so gay, 
In the brogue av the Quane av the Say, sorr—av Oireland, the Quane | 
av the Say! 


An’ didn’t he loikewoise tell us how ‘‘ wan’s fancy in the spring 
Loightly turrns’’ to some darlint crathures, called ‘‘ The Idols av the 
King ” : 


He wrote lines about O’Riana, too, av Oirish discint, but they 
Were not in the brogue av Airin, av Airin, the Quane av the Say! 


An’ be jabers ! the Barrud’s a warrior, too, an’ divil a bit afraid, 

For didn’t he foight Six Hundhred at the Charge av the Loight Brigade? 

An’ that’s why Her Majisty gave him his wrathe an’ his annule pay, 

But he now writes the brogue av Ould Oireland, av Oireland, the Quane 
av the Say! 


Hurroo, thin, for bould O’Tinnyson, may he live long, asthore ! 

An’ sure, sorr, I’d like to be dancin’ a jig with him on the floor! 

So bring me me harrup, alanna, an’ begorra, a shtave I'll play 

In praise av his poum on Erin (that’s meself), who’s the Quane av the 
say! 





AN election agent put Ruth —— on a list of voters, He excused his 
mistake by saying that he did not know Ruth was a female name. He 
is said to have inquired of a friend later on whether Eve —— was 
likely to be a man or a woman. 
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A YOUNG LADY OF CLAPHAM. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE PRINCE’S.—7he Great Pink 
Pearl, in which Mr. Bruce him- 
self has assumed the part of 
Anthony Sheen in succession to 
Mr. Garden, is now preceded by 
an ‘*electioneering squib,” called 
The Casting Vote, by Messrs. 
W. Helmore and Mr. Walter 
Slaughter. This is by no means 
a bad piece for a first try (as I 
presume it to be)—the lyrics are 
exceptionally well written and 
adaptable to music—but it ‘‘sham- 
bles” a good deal in its con- 
struction, and is decidedly too 
long fora mere /ever de rideau ; 
a good deal of its fun moreover 
leads to nothing in particular, 
and, for a political skit, the ab- 
sence of politics is its most 
noticeable point; the story, in 
fact, is not political at all. It is 
none the worse for that, however ; 
the party characteristics are skil- 
fully and impartially handled, 
and there is a touch of originality 
in the wicked fun of the Liberal 
making up like the present Secre- 
tary of State for India, and the 
Conservative appearing as a mar- 
vellously close likeness of the late 

Tue Prince's, —Givinc anrw Suren to President of the Board of Trade. 

Pug Great Pink Peat. Portraits of Mr. Gladstone, 
Parnell, Bradlaugh, and (I sup- 
pose) the Duke of Argyll were also presented. 





THE performance on the whole was pretty bad. I should think both 
author and composer have had bad dreams ever since that night. The 
want of “*go”’ and cohesion about the major part of it was in striking 
contrast to the expertness of touch and ready insight of that clever little 
body Clara Jecks, whose mere appearance upon the stage conveys a 
sense of finish, A charmingly natty little picture she made in her prim, 
old-fashioned black costume, and brought down the house with a well- 
executed dance; but even Miss Jecks can’t sing. Mr. S. Harcourt has 
a strong sense of character and humour, too; and Mr, S. Caffrey pleased 
a good many people with his Irishman, The choruses are also good, 
both from an acting and singing point of view—there was a pretty, 
bright-faced, golden-haired little Tomales these that I was quite taken 
with, her obvious interest and enjoyment in her work were only equalled 
by her sedate confidence. 


A SECOND experience of Miss Amy Florence’s singing does not alter 
my opinion that she is unfitted by nature for the task, her voice for the 
most part is painfully tuneless, and she often sang flat besides, and her 
acting ability is scarcely superior, Mr, Marius was out of place, and 
M, Garardot lost his place. Misses Goldney and Dacre looked pretty— 
the sum of their duties in this case. A working-man ballet and achorus 
descriptive of fireworks were funny and rather new, and such of the 
music as comes from Mr. Slaughter’s own pen is melodious and catching 
—adaptation is largely indulged in, however. 


PRINCE O| WALR&s’s, GREENWICH.—Miss Maude Forrester has been 

































ROME-MANTIC Drea (t le author of The Silver Aimg),—‘' Here' Whos that 
upstart hussy you're deserting me for? I'll let you know!” 

appearing here in our frien Newton's version of Lord Byron’s A/azedfa, 
and a new piece called Lady Godiva, (I believe both pieces are pro- 





getting out of the business.—//:ma, at the Alhambra, is a splendid 
show, they tell me; when I go, I'll tell you.—Cazers, or Fun in a 
Boarding-school, is what Miss Bertie Crawford is going round with, As 





duced without dress rehearsal!) Even this hasn’t drawn me as far as 
Greenwich, though. 





Nops AND Wayxks.—Mr. F. J. Harris has deserted the Gaiety, 
Anon he opens the Opera Comique with Mr. Herman’s burlesque, By 
the way, whatever will the romantic drama say to the latter gentleman 
for this desertion to a less lofty level? and oh, the D, 7. /—Mrs, 
Weldon’s drama, which characteristically promises to remind us of a 
number of law-suits, is not yet licensed.—A “‘stoopid ass” has been 
writing to the papers in the name of humanity against the well-known 
bird and bird-cage disappearance trick! He! he! How simple-minded 
some people are, and what a capital advertisement that conjuror is 


usual, when anybody else comes from America, Minnie Palmer is that 
mad. She says (by proxy) that Cajers is identical with a piece of hers 
called Minnie Palmer's Boarding-school. (1 wonder how she accounts 
for it if it is so!)—If Mr. Hollingshead can get a ‘‘ partner,” he goes 
on with a new lease of the Gaiety, and produces Stephens and Yardley’s 
Jack Sheppard, with Miss Nellie Farren as ‘‘the dashing highway- 
man” (do you remember Jennie Lee in the part in Farini’s awful 
arrangement at the Strand?), If he can't, they say Mr. G. Edwardes 
of the Savoy will probably take it in hand.—The managers say they 
haven’t the slightest intention of withdrawing 7he /Jafs as long as the 
house fills every night. (Quite right, too, even if you have to fill it 
yourself !—The Olympic opens shortly with Alone in London, by Mr. 
3uchanan and Miss Jay. Just the theatre for a loan, I should say! 
NESTOR, 








HOTCH-POTCH. 


THE importation of foreign dynamite is now strictly prohibited in 
Germany. Prince Bismarck says if he zs to be blown to pieces by 
Socialists, patriotism induces him to wish he may be wafted into another 
sphere by home-manufactured dynamite. Hence his reason for pro- 
tecting it so carefully. 


THE Marquis of Bute has spared no expense in making his new house 
near Rothesay a desirable residence. It cost nearly a million, and is 
fitted with every convenience, from a billiard-room to a chapel; from a 
Turkish bath to a picture gallery. Tramcars do not run past the front 
door, and neither hurdy-gurdy boys, organ-grinders, German bands, nor 
milkmen have been heard in the neighbourhood within the memory of 
the oldest inhabitant. The good Marquis still believes a little in the 
comforts of this life. 


Vive le sport! A-score of stags have been caught in Windsor Great 
Park, and carted down to Swinley Paddock preparatory to being hunted. 
They are warranted to be tame, inoffensive creatures enough, incapable 
of being so rude as to injure either Her Majesty’s staghounds or those 
who follow them, even if their horns had not been removed. 


A YOUNG man went a burgling in Uxbridge, but was caught under a 
bed by the owner of the house he had broken into, ‘‘What’s your 
business ?’’ asked the irate householder, as he dragged out the intruder 
by the left leg, and tested the solidity of his cranium with a water-jug. 
‘*T am a compositor,” replied the young man, ‘‘A very bad broken- 
down type of compositor,” ejaculated the householder, ‘‘ Permit me to 
make a correction,’ remarked the young man, ‘‘I am a very efficient 
compositor—here’s a proof;’’ and pulling out a bottle of chioroform 
of great strength, and a bottle of laudanum, he added, ‘‘ I was going to 
compose you all beautifully before robbing the house,”” The householder 
did not see the joke, and after trying several bits of furniture on the 
young man, just to see which would fit best, he handed him over to the 
police, The ‘*compositor” is now picking up rope and distributing oakum. 


Apropos of the Hampstead Koad Costers. Costermongers and 
their stalls are unquestionably an annoyance in crowded thoroughfares, 
but they sink into insignificance as a nuisance, when compared to the pig- 
headed fellows who halt their horses and vehicles exactly on the crossings, 
and insultingly refuse to budge an inch. 








Rummy. 


WHEN the mind is oppressed, or has worked out its sum, 
When the energies flag, and the tired voice is dumb ; 
When day’s work is over, or winter has come, 

O give me my glass, then, of warm Red Heart Rum. 

It raises the spirits with a glad rum-ti-tum, 

And cheers the heart’s cockles does hot Red Heart Rum. 
‘Tis a comfort at present, and a comfort to come, 

And t goes to my heart, does his good Red Heart Rum, 
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SOME REASONABLE INFERENCES. 


[The Government have taken the Northumberland Avenue Hotel for five years for the use of the Admiralty and Wat De 


Admiralty and War Offices.— Daily Paper.} partments pending the building of the new 
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d he Commander-in-Chief and the First Lord of the The Transport officials will doubtless make experiments The Examiners of Stores will probably 
Admiralty wil find the Smoking-room very con- with the Lift. The skill of the Enginer-in-Chief may de- deem it necessary to inspect the Win 
venient. vise a fresh Lift of novel design. Cellar. 
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The Recruiting Branch will have the opportunity Much valuable advice may be obtained by the Army While the Billiard-room will afford to the Juniors 
in the Sa//e-d-manger of recruiting themselves, as = Commissariat and Navy Victualling Departments from —an admirable occupation for beguiling the tedium 
well as others. the ci of official hours. 








Putting a (Semp)stress on the Matter. | Will he (Ben)nett Votes? 
[Lady J. Manners has just put forth an urgent plea for teaching young girls the art (Mr. Bennett-Burleigh, the well-known war correspondent, is the Radical ca 
of dressmaking, ] date for one of the divisions of Lanark.) 
AH, Lady John, you’re practical, indeed, Now, bold B. B., most folks apree, 
Would that all woman-kind your views would heed ! Is not a person surly, 
If they for seams more seamly care would show, And so may he become M.I’. 
Some would not look so gore-dy or sew-sew. When ends the Hurly-Burleigh. 
Each stitch and hem would then be more com-pleat, Hlis views are Radical, you sce, 
Each dress would kil(t) two birds—be cheap and neat. But some in Lanark-sbire, N.B., 
The cut direct would not then make us grieve— Are quite as far advanced as he; 
But, hush! this small at-tacks now let us (s)leeve ! While some, you'll own, think Kads are prone 


To like a little (L)anark-ee ! 








“Planking it Down.” 
(Mr. Parnell, in his recent Manifesto, says that his platform is now reduced toa “ : . ” 
single plank, and that he hopes eo carry that plank to a successful issue. } It is the Cause! It is the Cause! 
At the Primrose League Concert at Albert Palace on the 17th, 


THI: —a ‘si lank ; ote 99 j 
That's o re a +. Signor Foli will sing Lady Arthur Hill’s new “‘ patriotic” song, ‘* The 
Would almost savour of an Irish prank Good Old Cause.” From this it would seem that the ‘*G, O. Cause” 
For Parnell’s speech is of strange things a tissue. has, by the people's leaves, reached its Foli-age. oe there dt sie 
6 Empire’ : som’? ic Li, irreverents who would dare suggest that the proper phrase would be the 
Cun , Rat's Sos Sevens Ce Ging “Good Old Caws,” for then the Tories might take their (r)ooks ! 


Unless his mighty edicts we obey. 
From these vague threat’nings by the ‘‘ uncrowned king” 


You'd almost think his wits had gone astray. ; ; 
We fear his notions ve his *‘ plank” will thwart him, Wuat is the difference between a tennis ball and the Prince of 


'Tis evident that plan(k) cannot support him. Wales ?—One is thrown to the air, and the other is heir to the throne. 
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A DISTRESSING MISTAKE. 


j i i i é ‘cht a.m.. and sat listening to counsel and judge till nearly three p.m., when we retired in the 
[We (che jary in the Brighten bigamy case) had our bveakiast ot G% 0m. ¥ : ith bare boards, and told we were to get neither food nor drink 


n all of a process of exhaustion.” —Letter fo Newspafer.) 


expectation of sitting down to satisfy the cravings of hunger. However, we were locked in a room w' 
until we had agreed upon a verdict. After that we had tour more hours of wrangling— eleven hours | 
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A Criminal writes :—‘' Dear Mr. Fun, I wish to tell you of the inhuman blunders occasionally committed in our courts of law. I was ‘ately mistaken, on arriving in court, 
for a juror, and pitchforked into a horrible box with the greatest violence and contempt. In vain I explained that I was the prisor.er, and a notorious criminal, 
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They persisted in their mistake ; hung me up starving for a week with mieat- And then tied me in another most cramping position ‘until I agreed upon 
hooks through my ears, inclose proximity to a torturingly perfumed joint of beef ; a verdict.’ 
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cr og age ' vied ney bh i i h _ 7 y resuscitated and liberated on bail; while the judge knocked off the head of the real 
. ' I t In that F een if a rom tt rs ' . neler wrier- 3 Tea = ‘ yobs . set 
8 f piace mthe first. Dut, Sir, I ask you st tardy act of justice compensate me for the sufferings occasioned 


— **A HaAbiTUAL CRIMINAL.” 
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OR, BEGGING FOR VOTES. 
SORROWS OF A POOR OLD MAN 
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THE BOY-DEVIL’S PRIVILEGH. 
{Seven , living with their parents at Beckenham, were charged at Bromle 
with a dab-vives ayant cod on the London, Chatham, and Sen 
Railway. It was stated by an inspector of the permanent way that the boys had so 


been discovered before the passing of trains over the line, a very serious accident 
might have occurred. The magistrates regretted that they not the power to 
order the prisoners to be severely flogged. <A nominal fine was infitcted.] 


(Time—From a little more than ha'f a century since to the present day.) 


UR LAWMAKERS, What? Hu- 
man beings whisked along by 
steam? 

It is our sacred duty to pre- 
serve 
All precious human life—a thing 
most holy— 
From peril of destruction. We 
should tremble 
To guiltily forsake this awful 
trust, 
Passing a Bill so portent of 
disaster, 
(After most anxious reflection.) 
Well (though with trembling), 
we will pass this Bill ; 
Yet with this strict condition— 
that no train 
Shall travel more than fifteen 
miles per hour,* 
And even then—being so over- 
burthened, 
Weighed down, and mastered 
by our recognition 
Of that our sacred trust—we 
will surround, 
Bind down, tie up, harass, and 
irritate 
The railway company with mi- 
nute, unnumbered, 
Nervous precautions bearing one 
and all 
Upon the need of guarding human life, 
Sweet Human Life ! 
IIUMAN LIFE, I thank your worthinesses 
Most heartily for all your care of me: 
Yet do I fear this over-nervousness 
About your sacred duty doth oppress you, 
Robbing your nights of sleep—— 
Ook LAWMAKERS, We do assure you 
Our care hath worked us into such a state 
Of nervous apprehension and excitement 
That all our manly frames are dwindling down 
To skin and bone. All through the dreaded night 
We dream of engines rushing off the line 
At the mad — of sixteen miles per hour, 
And burling half the public to destruction ! 
Then, with a gurgling yell we start, and wake 
With fevered, hollow eyes and—— What was that ? 
Some dread collision ? 
HUMAN LIFE, Pray you calm yourselves. 
Our LAwGivers, We cannot! Oh, too precious Human Life! 
We feel assured the railway companies 
Neglect precautions—use imperfect brakes, 
Un-interlocking signals— promulgate 
Defective regulations. Let us haste 
To legislate on carriage of explosives, 
And this and that. Oh, precious Human Life ! 
HUMAN Lire. Help! There és need for your protection now 
This boy —— 

Our LAWGIVERS, Sweet madam, boys are privileged. 

HiuMAN Lirg. But he hath, to amuse him, wrecked a train, 

Destroyed a hundred lives 

Our Lawcivers. Poor little man! 

What is the preciousness of Human Life 

Compared with his amusement? If it please him 

So to amuse himself, he shall be free 

To mangle, crush, and torture, right and left, 

And decimate the kingdom. Let the widows 

And orphans find their solace in the thought 

That what is woe to them hath satisfied 

The healthy craving of the English boy 

To feast himself on agony and death 

Wrought by his hand. A fig for Human Life ! 

















See debates on first Railway Bill. 





injured the pulleys that the signals failed to properly work, and that if this had no : 





ENIOKNAOKS, 


LONDON drivers, from costermongers to experienced coachmen, are far 
too careless about the safety of the walking public. In point of fact, many 
men whohandle the ribbons, look upon 
pedestrians as inferior animals, whose 
chief mission in life is to get run over 
as quickly as possible, and accept 
their condition with due submission. 
The roadway outside the Mansion 
House is the most oe cross- 
ing in London, Over thirty millions 
of people walk, totter, scramble, 
slide, slip, roll, and tumble across it 
every year ; and careful as the police 
who regulate the traffic are, many 
fatal and serious accidents occur. It 
is proposed to do something towards 
easing this traffic, and saving foot 
passengers from the London jugger- 
naut, by cutting subways radiating 
from a central chamber. These sub- 
ways would lead to principal streets 
that converge on the space in front of 
the Mansion House. The plans are 
so admirably arranged that it is calculated one policeman stationed in 
the central chamber could quell any number of delinquents with one re- 
volving flash of his eagle eye; and that five small boys would prove 
equal to the task of picking up all the orange peel scattered by fruit-loving 
wayfarers. The projecter of this excellent tunnelling scheme is Mr. 
Bridgman, a gentleman built of sound materials, and calculated to carry 
out such a work thoroughly. We wish both him and his subways project 


SUCCESS, 





ACCORDING to a very curious case recently decided in Liverpool, 
good-natured lovers of animals may sometimes have to pay a duty on 
their charity. Should a stray dog pay a house occasional visits, and 
receive hospitality from the owner, the owner’s family, or servants, the 
householder must take out a license for keeping a dog, or run his chance 
of being fined. Yet, singular enough, the easy-going master of a house 
is not compelled to pay a tax on the man-servant out of employment 
that he knows his cook harbours. 


WILLIAMS, the Socialist, complains bitterly of his treatment in prison. 
It is well to remember that this man had the option of a forty shillings 
fine. Had he not been in a position to pay this himself, his intimate 
friends, the leaders of the Social Democratic Federation, could have 
raised the amount amongst them without very great difficulty, and have 
procured his immediate release. The case as it now stands looks sus- 
piciously like Williams wishing to pose as a martyr, and getting more 
severely martyred than he anticipated. The martyrdom dodge is pretty 
nearly played out in this enlightened country. People haven’t half the 
respect for martyrs they had: some even refuse to stand them drinks, 


A PORTIC young lady, who believes ’tis love, and not coin, that makes 
the world go round, has discarded, sacked—in fact, fairly chucked—a 
wealthy fiancé because he persisted in using a type-writer for his love 
letters. The gentle maiden wanted her fiancé to write each dillet dour 
with a goose-quill pen dipped in his own be-lud. He tried red ink 
at first; it wasno go, Then he gave the office-boy.a shilling to throw 
putty at his nose till he drew be-lud; but this conduct had the effect of 
demoralizing the entire office. Besides, the gentle maiden said the 
be-lud wasn’t the right colour, or something, so, in despair, he took to 
constructing machine-made epistles to her. The young man bemoaneth 
not the loss of his beloved as he ought. Such is human nature. 


Loss o’ siller is trying to the temper of the most saintly Scotchman, 
but a particularly pious Northerner, whose wife’s purse was stolen the 
other day, opened his mind in a way that has given several elders the 
shakes, The purse, in question, which contained a goodly sum of 
money, was annexed at an afternoon prayer meeting. On receiving the 
heart-rending news, the canny mon soundly rated his spouse for attend- 
ing such idle places in the daytime, and neglecting her household duties; 
and also gave some gratuitous advice to ladies in general, viz. : ‘* Never 
carry your purses wi’ ye to releegious meetings that are weel attended, or ye 
may fa’ in wi’ Phelestines and come by the same sair fate as ma auld fule.” 


THE Viennese ladies have been piling on too many hairs of late. By 
the order of Imperial Francis Joseph, court barbers stand at the doors of 
the Opera House armed with huge shears to clip down all view-obstruct- 
ing coiffures. Though opera singers are usually wretched actors, many 
wae who go to hear their voices wish to see their grimaces also. We 

lieve too that the back view of a woman palls on a woman after ten 
minutes or so, 
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A Tory Manifesto; or, Begging | 
for Votes, | 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Pity the sorrows of a poor old man 
Whose trembling limbs have borne him to 
your door ; 
Pay him the best attention that you can, 
Have mercy on him in that he is poor, 


What though no Manifesto he send out 

To state his case, as others may have done? 
Epistles long and dreary doth he flout, 

And yet his woes are plain to every one. 


Crippled by adverse circumstances thus, 
His step is feeble and his spirit faints : 
Troubles hath he that might provoke a cuss 

E’en from the lips of highly-proper sainte, 


Anxious indeed his outlook is to-day, 
And his position by no means secure ; 

How many minds he hath the power to sway 
He knows not, nor is he of his following sure, 





Therefore, whoe’er you are that have a vote— 
Humble or great, John, Taffy, Sandy, Pat— | 
Heed not which way you chance to turn your | 

coat, 
But drop a ballot-paper in his hat, | 





Autumn, 


FLASHES of amber, crimson, bronze, and roan, | 

Burnished by autumn sunshine’s lustrous 
sheen, 

With, here and there, a fleck of tender green 

Lingering amid the glowing colours shown, 

Sweet relics of departing summer shown ; 

And though we may lament the closing scene 

On these few glorious noons that intervene, 

New beauties charm the eye, before unknown ; 

Unrivalled spreads the landscape clearand bold, 

That summer’s emerald arches half concealed ; 

Hills, dales, and winding waters bathed in gold, 

Neath brilliant beams that grateful warmth 
now yield, 

Long rapt we gaze till silvery haze of eve 

Bids us God’s masterpiece reluctant leave, 





Doctor (about to settle down to @ quiet country practice),—"' Yes, I THINK I SHALL DO 
HERE, Mrs, MORPHY, 
DEATH-RATE IS VERY HIGH AMONGST THE YOUNG DOWN HERE, 
MORE PEOPLE DIE YOUNG ?” 

Mrs. Murphy.—‘* SHURE AN’ MESELF DON’T KNOW IF IT ISN'T THAT MORE PEOPLE 
ARE BORN YOUNG,” 





































A MORAL CERTAINTY. 


I MAKE CHILDREN MY ESPECIAL STUDY, AND I see THE 


Now, WHY SHOULD 








COMING HOME, 


Ir has rained all the week. I have had to squat in a wretched chair 
in the salle of the Toison d’Or looking out of the window all the day— 
at the rain of course. Confound the rain! I can’t play at dominoes, 
as if any people but idiots would think of going in for ‘em, An English 
gentleman (I am one!) can’t kill time by smoking penny cigars, expec- 
torating on other people’s boots, and swilling Lager Beer—that’s con- 
tinental life, and I hate it, What’s the good of going abroad, I should 
like to know. There’s the cathedral bells at it again—tinkle-tinkle-tang- 
tang-tinkle-tinkle! Oh, you like chimes, do you? I tell you what, I 
simply hate ’em, What dol care if Quentin Matsys or somebody or 
the other cast the bells? They’re three hundred years old. More fools 
the lunatics in this place to listen for three centuries to an everlast- 
ing course of musical muffins, Hallo! in comes the priest, as per 
usual, tolunch, Ugh! the old clerical black beetle. He comes in, and 
says, ‘* Gute mornin’, sare,’ to me. 

How does he know I’m English, I should like to know? I’m not 
one of those that, so to speak, go about with a rumpsteak and a bottle 
of Worcester sauce slung round their necks so as to let everybody know 
they’re English. There he goes and seats himself down by that hideous old 
creature with the gold goggles, They’re playing at dominoes—of course 
they are. What man doesn’t play at dominoes in this horrible place ? 
Now what’s the good of all this going to the Continent? I’ve been 
poking about old cathedrals all the week. The other day they had the 
e-v-e-lasting impertinence to charge me two francs to see a St. Ber- 

nard’s toe ina gold casket. I thought I was going to see something 
good in the way of pictures or what not. : 

Two francs for looking at a toe! The sacristan chap said, ‘‘ It’s 950 

years old.” As if I cared for that. I wonder who will come to look at 

my toe 950 years hence? I have been walking about boulevardes too, 

What's the good of that? Who wants to sit in the sun seeing a lot of 
fools bowing and scraping to each other, like so many Chinese man- 

darins with St. Vitus’s dance? Not me. 








I hate the Continent, and I’m coming away. Hullo! here's the 
fellow with the bill. All in francs, of course. Why can’t it be in 
shillings, and save the trouble of doing all sorts of schoolboy sums ? 
Nearly two shillings for candles—dougies indeed—nearly two shillings 
for soap! I can understand soap being dear on the Continent, they 
never wash below their ears, and then only ona saint's day. But why 
should I pay two shillings fora candle? Here, you landlord-clerk- 
feller, I’m an English gentleman, and ain’t going to be swindled to 
please anybody, ‘‘Swindled, sare?” Yes, swindled, sare, S—w—i— 
n—d—l—:—d spells swindled, The man draws himself up, and says, 
‘*You go from mine house, sare.” He foams at the mouth too, and 
stamps about the place. That’s the way with all these foreigners. 
They don’t know their place, and ought to be made to. So I say, 


I drive away to the station. Two miles an hour over a paving like a 
brick cart upset in a cabbage bed. They say Napoleon the Great made 
these roads, I’m glad they shut him up ona rock todie, I’ve gota 
heap of things to take home as presents. Photographs of pictures. 
Rubens’ women like prize geese dabbed with rouge. I'm aboard at last. 
‘* Thank you, sare.” Confound it ! a wretch has wheeled a truck right 
over my foot. It goes over my corn, and I almost scream. 


‘*You ought to be well off, sir,” says a young beggar in knicker- 
bockers. I asked himwhy. ‘‘ Because you're regularly corny-copious.” 
I tell him its like his somethinged impertinence, He leashes, and says, 
** What can’t be cured must be endured, love; so fare the well, love, I 
must away,” &c.. I say I was thanking goodness that I'd left a land of 
fools to get home to sense again; but I madea mistake, One of the 
fellows answers, ‘‘ No offence I hope; take it easy; laugh and grow 
fat, sir; you're getting that way without it though.” I won't answer 
him. boat’s off, I can see the Dover cliffs. A drizzling rain’s 
coming down. The sea’s what they call rising. I've spent twenty- 
four pounds, and I’ve seen a wretched lot of ginger-bread churches, and 
eaten some dinners enough to poison you. Hullo! isn’t the boat rockiz 
Oh, my! Steward! Steward !! Steward !11! Diocenes Toss, 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, OUIDA-LAND. 
ALL RIGHT AT LAST! (BY ONE WHO HAS READ ALL THE NOVELS, AND JOST SREN THRE 

[The Government have taken the Northumberland Avenue Hotel or five years for PLAY OF Moths.) 
the use of the Admiraity and War Departments, pending the building of the new : 
Admiralty and War Offices. } THE maid was reasonably fair, 

Tue BritisH Porric, Why, I ask, are my navy and army still a But very rough about the hair ; 
delusive figure of speech? Why aren't they made efficient? Why are And furthermore distinguished by 
the whole Admiralty and War Office an inextricable muddle? Why A startled wildness in the eye, 
are the same damaged stores bought at a high price, from dishonest Where dazed amaze commingled blent, 
contractors, by the mess and muddle department ; and then sold again And so I asked her what it meant. 
for a song to the same cute contractors by the fog and fumble depart- Said she, ‘Oh, you must understand, 
ment ; and subsequently bought again at a higher price than ever by the I’ve just returned from Quida-land ! 
mess and muddle department ? What causes the muddle in the accounts, 
and the universal waste ? ‘* And, oh, I am so puzzled by 

Eacu Successive GOVERNMENT. We will inquire. (70 the AD- The thing they call * society ! 
MIRALTY and Army Orriciats,) Way is his navy still a delusive However ¢hat the pick can be 
figure of speech? Why isn’t it made efficient? /VAy are the whole Of Europe's Aristocracy, 4 
A. and W. O. an inextricable muddle? Wa#y are the same damaged And yet display the ‘* shoddy ” tone 
stores bought at a high price by the &c., &c, ; and then sold again for Of that peculiar to Boulogne 
a song by the &c. &c.; and subsequently re-bought at a higher price Is what I cannot understand— 
than ever by the \c., &c,? What causes the muddle in the accounts, But it is so in Ouida-land ! 


and the universal waste ? 

THe LOkDS OF THE ADMIRALTY and WAR OrFrice (fo the HEADS 
OF DEPARTMENTS). Way are his n. and a, stilla d.f. of s.? Why 
aren't they m.e.? Why isthe whole A. and W. O. ani. m.? Why 
are the s. d. s. bought ata &c.; and then Ac. ; and subsequently re-Xc., 
&e.? What causes the m. in the a., and the u. w. ? 

THe Heaps oF DEPARTMENTS. Why, we wonder? There must be 
some cause for it, of course. We will institute a searching inquiry. 

We have instituted it. It is all caused by the want of a brand- 
new gold pen by the smallest clerk in the department. The navy and ‘‘ Whyever maids and wives and dames 
the rest of it couldn’t be expected to be put right without that smallest 
clerk’s new pen: but #ow all will be set right. 


** Whyever each athletic gent 

Should take a morning bath of scent 
(With silver bath the scent to hold), 
And dry himself on cloth of gold, 

And drink from jewelled cups of price, 
And never use the same one twice, 

Is what I cannot understand— 
But—there !—he does, in Ouida-land ! 


Shoul« feel for him such burning flames, 
Why widows, serving-maids and queens 
With him should make such tender scenes ; 
And plot and scheme with artful wile, 

And cringe and grovel for his smile 

Is what I cannot understand— 

But so they do in Ouida-land. 





** However he can trim his place 
With Persian rugs and Spanish lace, 
And pearls of Ind, and tapestry 
And gold and /afis lazuli, 

Venetian glass and china queer 
Upon five hundred pounds a year 

Is what I cannot understand— 
But—lor !—he does in Ouida-land. 








** Why he should wring the necks of duns, 
And shoot at grouse with Enfield guns, 








Tue Postic (afer a wait), But it isn't set right. There’s no im- Beat thrice his size in P.R. “ pets,” 
provement whatever. It can’t have been that clerk's pen. And lay odds on whene’er he foie. 

Eacu Suc, Goy, He says there’s no improvement whatever, and it And drink and smoke and go the pace 
can’t have been that pen. The day before he rides a race— 

Lorps or THE Ap, and W,O. Hum! He says there’s, &c. We Is what I cannot understand 
suppose it cav'/ have been that pen, What caw it be? Although it’s done in Ouida-land 

Heaps or Derprs, Let’s institute another searching inquiry. . . . : 

Oh, we find we all require beautiful new ebony desks, carved, and in- ‘‘ Whence their objectionable set 

laid with ivory and silver. It’s the want of these that causes the navy Of ladies come who smoke and bet, 

to be a delusive figure of speech, and all the other evils, Thank you ; And talk with graceful unrestraint, 

that’s it. Now we have the beautiful new desks, all will be set right And slang, and cheat, and drink, and paint, 
in a twinkling. ; And dress some dozen times a day 

Tue Postic, But all basn’t been set right, although I’ve waited In costumes*¢res decolletée, 
many twinklings. The navy and army are as feeble as ever, and I think at least I understand— 
nothing’s improved, They're bo d bred i ida- 

Loepe on Yun Ap. and W.O. What can it be? Weare sure we , eee Canoe SNe 
ire most anxious to improve the state of affairs; and we are persons of ** But why they’re crowned, whene’er they dire 
the greatest resource and energy, and yet there’s something seems to be In wreaths of roses dipped in wine, 
continually pulling us back by our coat-tails, and paralysing all our And ev'ry man is, by my life, 
efforts, It is very strange. We will institute a searching inquiry. . . . In love with some one else’s wife, 
Hurray ! we have found out the cause of all the cleficiencies. It is all Why they indulge (and think it nice) 
caused by the want of elegance in the facade of our official buildings ; In aimless crime and pointless vice, 
ind there is not the least doubt that if we had a great, lovely, brand- Is what I cannot understand— 
new, imposing, magnificent set of offices in the Dorico-Anglo-Gothico- But that’s all done in Ouida-land. 
Corinthian- Rennaissance style, with a front that would be the admiration 
of the civilised world, the British navy and army would be irresistible ** Why anyone, though fond of jokes, 
the next morning, and all would be set right. . . . That’sit. Now Should care to write about such folks ;— 
we will resume our official duties in the new palace, and just you notice Whatever readers find to please 
the change ! In individuals like these ; 

Tue Punric. Well, I’ve been looking some time, but I don't see And why an author wastes his days 
the change. . . . I wonder whether it all lies in your requiring a In turning such things into plays— 
beautiful, brand-new, magnificent set of brains and senses of duty? Not all the wealth of Ouida-land 
How much would fAaf run me into? Could ever make me understand !” 
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An Addition to the Language, 





[The Clerkenwell Vestry had another “ scene” the other day, “ when.” 
says a daily, “‘ some of the flowers of speech, let fall by animated mem- 
bers, were noteworthy, as showing how insufficient is the language of 
ordinary life for vestry repartee. One gentleman, who was called ‘a 
consummate old humbug,” inquired of his opponent if he could not 
‘suppress his exuberant vervoster.’ ’’] 
COME, write the praise, O pen ! 
Of these gallant vestrymen, 
Who quarrel now and then 
In the method of the Coster, 
Oh, they feed and then they fight 
With ineffable delight ! 
And the language that they use 
Oft expresses lofty views ; 
And ’tis glorious to possess 
One who bade his foe ‘‘ suppress e | 
His exuberant vervoster,” 


Now, we, pray understand 
Among the ** V’s” have scanned | 
In each lexicon to hand, 

From the Row of Paternoster, 
But (we own it with despair), 
There is no ‘‘ vervoster ” there, 
Oh, tell us, tell us, pray 
Where that word is hid away ! 
}Viil that vestryman confess 
Why he bade his friend ‘‘ suppress 

His exuberant vervoster ?” | 


Great minds are often prone 

To coin words of their own ; 

And our vestryman has shown 
That in this he’s no imposter. 

Then quickly crown him, Fame, 

No matter what his name, 

’Tis enough to simply state 

On his statute grand and great— 

‘* Tn his vestry’s storm and stress 

He remarked, ‘ Can’t you suppress 
Your exuberant vervoster?’” 


oe 














Floral Fictions. 
THE Oat stands for Music, so flower-lore tells, 
And when thought to that theme one devotes, 
The statement unquestioning credence compels, 
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For Music depends upon (n)oats, 





| 
| 
| 
’T were batter so! 

Lorp Harris has been of late making some very rash Tory | ALGy? 
speeches, in which he bandied the names of certain popular | LIFE?” 
politicians about pretty freely. The eminent cricketing peer | 
does not display wisdom in thus interfering with other and | 
cleverer folk. He had far better (to quote a slang phrase), | 
stick to ** his own bat.” | 


Beautiful Cousin,—‘‘ AND HOW DO YOU LIK® THE COUNTRY, COUSIN 


Otherwise Cousin (pompously).—‘* WELL, SINCE MY STAY HERE I 
HAVEN'T SEEN MUCH IN IT, 
BUT I PREFER THE LONDON AIR, DON’TCHERKNOW?” 

B, C.—"* LONDON AIR! 


AN “AIRY NOTHING.” 


Don’t YOU FIND THE FRESH AIR DELIGHTFUL AFTER TOWN- 


It’s CLEAR AND ALL THAT SORT OF THING, 


AH! YOU OUGHT TO SPEAK IN THE PLURAL,” 








The Brother to Bartlett. 
(Mr. Burdett-Coutts, who is a candidate for Westminster, addressed some Con- 
servative constituents at the Westminster Town Hall the other day, and said—but see 
below. ] 


O Burpett-Coutts, O Burdett-Coutts, our cherished Ashmead’s 
brother, 
How sweetly swelled your accents at the Westminster Town Hall ! 
‘Tis strange how you and Ashmead B, resemble one another, 
Especially in your struggles to make Liberal folk sing small. 
You have but to make a statement, and the world stands up and wonders, 
And smiles (as Bret-Harte’s Abner did)—a sickly sort of smile— 
But whether at your wisdom, or at your amusi blunders, — 
I must leave you both to settle—in your well-known dashing style, 
In your speech you said we owe to Tories all Reform’s best fruits— 
And doubtless, you expect to be believed, O Burdett-Coutts ! 


O Burdett-Coutts, O Burdett-Coutts, you told us that your party 
Go in for steady progress in enfranchisement and s 
A statement which most people will receive with laughter hearty— 
Regarding it as quite a slily humorous little touch, 
For our welfare and our happiness to Tories we're indebted, 
According to your statements at the Westminster Town Hall ; 
You would like us to believe it, but, ’tis much to be regretted, 
That the nation to your babbling will accord a credence small. 
The people will but giggle—you may safely bet your boots— 
When you claim for the Conservatives such fame, O Burdett-Coutts ! 








Re Enfranchisement of Leaseholds, your remarks were very thrilling. 
You said you were in favour of reform in this respect,— 

‘‘ When the law is altered so that ev’ry landlord may be willing ” 
To give the tenant half-a-chance, why, then you'll not object. 

You defended, too, the Upper House, ‘* because of its traditions— 
Because it is important, also useful "—(save the mark !) 

And your friends then voted ‘‘ confidence’ in all your superstitions, 
In short, your speech at Westminster was quite a ‘*jolly lark,” 

But if you think to Toryism you draw recruits, 

You'll be sorely disappointed Mr, ‘‘ Alphabet” L.-Coutts. 





New Leaves. 


‘* HEART AND BRAIN,” by the author of ‘* Before I Began to Speak ” 
(Fleet Street Printing Works), This clever little book is likely to 
realise the desire of the author—to do away with a dire delusion, by 
explaining the separate functions of Heart Brain, For the few who 
do know, there are many who don’t know—and this work will be useful 
to either, and good for both,—Messrs, Sock! and Nathan’s souvenirs of 
the Inventions Exhibition, in form and character like Christmas cards, 
are very delicately done. 

“ Successful Advertising,” by Thomas Smith. Mostly all men of 
business are nowadays interested in successful advertising. They will 
in this work findi ts *‘ secrets explained.” This seventh issue contains 
more extended information than the other six. Mr, Smith shows a 
superior skill in forging the advertising bolts—he does, by Jove! 
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A LESSON IN DIVISION, 


Governess.—*' NoW, FRED, SUPPOSE YOU HAD TO DIVIDE FOUR APPLES EQUALLY BETWEEN THE THREE OF US HERE, WHAT 
PORTION WOULD RACH RECRIVE?” 
/red,—** THERE 'UD Bk TWO FOR you Two, AND Two FOR MB, TOO,” 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1886 


WILL BE PUBLISHED ON OCTOBER 21st, 
AMONG THE MANY CONTRIRUTIONS WILL BE 








Hughes-ful Art. 


[Mr. William Hughes, who has gained such fame as a fruit-painter, is now exhibit- 
ing at the Burlington Gallery a collection of landscapes, Xc., in addition to his fruit 
pieces in order to prove his claim to renown in other branches of his art.) 


Moe ae ett Ten motte aes rf | A SCREAMING FARCE BY GEORGE R. SIMS, 


For apple-lication to his great pursuit, ENTITLED 
Few modern artists can with him com-pear. rT ” 
And, lo! his show, commenced this currant week, THE MOU N TE D PATROL. 
No melon-choly medlar can im-peach, Atak Loe ; 
», And those who for a master-painter seek, Other Humorous Prose and Verse by 
ey Will here find one who is not sloe to teach. FRANK BARRETT, Gro. M ANVILLE Fenn, GoOpDFREV ‘TURNER, CHARLES G 
" Yea, Hughes's show is for his aim not bootless, Lretanp (HANS BREITMANN), GrorGre Datzixt, Byron Weneer, J. F. Sut 


A " 04 oe vAN, H. Cuance Newton, Ernest WARREN, ArtTHUR T. Pask, H. G. SomER 
For, even now, ‘tis very far from ‘* fruitless, vitte, H. C. Sgssions, H. Jonnson, R. Butter, H. C. Cueitrnam, LAuNCcE 





. Ler, Acten A. Dowty, J. W. HouGuton, C. H. Warina, |]. Norman, Cis 
BK Brookes, H. M. Pautt, H. Waccstarrxu, C. J. Dunpum, AuGustus M. 
hy a . : - ia Moore, AND J. AsHsy STERRY. 
a4 In order to instil a lady patient with confidence in his medicine, a ] J a 
oe young French physician took a dose of his own physic in her presence. | _. omelittdantae i 7 y hoger ge ty EGD Hat 
i . - . ° 3 oO MSON, J. I. SULLIVAN, J. W. HouGuton, E. G. Datzirt, HAL 
at He was a very juvenile doctor, but he bas left a widow to mourn his Lupow, H. Tucx, 'y Ji Dearen, Tuouas Datzies, BE. E. Ecover, Eanest 


rash act. Griset, G. Catcompr, F. A. Fraser, anp Lucien Davis. 








IF YOU WISH TO BE WELL AND KEEP WELL, TAKE 


4 ¢ db al) WARNING ! 
PPrecctacion i yal UTY 5 ere 
gw CHARCOAL eee Oneog Blue 


Wards off the attacks of CHOLERA, Typhoid, and all Malignant tion of Starch. See that you pet it! 


Pevers. Speedily cures Acidity, Flatulence, Heartburn, Impure +4% ‘ 
Breath, Indigestion, &c. It destroys all disease germs, and from its GUARANTEED Pl) R r AN D © 0 LU BLE im \As bad Qualities are often substituted 
purvying action in absorbing all impurities ia the stomach and bowels, ° 


gives a healthy tone to the whole system. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





scorn to chronicle in this column 
aught that is not of first importance. 
At such moments nothing short of 
a big Harrisian production at Drury 
Lane, a Lyceum premiere, or an 
angry letter from John Coleman 
(an actor) reaches a sufficient alti- 
tude of importance to engage my 
haughty attention. There are 
times, however, when no new piece 
is produced at the National Theatre, 
when the Lyceum is without a fre- 
miere (no offence to Mr, Terriss), 
and when J. C. does not write 
angry letters. There are weeks 
one has to *‘fill up” as best one 
can. Then is the haughty spirit 
fate broken, and the noticer only too 
~<a | glad to chronicle the smallest beer 

: ‘ on hand ; to mention that the roth 
night of this or that piece has been 
triumphantly reached; to indig- 
nantly deny the rumour (which has not reached him) that the bur- 
lesque now running so successfully at the Royal is about to be withdrawn ; 
that Mr, Beau Gus Bolc has been specially engaged to play Hami/et with 
his own company on tour; that Miss Winksy Mashem goes to the Wal- 
halla at the conclusion of her engagement at Ramper’s, and so on, 





Tuis is one of those weeks. And if the parties concerned only knew 
what a lot of gratuitous advertisements they miss by not sending me 
their little notelets in such quiet times—I shouldn’t be able to count my 
letters at the next post ! 


I sre by the papers—all the papers—that Mrs, Juliet Anderson will 
sustain a part in A/one in London at the 
Olympic on Saturday next. The an- 
nouncement is very refreshing. And now, 
who is Mrs, Juliet Anderson ? 

Ir is understood that Miss Ada Caven- 
dish will shortly appear in a new play 
which is being written expressly for her. 
Now, I wonder whoever it can be that is 
writing that play ! 

IIere’s one who says he knows him; he 

Is looking very knowing. 

What's that? Ha! ha! ‘* He Marshalls me 

The way that I was going!” 





Mrs. WELDON, in a melodrama called 
Not Alone, at the Grand; Mr. Hermann 2 
Vezin and others, in Secret Service, at Her Tug Geanp.—'‘ Nor ALONE" 





a 


Majesty's, with Miss Kate Vaughan, in 

Exceltwr to follow; Mrs, Bernard-Beere, at the Gaiety, in A/asks and 
‘aces one morning, are all things to be, as I write, and things that ave 
been, or are being, as you read, Next week ycu shall know what I 
think of most of them, till then don’t believe what anybody else says 


concerning them, 


Mks, Bexnak-Beerg, by the way, says she endeavours to make’ Peg 
Woffington “just what she was—not too remarkable for her morality 
(just remarkable 
enough, I suppose 
—rather ticklish 
thing to express, 
though)—a member 
of the ‘Beef Steak 
Club’ and the boon 
companion, for want 
of a better word, of 
managers Rich, 
Garrick, and many 
others.”’ Very nice, 
of course, but how 
does she manage it ? 
I can imagine her 

Her Majesty s.—“ Secret Service.” indicating mem ber- 
ship of the Beef- 
Steak Club by knocking someone down with ‘my uncle’s stick,” but 
the rest bothers me. 


E/ DER, there are moments when I | 


| Mr. Creswick’s farewell benefit will take place at Drury Lane on 
Thursday, the 29th. Mr. Harris lends the theatre, and Mr. Irving, Mr, 
Wilson Barrett, Mrs. Kendal, Mrs. John Wood, Mr. Arthur Cecil, Miss 
Ada Cavendish, Mr. L. Brough, Mr. W. Edouin, Miss Atherton, Mr, 
H. Neville, Miss I. Bateman, and Mrs. Stirling will lend their aid, 
Mr. Creswick himself will give the ‘‘cuss” from Aig Lear; he will 
be assisted in the *‘cuss” by Messrs. Hermann Vezin and Howard 
Russell, and the Misses Rose LeClercq and Laura Linden. Let us hope 
the veteran artist will have plenty of cuss-tom, 


Tue Holborn Theatre is closed—for the present. 





THE dress isn’t such a remarkable dress, 
I am sure its adapted to scare none, 
And 7 see no reason, I’m bound to confess, 
To call her Miss Harriet Wear-none ! 


Nops AND WINKS.— Miss Sella-Chapman is engaged for the 
Grand pantomime, so is Miss Marie Williams. It strikes me this 
pantomime will be worth seeing.— Kenilworth, by Farnie, and Audran 
and Planquette, will be the next thing at the Comedy.—7he Flying 
Dutchman, in the shape of a burlesque, is in the hands of the Novelty 
management, for production after the run of Ze aps, they say.—Lastly, 
but not leastly, the merry Mohawk, Harry Hunter, takes his annual 
benefit this very (Wednesday) evening at the Agricultural Hall, where 
| there are thousands of seats, and all of them will be full, predicts 
NESTOR, 


- ame 








Caste and Outcast. 

| (The !Veekly Times considers that ‘* Humanity” is artificially divided into “* gentle 
| men” and * cads.”) 

ADOLPHUS (a ** gentleman” of a certain “‘ caste."’) 


As soon as I quitted the home apron-strings, 
I made up my mind I would be 

One of those utter delightfullest things, 

Who pose in the circle of fashion as kings, 
And glitter in Societee. 

So I never now mix with those not of my ‘* caste,” 

I know it’s ‘‘ the thing” to be thought a bit fast, 

So at billiards and ‘* Shades” my hours shall be past, 
For that is the life that suits me, 





"ARRY (a cad of a very certain cast), 


Yah! none of yer nobs for my money, old man, 
I likes to be jolly and free, 
A music-’all pit alongside o’ my Nan, 
A pipe in my mouth and a young black and tan— 
There; that’s what yer may call a spree. 
At Brighton I can for four Bob ‘‘cut a dash,” 
And have, in the briny, a ten minutes splash ; 
It don’t trouble me how I scatter the cash— 
Yah! that is the life that suits me. 


ADOLPHUS, 


Look here, ’pon my honour, how can cads enjoy 
Their penny cigars, and four-half ! 

You see I can’t stand what is vulgar, deah boy, 

For nothing, the peace of my mind will destroy 
Like ’Arry’s low banter and chaff, 


"ARRY, 


Blowed if there isn’t a bloomin’ young swell 
Enjoyin’ hisself with a la-di-da gell, 
As sollum as if ’twas their own funerell— 

I s’pose it ain’t Jong tong to laugh. 





What, Morose! Moi-aussi! 


MM. Jutes CLARRTIE and Francisque Sarcey, who lately sat as 
; urors for a prize tale competition organized by the Paris Figaro, 
expressed their astonishment at the morose and lugubrious train of thought 
manifested by all the competitors. French novelists and playwrights 
are, as a rule, so inclined to be morbid that this charge seems to savour 
of the ‘pot and kettle” arrangement. Indeed, considering that M. 
Clarétie wrote ** Ze Prince Zilah” (one of the gloomiest of stories and 
dramas), and M.(|Sarcey, in his capacity of dramatic critic, does not 
**slate” this morbid and morose stage-business to any extent, no 
doubt many will smile at this complaint, and de-Clarétis quite Sarcey 
in its tone, 





THe Barp ON ‘*HoMAN NATURE,” —‘*’Tis true, ’tis pity ; Pestett 
'tis ’tis true,” 
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PISCATORIAL POTTERINGS. 
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Bob uses spoon-bait. He likes a companion 
when he goes a-angling.” 
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Fairly on the Pike. 


Dead nuts on the Barbe!(‘e). 


**The Anglers Retreat,” by A. iicky. 








Kind! 
{Lord Iddesleigh admitted in a recent speech that Reform of the Land Laws was 
** not undeserving of attention.”’] 
Be thankful for this statement grand, 
Which (thanks to Fun) I now will mention : 
Lord Iddesleigh thinks, please understand, 
Reform of Laws regarding Land 
‘‘ Not undeserving of attention.” 


But, Iddesleigh (late Sir Stafford N.), 
Wherefore this Tory new invention? 

Of old quite different were your men, 

They did not think Reform Laws ¢hen 
‘* Not undeserving of attention.”’ 


’Tis very kind of nice Lord I., 

To show such utter condescension ; 
Since to Reform 4e thus draws nigh 
We may find Zories by-and-bye 

** Not undeserving of attention.” 





‘* Landed.” 


[A WEEKLY paper says that on the question of Land-Law Reform, Lord Salisbur 
manifesto was obscure. 
On the question of Land-Laws, Lord S, was obscure, 
Says a Liberal journal with glee— 
Obscure! ve the Land? Why, of course, to be sure, 
Because he was ‘‘all at sea !” 





+'A Farce for the Secretary of State for India.—‘* Woodcock's little 
game,” 








“Do you a-Gree(ce), Sir ?” 
(THE Times assures M. Tricoupis that we should all be very glad to see the borders 
of Modern Hellas enlarged ; and then it proceeds to sneer at the notion. 
Hk1(L)As (as the Gallic folk would say) 
Respect for the 7imes will not increase, 
When the Greeks observe the oily way 
In which that journal refers to Greece, 
Its statement, indeed, is most fantastic ; 
Yea, regarding Hellas, ’tis most (H)ellas-tic, 





Pater-nal, 

[An evening paper, named—(but, no—we never mention it) is inclined to object to 
the Welsh-born bard, Mr. Lewis Morris, being a candidate for the Oxford Professorship 
of Poetry, and hints that Mr. Pater should be the chosen one.] 

Ou, Tempora! oh, Morris! is the feeling of that print, 
And this votary of the leek it views ob-leek-ly, 
While concerning Mr, Pater it evolves a cautious hint, 
And avers that that «sthete behaves too meekly ; 
But that paper’s filial feelings couldn’t very well be greater, 
Considering how earnestly it sticks up for its ‘* Pater.” 





A Flash in the “Pan,” 

A MOSICAL organ, referring to the great Bohemian composer Dvorak, 
says that ‘‘Pan”’ is the proper prefix for all Bohemian surnames ; it 
answers to our “*Mr.” We had hitherto regarded Bohemia asa ful 
land, but, to judge from these ** Pan ”-tomime prefixes, it must be a sort 
of ‘* Pan ”-demonium. 





Tue MOST PopuLAR Opgra-*' GLasses.”—Those between the acts. 
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THE COMPLETE TOURIST.—VIII. MINOR VARIETY—THE NORTH BRITISH TRIPPER. 
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On the boat. He gets to wind’ard, and spits. 
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He quiets down. 
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He gets mislaid. He bivouacs, 
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MEASURED WITH BRIGHT! 


IT HAS BEEN DECIDED THAT LORD RANDOLPH IS TO BE PITTED AGAINST MR, BRIGHT—VERY MUCH TO 
BE PITIED. 
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ENICKNAOKS, 


WHENEVER Napoleon III. alluded to his felonious desire to steal the 
Rhine Province from Prussia, he spoke of his theft-in-heart as *‘ the 
rectification of the frontier.” In a 
like manner, the knavish Greeks who 


does not, and never has belonged to 
them, call their contemplated robbery 
** compensation.” ese Greeks, 
should they attack the Turks, stand 
a capital chance of getting a very 
handsome thrashing. It is a con- 
ventional crank to look u the 
Turks as utterly effete, for they 
proved themselves terribly tough 
customers in their war with Russia. 
Left to themselves the Turks are 
quite capable of administering a 
wholesome correction to the greedy 
Greeks, and the contemptible 





THE natives of India known as the Bengali Babboo class have taken 
too kindly to the ‘‘floin bole” of late. This amiable weakness their 
fellow-countrymen attribute to the fact of their being pets and protéods 
of English men and women, who have Europeanised them too rapidly, 


WHILE the Irish peasantry are being flapdoodled that they are pro- 
gressing with giant strides towards freedom, they are not only sinking 
deeper and deeper into the vilest form of slavery, but are laboriously 
making heavier manacles for their hands and feet, and stouter rods for 
their backs. The ‘‘ patriot” leaders are well aware that a large pro- 
portion of the Irish can only be governed by fear of punishment. Hence, 
in order to retain any hold on their slaves, they are obliged to organize 
a system of terrorism. Directly cowardly assassination, loathsome out- 
rages, and boycotting are curbed by stringent parliamentary laws, the 
power of the ‘‘ patriot’ leaders begins to crumble. 


“WATER drinkers who frequent Regent’s Park are supposed to be 
thirsty during four months of the year only. The Park drinking- 
fountains are useful in June, July, August, and September, and 
grudgingly dribble out tiny streams of water to parched visitors. The 
rest of the year the fountains are merely ornamental, the water being 
cut off ‘‘for the sake of economy.” Why don’t the provident autho- 
rities cover up the costly squirts in tarpaulin during their eight idle 
ornamental months, to save wear and tear! It is impossible for thrifty 
officials to carry economy too far. 


Ir is rumoured that, on the information of Mr. Horsley, R.A., a 
Government prosecution is to be instituted against several artists’ colcur- 
men for selling lay figures. 


A SHOREDITCH tailor has offered to clothe all the nude statues in the 
British Museum, free of charge, providing he may attach a small busi- 
ness card to each pedestal, 


WE have the most unlimited confidence in the curative qualities of 
photographs for ennui, and in their virtues as a check to megrims, 
Whenever we feel done up, or boiled-owlish about the head, we clutch 
at all the photographic albums within reach and dive into their contents 
till we regain our accustomed flippant joviality. This medicine is really 
worth atrial. By-the-way, Mr. Barraud has published some particularly 
striking ‘‘ Vicar of Wide-a-Wakefield” pictures, in which good little 
Arthur Roberts as the astute vicar, wears his most benevolently wicked 
expression ; while Miss Laura Linden, as Olivia, looks pretty enough to 
make a saint wish to run away with her. No collector ought to miss 
these photographs. 


A BIBULOUS lady, me ty to the unfortunate name of Cain, was 
charged before Mr. Saunders, for the two hundred and first time, with 
being fruity and disorderly. The magistrate remarked that she was ‘‘a 
perfect nuisance to the court,” ‘* Then,” said Cain, blandly and politely, 





‘“*why don’t you send me to Australia, sir?” Why the good lady had 
a hank for Australia particularly did not transpire. One would have 
supposed such a thirsty soul might have preferred hot Jamaica, with its 
boundless supply of soft, refreshing rum. But no! Dry Australia, 
where police-court sentences are heavy, was the land she desired to visit. 
Mr. Saunders, who is tolerably polite when he is not addressing a 
Socialist, or a Socialist’s lawyer, much regretted not being in a position 
to send her out at his own expense, just te give the colonial *‘ beaks” a 
treat, Cain seemed much depressed on hearing this, and went forth to 
commence a month’s hard labour with a faltering gait and sorrowful 
heart. 


now wish to seize territory which 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 
THE JOLLY TAR. 


i sex Licensing Sessions, on the question of granting a music license 
beehs Nelly Sailors, St. Genat sin the East, it was stated that during the year there 
had been dancing in the house by sailors, although the landlord had no music license. 
Mr. Besley said it was common with sailors to indulge in dancing. _The house was 
well conducted, and there had been no complaint ; and if the court said that no sailor 
should dance, the applicant would obey the request. Two police inspectors said they 
had not felt it their duty to interfere with the dancing by sailors, and that it was an 
order by the Commissioners of Police that they were not to do so unless there was a 
disturbance in the house. Mr. Goddesden, a magistrate, said it was strange that the 
Commissioners of Police should sanction a breach of the law, and moved that a com- 
munication should be made to them on the subject.” —Newsfapers.] 


Date—A few years hence. 


SHADE OF ONE OF BeNsBow’s MEN, Broadsides and backstays ! 
Scuppers and seventy-fours! Let’s rise up and take a turn round the 
scene of my old haunts. Ha! Here’s a jolly tar of your modern new- 
fangled cut. Ahoy, mate! Let’s cruise in company! You look a 
straight-up-and-down demure sort, but maybe you re good company for 
all that. Carronades and chain-shot! Let’s begin by swearing a good 
round oath or two. Dash my dashed dashes of dashed lee-scuppers, 
dashed if I don’t——! Y 

WELL-BELICENSED MODERN SEAMAN, Hush! You really must not 
use such expressions ; the law is most strict about—— 

S. oF B. M. What? The law interfere with a man’s shouting out a 
jovial dash or two? Why, in my time—— 

W. B. M. S. Oh, I don’t mean the swearing. The law doesnt 
trouble itself about foul language in the streets. 1t winks at that, to the 
tune of a sixpenny fine or so: it’s the nautical expressions that mustnt 
be used without a license. If you really want to exclaim, ‘‘ Lee-scup- 
pers!” or ‘*Shiver my timbers!” there is a regularly-licensed house for 
that purpose a mile or so off, 

S. oF B, M. Dash my dashed pig-tail, that’s rather inconvenient. 
Well, let’s begin by kissing all the pretty lasses down the street. 





W. B. M. S. I’m very sorry, but the law is very strict about that. 
We should be had up for assault for kissing a lass in a public thorough- 
fare. But there’s a specially licensed house, where it would not come 
under the head of an assault, just at the end of this street. Here, I can 
show you the clause: here it is—Vict. li., cap, xxxiv., clause xvil., 1D 
which it is enacted—— ; 

S. or B, M. Oh, dash your enactments. Isa jolly tar to spend his 
holiday ashore in reading enactments? ; 

W. B. M. S. Eh? Why of course, he’s compelled to, to avoid break- 
ing the law at every turn. Bless you, one soon gets used to it, and 
rather likes it. I assure you I have most of the acts of the last five 
years at my fingers’ ends—make a constant study of ’em. Don’t you 
notice that all the other jolly tars carry volumes like this. Very handy 
and entertaining little book, I assure you—called ‘‘ The Sailor’s Safe- 
guard, and Legal Vade Mecum for Seafarers,” Of course a// the acts 
aren’t in it, as a new one comes out every other day. Daresay you fancy 
it’s my clothes in this tarpaulin bag of mine; but it’s only filled with 
copies of the latest acts of parliament about licensing. 

S. or B, M. Oh, my blessed quid! Let’s have a dance then; here, 
I'll give you a hornpipe—— 

W. BM. Ss. Se, tans be careful. If you really must dance, there 
is a properly-licensed house about a mile and a half away. . 

S. oF B, M. Ob, dash the dashed properly-licensed house! Well, 
let’s have a chew, then. 

W. B. M. S. Very well. We shall find a properly-licensed house for 
chewing down the next turning but nine. 

S. OF B, M. Oh, dash! Can we have a song, then? 

W. B. M. S. Oh, ses, I think the Davy’s Locker in Little Muck 
Street has a singing license, Mite f 

S. or B. M. Oh, dash my dashedly-dashed dash of a pigtail! 
Dashed if I don’t return to my tomb; it’s livelier than this! How the 
dash do you new-fangled tars amuse yourselves ? 

W. B. M.S. Eh? Well, we’re mostly a-learning acts of parliament. 
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“Down” on the Beach. 
(Mr. Gladstone recently caused Sir Michael Hicks-Beach to write an apology for 
having misrepresented the late Government's Irish policy.] 
Mr. GLADSTONER’s a caution at cutting down trees, 
Big oaks aren’t beyond his reach ; 
But lately he also brought down with much ease 
A once high and mighty Beach, 





A Funny Elefancy! 


A CORRESPONDENT of the Zimies instances a case where an elephant, 
who has had his tusk specially prepared and sharpened, fulfils the task 
of a paper-cutter, and cuts the daily newspaper for his master. Com- 
menting upon it, another journal points to the probable consequences if 
the beast takes it into his head to be nasty. There is no fear, however, 
of that. As his tusk has been sharpened, how cam he cut up rough ? 





**A LIGHT HERE FOR THE QUEEN’S GATE ENTRANCE, INVENTIONS 
EXHIBITION,” is inscribed in big letters on a board at the Gloucester 
Road Railway Station, and one wants to know why this public invitation 
to incendiarism is confined to the Queen’s Gate entrance? Is it intended 
by way of a puff for somebody’s fire extinguisher, or is it that ‘‘ Ye 
Antient Fire Engine belonging to ye Borough of Dunstable,” exhibited 
amongst the curiosities of the Olde London Streete hard by, is fired with 
a desire of attempting the feats of its youth? 





A CAPTURED burglar, who informed the police that he had ** been 
hopping at Wandsworth,” had a very narrow escape from “‘ hopping the 
twig” lately, a bullet, fired by one Mr. Wegg, a jeweller, into whose 
premises he was trying to break, having passed through his hat. The 
burglar, when caught, was obviously nerve-shaken, and in answer to the 
magistrate’s inquiries next morning as to his health, replied, ‘*I feel 
rather feverish yer warshup.” As Mr. Wegg’s address was published, 
it is probable that the housebreaking fraternity will judiciously avoid his 
shop in future. 
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A CHEERFUL PROSPECT. 


Sympathetic Friend.—“*1 say, ToomsBs, OLD MAN, YOU’RE NOT 
LOOKING WELL. WANT CHEERFUL SOCIETY, THAT’s IT! I 
SHALL COME AND SPEND THE RVENING WITH YOU, AND BRING 
My New Porm, ‘Opg TO A GRAVeYARD!’” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epiror or “ Fon,” 


IR,—We are now, as it were, between two 
stools. Now is the witching time when 
we have done all we could (or been done 
all we could) over the Cesarewitch, and 
have not yet arrived quite at the time for 
do or dun in the matter of the Cambridge- 
shire. Nevertheless, with that combina- 
tion of foresight and dashing recklessness 
so entirely characteristic of your own par- 
ticular Grand Old Man, I append at once, 
a full week in advance, my valuable 


TIP FOR THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE, 


We'Lt sing ‘‘Ha, ha!” and we'll cry 
** Ho, ho!” 
Here’s health and good luck to old Ben- 
digo 
Supposing right on to the end he go), 
And I’d further remark to all good men, 
There’s rather a chance for St. Gatien 
(On which you may pounce a@ /a Cart-y-hen !) 
Tral-/a/-la, lal-/a/-la, lal-a! Twang! Twang ! 
Tral-/a/-la, lal-/a/-la, lal-la! 





I also confess an affection for 

Imperial Eastern Emperor 

(With the motto Zadem semper), or 

Approval may light your expressive phiz 

As you turn to the stable where Fulmen is 

(Which likely, from trouble, to pull men is).| 
Ri-/oo-ral, lal-/oo-ral, lal-/ay/ Twang !.Twang ! 
Ri-¢o0-ral, lal-/oo-ral, lal-lay ! 


But you mustn’t forget to observe, you know, 

That Fortune has favours for Pi-zar-ro 

(When Fortune thus promises, seize her, oh !) 

But thus 7 have placed all my cash (and more)— 

St. Gatien—Eastern Emperor. 

So I feel in a very good temper, or 
Tol-lol-the-rol, /o/-the-rol, /o// Tol-lol! 
Tol-/o/-the-rol, /o/-the-rol, lol ! 


I do believe I’m on the track of that pin—the ruby-and-emerald one 
which I sent you, you know; and which you declared you never re- 
ceived—the pin over which our relations became strained, (The picture 
of a man straining his relations over a pin is a little ludicrous, perhaps ; 
but who cares?) All about it next week. 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 








Measured with Bright. 
(See CARTOON,) 


HA, what a sight for the gods! Also for men, 

Who'll maybe take more interest i’ the thing ! 

Two fighting champions—fighting not by sword, 

By word I mean—measuring one ’gainst t’other, 

And clashing tongues in bluff electoral strife : 

This tried in many a battle years gone by, 

With long and glorious service to his score, 

A trifle bent, probably, from his toil— 

That lusty, slap-dash, eager for the fray, 

With possible great future, little past, 

Aiming to appear taller than he is, but can’t, 

And will they their minds, blurt out home-thrusts ? 
Perhaps they will. Perhaps they won’t. What odds? 
I know, you know (or ought to), what each thinks 
And says : <= if not oo N a pas? 

Pooh, a Tory stripling, ergo fool. 

Who ee for grand old Radis ? Not I, i’ faith. 

Age he respects not, nor experience ; 

ri make him smart, then. Sneer at my youth? Well, well, 
I'll give him a lick wi’ the rough side o’ my tongue, 
Yon whipper-snapper’s opposition galls, 

Affronts ; you'll ne’er desert me, Surely, now, 

You'd choose me rather than such a rum old bloke, 
Look at my deeds. Look what I mean to do, 
Confound his impudence ! Oh, d—— the Corn Laws! 
And who am I that thus soliloquize ? 


I, Browning? Cert’nly not, but growing — 
They're going to make more speeches. hoop, I’m off ! 
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THE NATIONALISTS TRIUMPH. A SHOCKING DISCOVERY. 
(‘Tue South of Ireland Cattle Trade Association positively vefuse fo, send ony I KNEW a young any gh ne so —, 
Cattle Trade cattle boat conveying Loyalists’ ence Association cattle. : : ital—recital— 
When the Loyalist ou cant on, the Cattle Trade cattle is ordered back, and no an to = Fat e ere om “ : — 
Cattle Trade ox will even bow to any Loyalist bullock—nor will a Cattle Trade sirloia e wasn t a duchess y cegree, 
censent to be cooked at the same fire with a Loyalist sirloin.” —See Newspapers. | Nor so much as a lady of title—of title ; 


All notion indeed that the girl was a swell 

You had much better drive from your noddle—your noddle, 
For, bless you, I know what she was very well, 

She was simply an artistes’ model—’es ’ model. 


She’d sit in costume, I have heard them affirm, 
But her limbs were such gracefully shaped ones—’ly shaped ones 
Her regular lay was ‘‘ the figure ”—a term 
Which artistes use for undraped ones—undraped ones, 
It never occurred to her, strange to relate, 
To consider the business appalling—appalling ; 
In fact, her mora/e was in such a state, 
She was palpably proud of her calling—her calling. 


She didn’t leave that, in the least, in dispute, 
All her state of opinion disclosing—disclosing, 
By smilingly letting you know her pursuit, 
And by almost continual posing—’al posing. 











sat ys 





THERE was not a more devotedly patriotic bhoy than Tim Looney. She’d pass down the street, and you’d quickly perceive 
He had long ago handed his soul to Mr. Parnell to do as he liked with. How the mists of this fancy’d enswathe her—enswathe her ; 
Not a boy suspected Tim of being in league with the land-grabbers, So For now she was Venus and now she was Eve, 
you may imagine his bitter grief and vexation at inadvertently committing Or A Nymph, or Coquette, or The Bather—The Bather. 


the crime we are about to relate. 

Tim was about to be married, asa little indulgence in the midst of 
his arduous existence. His was a most lovable nature, exactly fitted 
to a future of domestic affection; when not engaged in ‘* combing,” or 
cutting the hair off, defenceless old women, he was generally maiming 
cows and sheep, and firing at babies—small babies without too much 
fight in them preferred. Well, in honour of his wedding, Tim deter- 
mined to kill his pig, the cherished pig which had been presented to 
him by Mr. Parnell in a moment of liberality consequent upon a large 


She'd treat all outsiders to good-humoured jeers 
As she’d onward complacently toddle—’ly toddle, 
With ** You may be Baroness-Countesses, dears, 
There !—but /'m a professional model—’al model. 
Though jewels, and laces, and silks you can boast 
For adornment at will, and I know it—I know it, 
Yet Zam ‘adorned’ (very often) ‘the most’ 
(On the principle held by the poet—the poet).” 


2 Bagh ies ea Ales Sema 


exactly resembling Tim’s, led away Tim’s pig and left his evil-minded 
porker in its place. Next day poor Tim, suspecting no treachery, killed 
the changeling pig, and made a great feast, and ate—and then, and not 
till then did he receive a note informing him of the cruel trick which 
had been played upon him. 

Thirteen good Nationalists, male and female, including Tim and his 
intended, had eaten of that polluted Loyalist pig. When the awful 
truth fell upon them like a thunderbolt, they all turned pale and said 
they Aad observed a peculiarity in the flavour of the pork. Then eleven 
of them stole away to commit suicide, or get absolution ; leaving Tim 
and his intended alone, For a long time they gazed silently and 
miserably at each other ; for hours after that they sat rocking themselves 
with their heads in their hands, Then Tim arose with a grim and | 
set face— 

** Biddy !” he said in an awful and heart-broken voice, ‘‘I release ye. 
The bhoy who contains a bit of Loyalist pig will not insult and ruin 
ye by joining his life wid yours.” Then, after a long pause, in which 
he braced himself toa great and terrible resolution, he said in a firm, 
hollow, and solemn voice, ‘* Biddy, I will mever digest that Loyalist 

° | 
esd Nationalist mothers hid the faces of their Land League babes 
as the man passed who had eaten the Loyalist pig. High-minded cow- 
Ts boycotters pointed their stainless fingers at the backslider ; 
t 


profit on paving stones. The evening before the day fixed for the But Fate had decreed (and it soon came to pass) 

: execution Tim sat and gazed lovingly at that pig for a long time. Then One should shake her serenity coarsely—’ty coarsely ; 

| | he went out to have another little drink with a neighbour; and that He whispered a whisper concerning her class 

i was the diabolical land-grabber s opportunity. ; (There are some say he whispered it hoarsely—it Horsley !) 
4 | _Tim’s pig was, of course, a Nationalist pig. The moment Tim had She gasped for her breath, and blushed up to the eyes 

t disappeared round the comer, a wicked, double-faced, masked, land- With a staggered expression the oddest—the oddest ; 

i — tyrannous, cnet, —, of a Sages = peg Powe the She trembled and whispered in shame-faced surprise, 

a Loyalists’ Association sneaked into Tim’s cabin with a yalist pig ‘Oh, my gracious! He says we're immodest—immodest.” 
4 ; ; 








while the evil-minded landlord laughed in histriumph. But his triumph ’ : 
was short-lived, for gradually it forced itself upon his guilty and land-  Githe babii tar ante eniedghanatiite. 
grabbing perception that Tim did not intend to digest the pork he had She felt that put out, she did, worried and bad, 
eaten. With jaundiced and bloodshot eye he perceived that Tim had a That, there, she could burst out a-crying—a-crying 
pain in his chest and d tic rings round the eyes: his tyrant teeth She shrank from the gaze of the world and the sun, _ 
gnashed in baffled rage as he marked Tim’s aching head, and the pain While she wept bitter tears by the dozen—the dozen ; 
between his shoulders, and his uncomfortable breathing. __ Then fied in disguise as a sort of a nun 

He muttered curses and tore his hair as the determined Tim gradually Or a sister (she called it a cozen—a cozen !) 
sank to the condition of a confirmed invalid and dyspeptic; and Tim 
would go to him, and his eye would blaze in triumph as he pointed out She sought, high and low, for a desolate spet 
over and over again the exact spot in his chest where he could feel that Far away from birds, beastes, and fishes—and fishes, 
piece of pork, Till, after long search, in the mountains she got 

A great and hasty meeting of the Loyalists’ Defence Association was A location that suited her wishes—her wishes. 
held to consider the crisis ; and it was decided that all further efforts on And there, in a cavity ever so high, 
the part of the association would be futile unless Tim could be induced Away in the inmost recesses—recesses, 
to mm that pork, But he can’t be. You should see him writhe, and Afar from the eyes of so much as a fly, 
hear him scream with nightmare. The Loyalist’s case seems hopeless. She eats and she sleeps—dut she never undresses ! 
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A Dental Ditty. 
Arr—“ The Roast Beef of Old England.” 


(‘‘ An enthusiastic dental surgeon has” (says a daily) “‘recently | 
shown that our teeth are shamefully neglected. The degeneracy of the 
British race will be the natural consequence, it seems, of the loss of these 
useful, but often troublesome, organs. If we have no teeth we cannot 
eat beef; and without beef, how will our pre-eminence in the eyes of | 
foreigners be maintained ?”’} 

Ox! list to the warning a dentist has planned ) 

Concerning the teeth of this once-happy land ; 

The teeth that were erewhile so good and so grand, 
The boasted fine teeth of Old England, 
Teeth fit for English roast beef ! 


Once Britons would masticate (otherwise chew) 

The toughest of sirloins that e’er came in view, 

And then we were merry and muscular too, 
Thanks to the teeth of Old England, 
Mighty roast-beef-scrunching teeth ! 





But now, since our dishes are made @ /a France, 
Of sound exercise “‘ toosipegs ” ne’er get a chance ; 
And therefore, alas! you can see at a glance 

That mean are the molars of England, 

Mean are most Englishmen’s teeth ! 


The incisors of old were exceedingly strong, 

But now (says our dentist) they all are gone wrong, 

And Great Britain’s glory will fade before long, 
Through lack of good teeth in Old England, 
For nowadays weak are most teeth ! 


When good Queen Elizabeth sat on the throne, 

The demon, called Toothache, was not at all known, 

And Britons would then ** make no bones”’ of a bone, 
So sound were the teeth of Old England, | 
Strong were our front and back teeth ! 


But present-day teeth are the victims of pain, 

Of pain that’s enough to drive people insane, | 

Because (adds our dentist) we treat with disdain 
The once-mighty teeth of Old England,— 
They then were quite “‘ poems ”—our teeth. 





But I daresay this dentist knows what he’s about, 
Some Dentifrice he hath invented, no doubt ; 
Or perhaps he would like us to go and ‘‘ have out” 
The poor teeth we now have in England, 
And to sell us some false English teeth ! 





PRINCE ALEXANDER’S POSTSCRIPT TO HIS CIRCULAR 
Note,—“ Please Tirnova.” 

















NOT THE LEAST DOUBT OF IT. 


Mater Pulchra (?),—‘‘ Keeps UP HIS CLUB AND CARRIES A LATCHKRY, 
DOES HR? AH, MY DEAR! YOU’RE TOO LENIENT WITH HIM,” 

Filia Pulchrior.—‘‘ BuT, MAMMA, IT DOESN’T MATTER IN THE LEAST; 
HE’S DEVOTED TO MR, AND IS AS AMIABLE AND KIND AS EVER,” 

M. P.—‘* AH, MY DEAR! THAT'S THEIR DECEITFUL WAY, 
WAY THEY GET OVER US POOR WEAK WOMEN, 
STRICTER WITH HIM. 
YOU'LL SOON CURE HIM OF THAT,” 


THAT'S THE 
You BE A LITTLE 
TREAT HIM AS I DID youR POOR PAPA, AND 








CUB HUNTING CURIOUS. 


I HAVE been stopping down here in Warwick. They call it a hunting 
corner. I don’t know much about corners, but I’ve found out plenty 
about myself, I’m stopping with old Jones, He’s pretty old, and says 
he’s got one foot in the grave. I wish he had both. I hatehim. He 
asked me down here to see things a bit. I can see things quite enough 
for me in an ordinary way, without seeing ‘em lying on my back ina 
ditch. ‘I can easily get a mount for you,” he said. ‘‘ We'll go round 
and have a look at him, and then go on to Wulsey to-night.” We 
turn out in the cold, We get to the friend’s at last. We go into 
the stables, I hate stables, ‘‘Trot him out,” says Jones, ‘Oh, 
that’s the mount,” ‘I say. ‘‘ Why, he’s, he’s (I don’t know much 
about horses, but I’m not” going to let these grinning idiots know that) 
he’s a very high seat, ain’t@he, for a mount for me?” ‘‘He’s a reglar 
Mount Arrowroot,” says one of the men, He'll stick you up cumforble 
among the clouds.” I scowled at him. ‘‘ We've got fourteen miles to 
go to Wulsey,” says old Jones. We're out in the dark, and I don’t 
like it at all, ‘*That’s the very bit where poor old Orrocks came to 
to grief—he broke Azs neck too early, poor chap—you'll see a good bit 
to-morrow,” he says quite cheerfully, ‘* the ground about here is quite a 
crop of broken bones.” I wish to heaven I’d never come at all. The 
old villain begins to whistle as if he enjoyed thinking about it. ‘* Keep 
on the turf as much as you can,” he laughs, ‘‘ we must save the nags,” 
Hang the nags. The turf’s quite close to the ditches. The ditches are 
very deep, My Mount Ararat ‘stumbles about a good bit. Old Jones 
dismounts and gets close to the hedges and begins screwing up some- 
thing in his hand. ‘What are you doing?” I ask. ‘Only cutt 
the wire; the farmers here stick it up pretty thick.” This doesn't 
sound very nice. ‘‘Do they stick up much wire in this part of 
the world?” I ask, ‘I’ve seen a whole field cleared out with it.” 





The man behind says, ‘‘over yonder at Farmer’s Bourne’s where 
Mr. Giles came to grief—all along of the wire; Muster Thomson was 
killed with wire, and old Parson Stocks broke both his legs.” If I had 
only known this about the wire I don’t think I should have come down 
at all, At last we reach Wulsey. It’s a filthy small inn. Mine ease at 
mine inn indeed! All the inns that I know of smell of cheese, stale 
beer and tobacco, I’m glad enough to get off Mount Ararat, I can tell 
you. The riding has made me dreadfuly sore, Something frightful. 
The landlady hands me a great wooden chair. I sit down and give a 
short scream, 

** Oh, that’s the way, is it?” says old Jones. I can hear the barmaid 
chuckling in the little bar. I should like to take my boots off and throw 
them at the girl. Girls like that ought to be kept in their place. I feel 
something awful, and the longer I sit the sorer I feel. ‘* You’re like the 
young bears,” says old Jones, ‘‘all your troubles are to begin,” 

I have a glass of the most dreadful paraffin Scotch whisky hot, and 
then turnin, I keep awake halfthenight. What with the fatigue and the 
whisky, I’m in a comfortable doze, when old Jones comes and raps at 
the door. ‘‘ Turn out, my lad,” I hate being called ‘‘lad” by any- 
body. We get down to breakfast, Old Jones is si , and says, 
“What dogs are we.” I feel as if I should like to bea and go 
on all fours, my back’s so dreadful. We're outside the place now, and 
the horses are there. ‘‘He’s rather high,” I say to the landlord, ‘‘ He 
is that, sir, I think, sir, as you ought to give me threepence before 
you mounts him.” ‘‘Why?” I say. ‘Because you could make believe 
as how you're going up the Monument.” I hate impudent publicans. 
We're at the meet at last. There’s a lot of chattering going on, ‘My 
friend’s going to show us something,” says old Jones. g old Jones! 
hang everybody! I’m not going to write any more for the present ! 

Diocengs Tousss, 
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‘OUR GIRLS—ON OUR BOYS. 


The Masir,—** DON’T Skk YOUR SMALL BROTHERS AT THE MBET, MISS PRETTYPERT. SUPPOSE THEY’VE GONE BACK TO ETON?” 
Miss P.—*' Y8S; AND BESIDES, YOU KNOW, ‘HAWKS DINNA PICK HAWKS’ EEN;’ AND YOU COULDN’T RXPECT Boys TO HUNT 


. Cops.” 












Changed for the Worse. | NOW READY, 


{Protessor Blackie says that “ Plato was the greatest of all the Tories, and that j 
Scott and Wordsworth were the next.”) : HOOD S COMIC ANNUAL for 1 886 
So Plato was the greatest of all Tories? Quite so; yea; 

But allegiance - the pw me few peagie really great owe ; AMONG THE MANY CONTRIBUTIONS IS 
In ancient days their creed, perhaps, was sterling; but to-day T 

Wise Plato would have found that it is but Electro- P/ate-oh ! A SCREAMING FARCE BY GEORGE R, SIMS, 
And, oh, Great Scott! Bard Wordsworth would have helped them not ENTITLED 
a tittle, <6 ”» 
For now he soon would find a Tory’s Word’s-worth very little! THE MOUNTED PATROL. 


CO ee 





One day last week, on taking his seat for the first time at the Lambeth | Other Humorous Prose and Verse by 
County Court, Judge Powel intimated that he should sit robed, and | Frank Barrett, Gao. Manvitte Fenn, Goprrey Turner, Cuarcrs G:- 
requested all advocates to do likewise. We presume if they do not | L®taxp (Hans Breitmann), Grorce Datzigt, Byron Wroser, J. F. SULLI 
vAN, H. CHance NEwTON, Ernest WARREN, ARTHUR T. Pask, H. G. SoMER- 


after this, they will get a ‘'wig’-giog. Evidently Judge Powel’s motto | yi, H.C. Smssions, H. Jounson, R, Butter, H. C. CHgeiTnam, Launce 

is Kole'y toi qua 7 aime. Lez, AcLten A. Dowty, J. W. Houcuton, C. H. Warinc, J. Norman, Cis 
Brooks, H. M. Pavitt, H, Wacstarrx, C. J. Dunpuiz, AuGcustus M. 

‘a h | Moore, AND J. ASHBY STERRY. 

“Gaiety,” a mirthful weekly, dealing with theatrical and social 

topics with ‘‘neatness and dispatch,” is now published at one penny, | ee M 3 bi apa by one Pr 

instead of its original price of three-pence. We are still of opinion | POROON THomson, }. BF. SULLIVAN, J. W. HOUGHTON, E.G. DALZIEL, SAL 

to ¢ : . | Luptow, H. Tuck, H. J. Draper, THomas Darzigt, P. G. Essutt, ERNEST 
that it is a journal that should prosper gaily. Griset, G. Gatcompg, F. A, FRaSER, anD LucigN Davis. 


BIRD'S 2=. Ri, : 
= CUSTARD pater Cadbury s 
= POWDER Wane <=2:2"Cocgg 


ALFRED BIRD & GONG, Devonshire Works the points being rounded by a new ess. Siz Prize M 
Birmingham TURANDAUER & Co's Pat Woes, Dnuncnay, | GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ER MAJESTY’S.—If Secret Service 
is a somewhat old-fashioned piece, 
its construction of an elaborately 
mechanical order which clicks as 
it runs the appointed hour for 
which it is wound up, and shows 
the wheels and springs all too 
plainly, there is yet sufficient en- 
tertainment in it for those who 
love domestic drama, and it is a 
vast advance upon the preliminary 
farce usually put before the un- 
lucky beings who are forced to be 
in their places from the commence- 
ment of the bill. To those even 
who take small pleasure in the 
piece there should be something 
of enjoyment in finding an unpre- 
tending work so excellently played, 
There is something in the nature 
of the play not out of harmony 
with Mr, Hermann Vezin’s refined 

Her Majesty's.—In Her Majesty's scholarly style ; the part of the old 
SERVICE. Normandy cur¢ and unwitting spy 

is played with a masterly appre- 
ciation of light and shade, quiet humour, delicate pathos, and the out- 
raged dignity and shame of the final scene all telling for the most in 
this actor’s experienced hands. Mr. F. W. Irish, too, as the police 
official, is another right man in the right place, the precision and 
assurance of experience breathe in every word, pose, and gesture, 

These, with such established favourites as Messrs, Frank Archer, Arthur 

Dacre, and William Herbert, and Miss Cissy Grahame (who plays with 

something less of consciousness than usual, and being pleasant to look 

upon, and a young actress not without ability and promise, is so much 
the more successful) make up a very complete cast. 














Au! these dear old pieces of the days when Planché was consul ! 
When people visiting the humble attic, are always warned against a 
broken stair at departure. I believe there are not a few that like them 
et, and perhaps Mr, Hawtrey has done better than we wiseacres think. 

t us remember 7he Private Secretary, and be humble (although we 
can truly say we advised the alterations that were made in that work, 
and be cocky again). Let those who like them be in their places early 
and see Secre¢ Service, and let those whose souls yearn only for the 
ballet book their places and hurry not from their dinner, nor leave the 
beloved ette till such time as higher matter—that is Z.xce/stor—be 
ready for them, 





Excelsior was good to begin with, and improves upon acquaintance. 
It is quite surprising to find how dramatically interesting it is, even to 
English taste. Whenever the nasty gentleman in black, with brown 
marks on his face got the worst of it, I was quite pleased, until he so 
far forgot his malignant dignity as to be comically affected by the electric 
battery, after that I knew he was a force of no real intellectual power, 
and took no further interest in him, feeling certain that the large lady 
(curiously named the Spirit Zigh¢), would have the best of it on every 
occasion. 


I HAVE often heard of the delights of Civilization, and I can quite 
understand the general preference shown by all of the characters (with 
the exception of 
the dark gentle- 
man already al- 
luded to, whose 
intellectual facul- 
ties I despise more 
than ever) for that 
quality in the per- 
son of Signorina 
Giovannini Limi- 
do, This exhi- 
larating little lady 
(whose name seems 
a trifle longer than 
herself) is one of 
the most delight- 
ful dancers I've 
seen, Whether as 
the apex of a 
pyramid of ‘female loveliness,’”’ which rises higher and higher, tier on 
tier, and so gives the name to the ballet (?), as the moving spirit of the 





Tue Granp.—Mrs. Wetvon's Bar Practice. 





or being appropriately turned upside down by Slavery, and the rest of it, 
every movement is marked by a delightful deftness and grace. The whole 
troupe is a good one, down to the male-ist su —the superiority of the 
latter is noticeable, and has been noticed. hideous male dancer of 
ballet ofnot so long ago was a very different matter to the graceful and agile 
Signor Cecchetti here seen ; but I hope he won't be instrumental in resus- 
citating the horror aforesaid. 


Tue Suez Canal, I suppose, is the crack scene, though the Temple of 
Nations runs it hard. The attractions of the former have been astutely 
added to by Mr. Hawtrey by the ement of Miss Kate Vaughan, 
who appears for about the space ofa flash of lightning ina dance which 
must make the Italians wonder at her popularity, graceful as the dance 
is—of course they don’t know that this isn’t all we owe her. The “ in- 
ventions ” of this ballet are perhaps the funniest things in it, no wonder 
the people couldn’t stand that ramshakle and feeble little steam-boat. 
The Spirit of Light gained wisdom by the incident, and put the toy 
trains well out of reach on the Brooklyn Viaduct, or they would have 
suffered the same fate, But go and see that ballet by all means, and 


encourage enterprise, 


Tue GraNnp.—A strange combination of some of the time-worn 
absurdities of the minor drama, and a selection of the evidence given at 
various trials at bar in which Mrs. Weldon has figured, has been chosen 
by that lady to make her first appearance as an actress. It is called 
Not Alone, and neither for its 
diction or exposition is it possible 
to regard it with gravity ; and it 
afforded constant and obviously 
unintentionalhilarity toa crowded 
audience for a whole evening. 
The lady chiefly concerned has 
the inevitable defects of inex- 
perience, but is otherwise rather 
pleasant to listen to. In appear- 
ance, however, I must say I prefer 
her as a ‘*dowdy,” rather than 
as a fashionably-attired young 
lady of not more than (say) fifty. 
The fatal effect of a thin um- 
brella upon bulky ruffianism was 
demonstrated several times, and 
such is the power of virtue that 
the mere handing of a loosened 
bar from the window of an 
asylum cell was sufficient to 
knock the powerfully-built keeper 
silly, and permit the injured lady 
to — Miss Adelaide Bower- To rug Oxrorv.—BENNyY-FIT—QUITEFIT. 
ing, who played a conventional 
part with a good deal of humour, and Mr. H., M. Clifford, who wouldn’t 
take his part quite seriously, and whose grey hair disappeared as the 
stress of fis troubles grew, do not deserve to be passed over in silence. 
The rest might better under better auspices, but, Iam bound to say, I 
shouldn't expect it of them, There was a dreadful young lady, with an 
inflexionless voice and a glassy eye, who played a servant, and whom I can 
never forget. The ancient mariner isn’t in it with her. 





Tue Garrty, — Brother Sam—I beg pardon—Lord Dundreary’s 
Brother Sam, having departed from these boards, a three-act piece, 
called Estranged, has taken its place. It is a weakly concoction in all 
respects, and far from well-played on the whole. I presume Mr. 
Hollingshead is only intent upon keeping things going until Zack 
Sheppard is ready. The Vicar of Wide-a-Wakefield, however, though 
not a piece of great pretensions to genuine humour, is played with 
plenty of it, and seems to be appreciated. 


Nops AND WINKs,—Mr, Jennings takes his benefit at the Oxford 
to-night; all sorts of talent from theatre and hall are announced to 
appear—this gentleman always manages to have such Jennings-ampled 

rogrammes !—ana a good time may be reasonably expected by Lord 
lohame, Duke Benny, and the rest.—Mr. Rogers says ‘‘I’m all wrong 
to start off with,” when I say Minnie Palmer is mad (by proxy) at 
Miss Bertie Crawford coming on the scene. He says *'M.P.” (Ais 
abbreviation), knows nothing of the coming —_— and wouldn’t care 
if she did (I suppose he Anows), and that he alone is ‘‘ responsible for 
all apparent kicking ”—(just so—I said ‘‘ by proxy ”)—which is done 
for advertisement. Lor! as if I didn’t know! and if Minnie (my 
abbreviation, with apologies), doesn’t know anything about the coming 
Cafers, how does she know it’s a complete copy of her play? Chalk 
one to me, please. —Miss Crawford, by-the-way, will very likely appear 





Washington Post Office (in an effective black skirt and red concomitants), | 


at a matince at the Comedy, on the 11th prox.—The St, James’s opens 
on Saturday with Mr, Pinero’s version of Afaison Neuve. | NeEsTOR. 
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A New Hair Apparent. 


[“‘ Additional hair will be worn by ladies this autumn 
and winter.”— Fashion Journal]. 


T’OTHER day, in a journal to fashion devoted, 
And full of the code 
Concerning ** La Mode,” 
It chanced I a curious paragraph noted, 
Which paragraph certainly caused me to stare, 
’T was a startling affair— 
It said ** Ladies will wear, 
Next autumn and winter, additional hair !” 


‘‘That’s a mew way of putting the phrase,” 
I bethought me; 
‘* Additional’s” neat— 
Decidedly ‘* sweet.” 
Z used to say false hair, but now this has 
taught me 
Such rudeness and bluntness of speech to 
repair, 
For Fashion it shocks 
To speak of false locks— 
So all must now call them ‘‘ additional hair!” 


The new adjective mzght be for other things 
suited— 
Say ‘‘ additional tooth,” — 
(Though that’s awkward, forsooth!) 
You may say ‘‘ that’s additional” when a lie’s 
mooted; 
Or ‘‘additional” weights, or ‘‘ additional” 
pearl ! 
While if she you adore 
Should your passion ignore, 
You'll say — beg pardon—‘ additional ’ 
girl!” 





A Crane to Lift Us. 


(Mr. Walter Crane said in his recent lecture at the 
Fabian Society that there is no good art nowadays, be- 
cause of our ‘‘commercialism.” If we want to restore 
true artistic feeling we have only to get rid of manufac- 
tures, commerce, railways, omnibuses, street-posters, 
banking accounts, the Stock Exchange, and (of course) 
capitalists. Dazly Pafper.] 


THIS notion propounded by Walter Crane 

We have struggled to grasp, but all in vain ; 
Is’t a relic from Herculaneum ? 

Is Walter awake, or doth he dream ? 

Or is it some children’s toy-book scheme— 

(A work in which Walter hath gained esteem)— 

With which Crane thus befogs our Cran(e)- 

ium ? 


For the sake of Art (with a great big A), 

This Crane would lift from our world away 

Trains, commerce, _ bill-posters, and 
** buses ;” 

Our banking accounts and our Stock Exchange 

Must also vanish afar from our range— 

Yet we somehow doubt (though it may seem 
strange) 

If e’en High Art worth all this fuss is ! 


Fon yields to none in his love for Art— 

But, he fancies that, jesting and joking apart, 
Crane’s croakings are bird-ensome strictures. 
For if money-producing affairs you taboo, 
Pray, what are Art’s many apostles to do? 

If commerce is banished most artists will rue— 
For who ¢hen is to buy their pictures? 





A Cloud on the a’-rising. 


One of the weeklies, speaking of Sir H. D. 
Wolff, states that he has an unhappy knack of 
rising from his seat whilst a raconteur is in the 
middle of a tale, It is very possible that there 
is, after all, some truth in this, At all events, 
the Government sent him out, as far as one 
can learn, simply because he was a rising 
man. 
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CIRCUS PERFORMERS, INDEED! 


Minnie.—“‘Ou, MA! ARE THOSE Two 
THEY SAY THEY'RE GOING TO JUMP INSIDE AN ‘EL&PHANT’ DIRECTLY. WON'T 


THEY SWELL THE POOR ANIMAL OUT A SIZE! PLEASE LET’S STOP AND SEE THEM 


Fat OLD Women Circus PERFORMERS? 


[And that child wouldn't be persuaded that the Elephant alluded to meant 











a-coming.” 





one to the dogs.’ 
matieg in thie te in other kinds of such sport, it is always the dogs that go to the hunt, 


A BRISK, rapid clergyman attend 
party waiting, he had them ordered up sharply, and be 
rattled on through the service the bridegroom turned co 
sir, don’t you think it would be as well to wait for the b 


DO IT,” 
an *' Elephant” Omnibus, 
————<—_—— — SIT ——~ Sie ceennnanenenana 
A Dogged Blunder. 
Truth, in writing about the Exmoor Stag Hounds, states that “the hunt has of late virtually 


But surely this must be a misprint ; for, from all that we know of stag- 





ed his church to solemnize marriages lately, 


Seeing a — 

an marrying away post-haste. As he 
Tis, uivered, and gasped out, *‘ Please, 
ide? I’m sure she won't be long 
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RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION, 


Mrs. Slatternhussey.—“‘ LOOK ‘ERE, Mrs, MIGGLES, I ARST YOU PER- 
LITELY 'ARF A HOUR AGO TO LEND ME THE LOAN OF TWOPENCE ’AP'NY, 
’CAUSE I FELT LOW, AN’ WANTED A ’ARF QUARTERN OF UNSWEETENED 
GIN; AN’ YOU SAID, Mrs, MIGGLES, AS OW YOU ’ADN’T GOT IT TO 
SPARE; AN’ I'vgz J&ST SEEN YER A-BUYIN’ TwO POUNDS OF PERTATERS 
WITH MY OWN Eyrs,” 

Mrs, Migeles.—“' THRy WAS FOR MY DINNER, MY Dear.” 

Mrs, Slatternhussey.—“*I DON’T CARE WHAT THEY WAS FOR, Mrs, 
MIGGLES; I HONLY SAY AS I THINK YOU'RE A HUNFEELING WOMAN 
TO DENY A LADY FRIgND THE PRICE OF A NECESSITY OF LIFZ ONE 
MINOTE, AND GO WALLERING IN LUXORIES YOURSELF THE NEXT,” 





Sée-lient Points. 


[Dr. Germain Sée, a French physician, recommends a new treatment 
of obesity. Azotized food, he says, is the great cause of fat; and he 
accordingly insists on a sparing consumption of meat. Alcoholic be- 
verages he proscribes altogether, but he allows the victims of corpulency 


as much tea as they can drink.) 


A GALLIC M.D., one Germain Sée, 

To avoid obesity shows a way ; 

So all who are fat, must attention pay 

To this French physician, one Germain Sée, 


No azotized food must you ever eat— 

Which, when Englished, means you must take no meat ; 
Alcoholic drinks you must cast away, 

They cause evdonpoint, saith Germain Sée. 


Plump persons, however, may freely swill 

The cup that cheers, at their own sweet will; 
Vea ** Buvez beaucoup tous les jours de Th,” 
Are the Banting instructions of Germain Sée. 


The prime juicy joints of pig, bullock, and sheep, 
From fearful fatness will make you weep ; 

But you’il soon be as slim as the slimmest fay, 

If you follow the teaching of Germain Sée, 


Then vive the teapot, 2 das the meat, 

And then your form will grow slim and neat ; 
Yes, you'll soon have cause to exclaim ‘* Hooray ! 
Delightful’s the diet prescribed by Sée!” 


Yet, methinks, those who follow the Doctor’s code, 
Will with tea grow balloonish, and soon explode ; 
So, no doubt, we'll continue to “‘ put joints away,” 
Though zo/ in the manner that’s meant by Sée. 





Mr. CLEMENTS and Mr, Cork, Yarmouth smacksmen, 
had a dispute the other day. Mr, Cork got exceedingly hot 
during the argument, so Mr. Clements thrust a three-pronged 


fork into his back, up to the hilt, to try if he were done, 


Mr. Cork was as nearly cooked as possible. Mr. Fairplay 
and Mr. Pearson, fishermen of Yarmouth, likewise had a 
difference of opinion recently. Their discussion terminated 
by Mr. Fairplay playing foul, and stabbing Mr. Pearson in 
the back, the knife penetrating his right lung. Fairplay 


is a jewel that is likely to be locked up in a strong casket 
for some time, 





For the Thirty-first. 


SCOTCH assies have frequently beautiful eyes, 
As you mostly have noticed, I ween ; 

But, lo! towards the finish of Oct.—Scotch folk prize, 
Above a// e’en—their All- Hallow-E’en, 





A BLOOMING SHOW.—The chrysanthemums at the Temple. 
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A PUPIL OF PARNELL. 
(A BoYCOTTING BALLAD.) 


OcH, ye spalpeens av Saxons, 
bedad, wirrasthrue, 
Tis yourselves are a foreign 
tyrranical crew, 
To us boycotting bhoys your 
beheviour is mean ; 
Just kindly step on to the tail 
av me coat ; 
For on Parney the pathriot all 
av us dote, 
He shows us the way honest 
work to avoid, 
An’ we don’t care a rap whoile 
we're daily supploied 
Wid a sprig av shillelagh an’ 
dhrop av potheen ! 


We pathriots aren't av the ould- 
fashioned stoyle, 
They sought but the welfare av 





We bully all folks who by 





An’ pretind that thrue freedom to Oireland we'd give, 
An’ though our loved nation has still enough woe, 
We loike to cause terror wherever we go, 

Wid our sprig av shillelagh an’ dagger so keen. 


For, begorra, at toimes, other weapons we use, 

Than this illigant shtick, for enforcin’ our views ; 
And we hate all who frinds to Ould Oireland have been. 

Ould Gladstone gave Airin some acts of Reform, 

So, our hatred av Aim, is, av coorse, moighty warm, 

For Reforrm is a matther that upsets our schame, 

An’, therefore, we always are foes to that same— 
Agitators would shtarve were Ould Oireland serene. 


An’ apart from the victims we boycott wid glee, 
Other victims we have, who provide £ s. d., 
Sure, ¢hey, loike our glorious Oisland, are “ green.” 
Whin our conquerin’ Haro in triumph goes back 
To the House, he'll set Saxon M.P.’s on the rack, 
And, manewhoile, we boycott industhrious folk 
Who refuse to bow down to Parnell’s purthy yoke— 
An’ who dare to respict England’s Law an’ its Queen! 


poor Erin’s Oisle, Mr. GUMBLESTEIN, a young Russian pickpocket, s the veriest tyro 
An’ ¢hat's not our crade as is | in his art, y tried om , 

aisily seen, sergeant ina wretchedly clumsy manner. The kind-hearted sergeant took 
| pity on the young fumbler, and was the means of getting him sent to 
labour would ive, school in one of Her Majesty’s gaols, 








He recently tried his ’prentice hand on an active detective- 
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EKNIOKNAOKS, 


A MODEST candidate for matrimony advertised in a contemporary 
recently as follows:—‘*A nobleman, fourteen titles, late officer in 
French Army, numerous orders 
of knighthood, member of 
various societies, a Catholic, 
aged 40, correct features, aris- 
tocratic manners, distinguished 
sentiments, perfect health, 
small income, a fortune to 
come, seeks a wife of 25 to 35 
years old, having at least 
48,000 income, the capital 
being in her own right; no 
objection to commercial life, 
but most strict antecedents, 
desirous of having the attrac- 
tive home an _ experienced 
gentleman can give a loving 
spouse, fond of future family 
happiness. Address, etc,” 
We thoroughly sympathize with this nobleman, and will be most 
happy to send him the lady’s address, whose portrait we insert. She 
owns up to being nearly seven-and-twenty, and declares that her in- 
come is £15,000 a year, 





ne 


RUSSIANS deservedly enjoy the reputation of being the dirtiest known 
race on the globe. Some of the lower class Muscovites, finding trade 
very bad, have concluded to make money by starting a new religious 
sect, the members of which are bound by a terrible oath to distinguish 
themselves by out-rivalling in dirt the filthiest Russians that have yet 
been discovered. The modus operandi consists in digging a shallow 
hole in the earth, covering it with a lid, and lying in the grave as ina 
coffin, Of course a small door is left for ingress, egress, and ventila- 
tion. In this situation the sectarian is supposed to examine his (or her) 
past life, and commune with the saints; but the time is largely spent in 
cuticle scratching, pretending to see devils, crawling in and out to eat 
and drink, and receiving donations from imbeciles. The more fit the 
sectarian is to be stifled in a sulphur bath, the more money he (or she) 
makes. The removal of any article of clothing, or the use of water for 
ablutionary purposes is forbidden, under the penalty of death, 


Tue Servians affirm that an intimate friendship between them and 
the Bulgarians is positively necessary to the well-being of both parties. 
Like schoolboys, they fancy the best means of starting a loving and 
lasting friendship is a series of fights. As both Servian and Bulgarian 
warriors are deeply imbued with the truth of the ancient adage, ‘‘ He 
that fights and runs away, will live to fight another day,” some of their 
combats are likely to be vastly amusing and original, 


THE French Government have established a Cadinet noir for all 
Tonquin letters, in the vain hope that by opening them, and confiscating 
those containing items of truth about the ‘* magnificent campaign,” they 
will be able to prevent the bad newsspreading. The Minister for War holds 
his peace, and tries to burke every inquiry about the Tonquin disasters ; 
yet with all his care he has been unable to conceal the facts that not 
only has the ill-fated expedition lost three thousand men from cholera 
since the summer; but thrashings have been inflicted on it over and 
over again, which have thoroughly demoralised the survivors, Both 
officers and privates serving in Tonquin are ordered to reply to all 
questions made by anxious relatives, and others communicating with 
them—with lies. Our ‘‘only ” general never went quite so far as this ; 
even in the Soudan failure, He only objected to the truth being told, 


Tue bland, gentle composure of the Chinese certainly reaches sub- 
limity. The celestial government wish Europe to understand that they 
bears neither animosity nor jealousy towards the French as a nation, 
therefore they intends sending thirty of the cleverest naval and milita 
students in Foochow to France to complete their studies in the Frenc 
schools, The Gauls feel flattered, and intend giving the new-comers a 
very warm reception, 


A PRECOCIOUS young burglar, aged eight years, scored against a con- 
stable in court the other day, The officer swore to catching the lad with 
stolen crackers in his trousers’ pockets. The tiny prisoner raised an 
explosion of laughter by promptly showing that his breeks were pocket- 
less. The magistrate complimented the juvenile on his cuteness, and 
ordered him to be well supplied with crackers from the regulation birch. 


THE most unsatisfactory charges we know of connected with the 
British Army, are those made regularly at Woolwich and Sandburst 
Military Academies. We don’t mean the charges made dy the cadets ; 


———s 


SLAPROUND'’S CHANCE. 


SLAPROUND was so brimful of unconcealed delight, when he had 
dipped into his paper, one morning lately, that it was a picture to see 
a, — winked consumedly at the bacon, and dug his penny roll in 

ti 

** I am glad to see you in such spirits, James dear,” said Mrs, Slap- 
round. ‘* What is it all about? Have you made what you call a ‘cool 
thou. ’ over those ‘Sahara Lake Gutd. Pref. Debs. '?” 

** Better than that,” said Mr. Slapround; “far better than that! 
New code-words for sixpenny telegrams—that's what's delighting me. 
Now’s my time to give a few of those fellows I hate a flea in the ear! 
You've only got to choose a word—the most ridiculous word you can 
find—opprobrious epithet, y’know, and pay your guinea and tack it on to 
‘em. That's the way to take down some of these fellows a peg or two. 
There’s Brown, for instance—beastly snob! I’ve long owed hima 
grudge. And Green, and Bunterbury, and Grobblethwaite, and Fuddle- 
cuffer, and Stobb, and Striggiboy. I'll give them one each all round. 
What do I care for the few guineas for registration. They'll be sorry 
they ever offended me /” 

So off went Slapround to the nearest post-office, and asked for the 
list of code-words—the list with the abusive and ridiculous epithets in it. 

** Ah!” he murmured to himself, as he smacked his lips and ran his 
finger down the column; ‘‘here’s ‘Booby '—that’ll do for—yes. If 
you please, Miss, I wish to register a code-word for Mr. Brown, stock- 
broker, 395, Draper’s Gardens, Throgmorton, Street, E.C. I should 
prefer the word ‘ Booby.’ There’s the guinea, miss, with the greatest 
pleasure. Then I should like a word for the firm of Green, Bunter- 
bury, and Grobblethwaite, 91, Groggs Lane, Cripplegate Without. If 
—let me see—if ‘ Body-Snatchers’ is disengaged—thank you—that will 

do excellently. Now another, if you please, for Jonas Fuddlecuffer, 











a 


‘¢¢ Ghoul,’ will fit toajT, And then, if you please, I'll take ‘ Currant- 
face '—or stay ; shall I have ‘ Beetlecrusher’ for Stobb and Striggiboy? 
No, that won't do, will it, miss? You see there are two of em. Here, 
what do you say to ‘Fatheads?’ That will do, won’tit? Thank you 
—four guineas in all; and mee | very cheap for so much satisfaction; 

e 


and if you'll allow me, I'll take the list home and choose a very bad one 
at my leisure for that old cat of an aunt of mine—something that w7// 
touch her up. Thank you; good day, miss.” 

And then Slapround went about and informed everybody of the words 
those victims of his had chosen to be addressed by. And telegrams 
began to four in on each of their miserable heads. And Slaprcund has 
treated Mrs, Slapround to a special little dinner and the pley in the 


height of his satisfaction, 








“A Case of Pickles.” 


THe Hawarden Pickles and Hawarden Relish, 
Both owning a world-wide fame 
Are used by all parties, yea, e’en by the *‘ swellish,” 
Despite the Gladstonian name. j; 
And to Hayward Brothers (say people not sordid) 
The biggest of medals should be (H )ay-ward-ed. 





Not a (Cau)-cus-tomary proceeding. — 
Mr. ALDERMAN COTTON has recently had reason to complain of the 
action of the City Tory Caucus concerning his candidature, so much so 
that he has determined to appeal tothe electors. From the lofty manner 
in which the Caucus has treated the genial Conservative-Alderman- Poet 
M.P. it would seem (and without a thread of reason) that they do not 


‘* Cotton” to him. 





. ‘ *,¢* ¢# . . he 
TueERE is one subject that all politicians are unanimous on, #.¢,, t 
desire to get into office. At least the G. O. M. says 80, and he ough: 


to know. Yes! every one of ’em wants that. 








but the charges made for the cadets. They are decidedly excessive. 
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And one Sunday the poor unap 

















THE COMPLETE TOURIST.—IX. APPRECIATED AT LAST. 


Littletrips had never been appreciated as a traveller among his own people. 
tating yarns of their travels round the South Pole, and so on. 
hinted that that wasn't travelling 


reciated Littletri 
said to the landlor: 


ph lighted up his features 
t knew that their \ 
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** We don't impress 

















s went out for a walk, and anived at a suburban public-house. 





So Littletrips had oae appreciator and friend. And the nz.r/ time those two idiots came in and preac 
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His friends, Ovaland Root and Globetrotter, would drop in and spin the most irri- 


But when poor Littletrips tried to tell about his excursion to Southend, they sneered, and very rudely 
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‘I've walked three miles. What d'ye think ot 
1. Why, I'm sure I may safely call you a TRAVELLER,” replied the admiring landlord. 











) idiots hed about their travels, his eye was absorbedly fixed on space, 
bit,” whispered those two. ‘‘We may as well go next door.” And they put on their 
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THE GREAT WALKING AND TALKING MATCH. 
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THE PAPERS. 


By A LADY. 


er’. not very much that 


I’m anxious to know 
(For I’ve peeped into ‘‘every 
booth in the show,” 
And I’m pretty au /ai/ with 
its capers) ; 
But I should like to meet with a 
gentleman who 
Could tell me what ladies at 
present should do, 
If they’re fond of perusing 
the papers, 





Each morning with painful 
monotony brings 

A print full of wretched political 
things, 

Just a forty-eight column 

infliction 

Of Radical - Tory- Conservative- 
Whig 

Attack and retort, and satirical 
dig, 

Accusation—abuse—contradiction. 


With Radicals here and Conservatives there, 
And politics, politics everywhere, 
In hundred weights, quarters, and ounces ; 
The fatally natural outcome proceeds— 
It thoroughly colours whatever one reads, 
And gets in one’s hair and one’s flounces. 


When Birth, Death, or Marriage we go to peruse, 
We, right-away, think of successional dues ;} 
And concerts and things, for enjoying, 
Get mixed up with Burmah and grumbles from Greece, 
And rumours of war and astertions of peace, 
In a way that’s extremely annoying. 


That Bigamy case you would think pretty free 

From the prevalent leaven that’s bothering me ; 
But, such are the painful conditions, 

That nothing escapes from the influence now— 

It’s a double-faced thing, as I think you'll allow, 
Which is not unlike some politicians. 


There’s some news in the corner I notice to-day 

Which tells that a ship was attacked in a way 
That is mildly described as piratical ; 

An account of the ship as she bore on the breeze, 

Of the fight with the dastardly, dirty Chinese, 
Had been something supremely ecstatical, 


But it’s thrust in a cavalier manner aside, 

For what ¢Ais one has said and what that one replied, 
Which they give to us gaily ex/enso ; 

And though in the middle there passingly comes 

A mention of Temple and Chrysanthe4;, 
I feel that I do hate those men so, 


The news is, Milan is determined to roam, 
You read Sir Charles Wilson has lately come home, 
(And some people comment, don't grudge it), 
You hear Crewe coercion asserted, denied, 
And canvassed and argued on every side, 
And the Folkthing’s rejected the Budget, 


There were delegates here to promote an appeal 
On behalf of that turbulent chap Louis Riel, 
An appeal which J class as irrational. 
And to show how it spreads over private affairs, 
Why, even a Conference touching on pears 
Has been dubbed, if it please you, the National ! 


Prince Albert of Prussia’s elected the Duke 
Which Cumberland thought he might be by a fluke, 
And a poor British Consulate’s got at. 


Prince Waldemar’s married—a// politics—see; 
And the latest—mpolitic though, that may be— 
The Danish Prime Minister's shot at ! 





| afterwards pic-nicked in depressing weather. 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


“THE BRITISH ARE A HARDY PEOPLE,” 


A few quotations from the newspapers :— 
“ ScoTLanD.—North-east winds, strong to violent ; drizzle and snow later, with 


hard frost. Much overcast.” ‘a , . 
“ BatmoraL.—Her Majesty took a drive in an open carriage, and the royal party 





“ S-oTLanD.—Hurricanes and sleet, cold, dull, squally, with occasional heavy 


thunderstorms.” ; ; 

‘“ The Oueen drove to Braemar in an open carriage yesterday. She was accom- 

nied by the Prince and Princess Henry of Battenberg. Luncheon was partaken of 
in the open air. A sprinkling of snow was on the ground, The party returned to 
Balmoral! about six o'clock.” 

Potar Bear. Ugh! What an awful country for weather! It’s 
enough to freeze a fellow’s marrow ; and so precious depressing too! 
Why, it makes a fellow feel inclined to make his will, and then craw] in 
and hybernate for good! Why, my teeth chatter, and this miserable 
inadequate fur coat of mine is no more protection than a gauze veil in 
such a country as this. Where am I? That’s the question. Ah! 
here’s a frog; he’s an inhabitant ; so he'll know. ae 

Froc. ‘* Where are you?” Why, in Scotland, to be sure. 

Potar Bear, Oh, Scotland, eh? Well, I wish that confounded 
iceberg that brought me here would just take me back again to my own 
nice warm North Pole. How the dooce can you live in such an incle- 
ment place? 

Froc. Well, really, I’ve often wondered how Ican. I’m not given 
to be particular about wet ; but, hang it all! zs place is a leetle too 
wet even for me. ‘Pon my word, I’m eaten up with rheumatism. 
Phew! Isn't it getting raw, now evening's coming on? I must really 
get under shelter. 

PoLar Bear. If you could manage to tell me of a nice warm corner 
to creep into I should take it asa favour. Hurrr! Tut-tut! Doesn't 
it snow? It soaks you through in about half ajifi—— Hullo! Who 
on earth is this lady, in a muslin dress, taking an evening stroll through 
the swamp? 

Froc. Lady? Pooh! You're getting delirious with the cold. Do 
you suppose that any man—let alone a lady—would be out in the dusk 
on such an awful evening as—? 

PoLAR Bear. But I tell you it zs a lady—nice comfortable-looking 





~I > 


FroG, O-o-o-h! Why didn’t you say so before? Of course, it’s 
She is enjoying herself. She doesn’t care about mere weather, not she. 
POLAR Brar. Well, I’ve heard the British are a hardy race; but, 
bless my little peepy eyes! Hullo !—here come a lot more persons after 
her. Jingo! Don’t they look cold, and cross, and miserable, that’s 
all! Don’t their teeth chatter, and aren’t they shivering and grumbling ? 
Froc, Yes, they don’? quite enjoyit. They’retheCourt. They have 
to pretend they're as warm as toasts, and enjoying themselves immensely 
POLAR BgeAr. My! Here's a poor miserable young man with short 
plaid petticoats, and bare legs, and shoes, and a feather in his cap. 
Poor fellow! Aren’t his poor nose, and legs, and ears blue with cold ! 
Now the old lady with the luncheon-basket is asking him whether he 
doesn’t doat on kilts, and he shudders out, ‘‘ Gott in Himmel! Oh, 
yes!” And now she has invited him to come and sit down by her side 
on a wet rock, and she is offering him a penny ice out of her luncheon- 
basket. And nowa younger lady has come up, and she is surreptitiously 
rolling up the poor blue young man in a blanket, and trying to stuff him 
into a Dutch oven which she is provided with ; but the older lady catches 
her at it, and unrolls the poor blue young man out of the blanket in 
two twos, and says, ‘* Don't coddle him, I tell you, Trixey! It will do 
him good; he likes it. Don’t you like it, Henry?” And the poor 
blue young man says, ‘Ach! Pfui tausend noch ein mal! Yes—yes !’ 
And now they are all making merry with iced seltzer and salad. 
And now they are packing up the luncheon-basket, and searching for 
the poor young man, and pulling him out of the Dutch oven, and droy 
ping bits of ice down his back to make him comfortable ; and now they 
are going home. Hurrr! I say, it’s nearly one a.m. Let’s turn in. 
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ECHOES|FROM COVENT GARDEN.—SUGGESTIONS FOR PROMENADERS, 
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GRAND MILITARY NIGHT. 








Scotcu NIGHT. 














JIM'OF LACKAWANNA. 


SAY there’s no fun a-goin’? 

Well, I allow that the season 

Is about es fair frum shiny 

Es Paradise is frum Pittsburg. 
Our last camp-meetin’ was heavy, 
Nobody saved to speak uf ; 

And the coon-hunt on the barrick 
Was a darned, inelegant failure. 


But I had a joke last week— 

A real, ten thousand topper— 
One that you might subscribe to 
Jest as you would for a paper, 
For darned ef I don’t believe 
That I shell roar out laughin’ 
Every day for a year 

Whenever it comes before me. 


It was Jim ot Lackawanna— 

The feller had served me like pizen, 
Done me as brown as a pine, 
Cheated me out of my money, 

Got my farm by a swindle ; 

Then by him an’ his fellers 

I was pretty nigh well murdered ; 
Lay in my bed all winter. 


Starvin’, lame, an’ despairin’, 

I swore, an’ the folks all knew it, 
That ef I ever got hearty 

I'd be the death of the feller 


Though it tuck me straight to the gallows, 


I tell you, boss, I meant it. 
Ther were public expectations, 
An’ Jem hed a few, I reckon, 


But the chance I meant to make 
Made itself unrighteous handy. 
Last week, on Thusday mornin’, 
I was on Jake Tomson’s raft 
A-goin’ down the river. 
Somebody standin’ by 

Set up a scornful laugh ; 

It was Jim of Lackawanna. 


Asked me about my mewel ; 

I allays knew he stole it, 

Only I couldn’t prove it ; 

Sassed me about my farm, 

Said he meant to hev my darter; 
Jist as he let that out 

He trod on a rollin’ stick, 

An’ tumbled into the river. 


I was at the end of the raft, 
The only one clust by him. 


Jest as quick as a snap 

Old Jake Tomson, he 
Handed me the boat-hook ; 
The wink that Tomson giv me 
Warn’t of a healthy kind 

Fur Jim of Lockawanna. 


I could hev easy speared him, 

Or not hev done it, and let him 

Go rollin’ into the rapid. 

Both ways his death was sartin, 

An’ nobody, I reckon, 

Would hev made a fuss about it. 
There wouldn’t hev been much cryin 
For Jim of Lackawanna. 


But the look that feller giv me 
When he saw me grip the boat-hook, 
All the scare and dispairin’ 

Of hell in the tenth of a second 

Sent my wrath a-flyin’, 

Altered all my arrangements ; 

An’, insted of spearin’ the sucker, 

I goffed the bulge of his jacket, 


Hauled him up on the timber, 

And then I burst out laughin’, 

For Jim of Lackawanna 

Was so goll darned estonished, 

He went on his knees before me 
And sed his prayers like a preacher, 
Mixin’ ’em up with ‘‘Thankys,” 
As ef he was clean gone wary. 


Like a darned old half-drowned rat, 
Gettin’ good in a revival, 

Agonised an’ repentant, 

An’ not knowin’ how to do it, 

Setch a one cent Valentine pictur’, 
In all yore born days you never 
Sumptioned, I rather reckon, 

An’ I guess you won’t sample a ditto, 


Laugh! Like a thousand darkeys 
When they're busy a-crabbin’, 

I bust into sitch a-roarin’ 

To see that futile critter 

There a-undoin’ his spiteful, 

Darn kerbump on the timber, 

I went a-rollin’ over 

Tell I most rolled ento the river, 


Only three days arter 

The gentleman was amissin’, 
Leavin’ me a cheque, however, 
Which paid for all he had taken, 


Includin’ the price of my mewel, 
Though the animal wasn’t mentioned, 
Well, ther is some fun goin’— 

And thet’s the end of my story, 


An Appropriate Appellation. 


(Another addition has been made to the Political 
Portrait Gallery. Mr. Chamberlain, in his Wiltshire 
speech, referred to the attitude of Mr. Goschen as that 


of a Skeleton at the Feast } 


We thank thee, Joe, for teaching us 
That word—or rather, phrase, 
For Mr. Goschen oft acts thus 
In parliamentary ways, 
And, recently, he ne'er has ceased 


To bea ** Skeleton at the Feast.” 


| You ne’er can tell which way he'll go ;— 


One day he'll Liberal be, 


| The next he'll Tory instincts show 


And sneer at W. G. 


| But Liberal pluck is not decreased 
| Though ‘*Skeleton” Goschen clouds the 


feast. 


WHENEVER I see a bone lying in the middle 
of the street, I think of a dog losing his oppor- 
tunity. —O. E, PoTTs. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor or “ Fon,” 


S1r,—I am far from being an arro- 
gant man, or I should have long 
ago suffered the fate of the preten- 
tious frog of fable, who endea- 
voured to rival the bull ; but I mus? 
say, I should like to meet with any- 
one whose successes are anywhere 
near mine. At the same time, I 
am bound to admit that the success 
of Plaisanterie was a corker—not 
but what I backed her myself, well 
knowing that it was going to rain 
hard, and give her every chance. 
People have acted shamefully to- 
wards me over it, and I think boots 
get thicker, and whips get 
‘*stingyer” every day. But for all 
that, I’m not going to be bullied 
into advising a horse I don’t believe 
in; and so I say, right out, don’t 
you expect her to do anything in 
the Cambridgeshire. She wasn’t, 
by any means, played out in the 
finish for the Cesarewitch, I know, 
but she’s got more than she can 
take home in the other race, you 
bet—but don’t bet on her. Yah! 
I hate her ! 

There’s nothing worth touching 
this week, I think, but I suppose 
you'd like a little bit on. What 
do you say to a long shot for the 
Shrewsbury Cup with Eastern 

Emperor or Lady Adelaide? Next week you shall have a chance with 

the Great Shropshire Handicap, Yours, etc., TROPHONIUS, 





A NAKROW-GAUNT Mani. 








CUB HUONTING CURIOUS. 
II],.—Tue Meer, 


On, my !—oh, I say !—oh, my! Is that old Jones chuckling outside 
the door? How I wish that it wasn’t his house, and he was a waiting 
fellow, or something of that sort, that you could shy a boot at. What 
can any idiot see in cub hunting? A pretty sight, eh? Hang your 
pretty sights, I say! A lot of fools prancing about on the ground ! 
‘* That's the M. F. H.,”’ saysold Jones. Well, what doI care? I feel 
stiff enough even from last night’s rides M. F, H.! Why should any 
man be better than any other because he wears cords, gaiters, a sort of 
frieze cutaway, and a white tie? I say to Jones that I think the M. F, H, 
looks like a mixture of a livery stable-keeper, a curate, and a cook, 

Jones says, ** Don’t you be anass. The only gentleman in the world 
ain't the one you see in the looking-glass,”’ I can’t help saying, ‘I 
didn’t come down to be insulted, Jones.” He says, ‘* You won't come 
down to be insulted, but you’ll come down on your back before the 
day's over, I bet.’’ A lot of farmers are about, and tradesmen out for 
a holiday. What do fellows want to go wasting their time and money, 
and I don’t know what, for cub-hunting? Bah! Then the dogs 
kicking up the dooce’s own row—the young ones yelping. They’re 
worse than cats on the tiles. ‘‘We shall find over there,” says old 
Jones ; ‘‘ we'll work that spinney; there are three cubs there; I know 
where they most hang out,” 

They could all be hung out in a row on the telegraph wires for all I 
care about them, The beggars and dogs have gone into the spinney. 
We're standing about outside, my nag, Mount Ararat, is getting quite 
excited, ‘* He'll show his paces before the day’s over,” says old Jones. 
** I remember his bolting with my brother into Fusby’s pond last year,” 
I wish the horrid beast was at the knacker’s, and I was back home in my 
chambers, ‘‘Away—VYoicks—away!" What are they kicking up all 
that row? ‘‘ Break ground—two—no, three—hew—ob, yes!’ “Stick 
tight,” says old Jones, ‘‘and follow me.” We go over the field, 
‘**Now for your first jump,” he calls out. There is a highish hedge 
before us. I shut my eyes, screw up my shoulders, and think of all the 
sins I’ve committed in my life. Whish! Oh, lor’! what a scratch over 
my face. Thump! I hear old Jones laughing, but think however I’m 
safe the other side. 

**T thought you'd had a spill,” he says, as if he was quite disappointed 
that I hadn't broken my neck. I try to look as if I liked it, but I hate 
the whole business like poison. ‘Somebody's had a tumble,” says 
Tones as a horse passes us without a rider. I feel quite proud that I 
haven't. We go through an open gate, then down a lane, then through 
’ 1. Going through the wood, my face is awf lly scratched though 





we only ride in Indian filee When we got out of the wood, my face 
feeling dreadful, I began swearing solemnly to myself that I ll never have 
any more of this tomfoolery again as long as I live. 

Jones says “‘ The dogs are called off.” What do I care whether 
they’re called off or on? We wait about ; ‘‘ We shall soon find again, 
says Jones. Then more yelping, more dogs going into spinneys ; now 
‘‘they’re off.” Hullo! Whack! scramble! whish—gurroo. | 

I’m off myself. Old Jones has stopped. ‘‘ Never mind, he says, 
looking down at me: ‘‘there’s nothing like being broke in, my lad.’ 
I feel as if I should like to break him in with a thick stick, with a rusty 
nail in the end of it. However, I mount again. I’m beginning to feel 
frightfully hungry. We come up to a big farm with a lot of loose boxes 
hanging about. ‘‘We shall get some bread and cheese and ale here, 
says Jones. Everybody scrambles into the litter yard. They bring out 
beer in zinc pails. While I’m putting my mug out for some, a wretch 
empties a pint of ale down my back, ‘* We're rough and ready here, 
says Jones. I see the M. F. H. grinning. Old fool, Gentleman 
indeed. ‘* The old country gentleman is dying out,” I read the other 
day. He can die out as soon as ever he likes, and bury his dogs, and 
his cubs, and all the bag of tricks with him. i 

We are away again. I feel very sore, and the jolting of the bread 
and cheese and ale don’t make me feel any happier. ‘‘ We're going 
Thatched Chase way,” says old Jones, I simply care about nothing. 
You can hook me off the top of the jolting beast, and throw me in the 
pond, if you like, We get cold meat and wine and things at the 
Thatched Chase. But who cares about that, when he feels as if he had 
a red-hot poker instead of a backbone, and as if he was sitting ona 
square yard of tin tacks, I don’t anyhow. ‘We've just thirty-five 
miles to get home,” Jones laughs. ‘It’s a nice short cut, this!” 

Oh, that dreadful journey! When we get back I drink a lot of cherry 
brandy, and it does not seem to mix up well with the other things. We 
go back to Jones’s place instead of Wulsey. The girls are in the hall, 
and everybody is giggling. I groan, rush upstairs, and slam my bed- 
room door to. I’ll never—no, never—have any more of this—this— 


well, this cub-hunting, as long as ever I live. Oh, my back! oh, my 
boots | DIOGENES TOBBS, 





Some Verbal Balkanic Eruptions. 


What Greece says to Servia.— “It you do get sat upon, it will just 
* Servia’ right.” 
What Servia says to Greece. —** We don’t want any more ‘Greece’ 


spots on the map of Europe.” 

What Bulzaria says to Roumania,—‘‘ You must be ‘ Padded-Roo- 
maniacs’ to think such a thing!” 

What the Turks say to the Bulgarians,—“ Bulgars ever ever will be 
*Slavs’!” 

















SAILING CLOSE TO THE WIND. 


Lawyer (intent on a little joke).—‘‘CAN YOU TELL MB, PAT, 
WHEN THIS FARM WILL SAIL?” 

Pat.—* BEGORRA! WHIN THE MAN COMES WHO CAN RISE 
THE WIND.” 
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The Great Walking and Talking Match, 
(Szz Cartoon.) | 


How unflaggingly they’re racing, | 
Bent on efforts at ers bea ! . 
How they’re scoffing, taunting, chafing, 
Setting many hearers laughing ! 
“* Never ending, still beginning,” 
How they do persist in dinning, 
Ev'ryone in hopes of winning ! 
Walkee-walkee, 
Talkee-talkee. 


On they speed with ceaseless vigour, 








Numbers ever growing bigger, 
Filling up the daily papers 
With reports of all their capers— 
Stumping village, stumping city, | 
Sometimes wise and sometimes witty— 
Sometimes neither (more’s the pity !). 
Walkee-walkee, 
Talkee-talkee. 


And the cry is, ** Still they’re coming !” 
Practising election-** slumming,” 
Framing here a stern indictment, 
Fuming there in wild excitement, 
Sounding mad as any hatter, — 
Oh! when will they stop their clatter >— 
After all, what does it matter? 
Walkee-walkee, 
Talkee-talkee. 


“fa 
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THE other day a gentleman found that his Newfoundland | 
dog had taken a sudden and unaccountable dislike to water. | 
Knowing hydrophobia to be so prevalent, and fearing poor 
Neptune might be suffering from rabies, he destroyed that 
animal. Ten minutes after having done so he regretted his 
precipitation; for quite by chance his son informed him 
that a few days before, some diabolical boys had enticed un- | 
fortunate Neptune into the river Lea, 








CONNOISSEURS in the art of committing suicide all depre- 
cate the method which two Newcastle-under-Lyne women 
employed to shuffle of this mortal coil, viz., soaking a few 
boxes of lucifer matches in water and drinking the solution. 
This noxious compound must be a pleasant draught however 
compared to the Lea river mixture that some suicides seem 
so infatuated with, 





“we Fes Ey 


“yy 


, it) * 
\/ Ay J 4 
a. y A Mh 
= “ - SAY 
: , ay, 


CL, 


Observant and Inquiring Tourist, —“* THERE DOES NOT APPEAR TO Bt 
MUCH FARM-WORK DOING ABOUT HERE?” 

Typical Peasant,—‘' No, Sir.” 

Observant and Inquiring Tourist.—“ How po THE PEOPLE LIVE—ON 
POTATOES AND BUTTERMILK, I suPpPOsE?” 

Typical Peasant (brightly),—** No, SIR—ON THE PHISITORS.” 
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CANNIBALISM IN NORTH WALES. 











EXTRA TOUGH. 


(‘When the Lord Mayor’s Court adjourned for luncheon the other day twenty 
minutes was mentioned as the time allowed. One of the jurors did not return for 
three quarters of an hour, when the Recorder fined him £5.] 

He was a very lonely and companionless old gentleman, and lived on 
the top of a deserted hillock all by himself. — 

There were other persons in Great Britain, but they were mostly 
females, In the course of a long day’s walk one would happen across 
a male or two perhaps; but they all either wore long wigs, or short 
wigs, or manacles, or carried a medicine bottle, a scalpel, a tooth-wrench, 
a blue bag, or a certificate of agnosticism, They were no companions 
for that old gentleman on the hillock ; they were not of the same race. 
Our curiosity and compassion had long been awakened by the sight 
of the lonely old gentleman. We began by nodding to him; but he 
simply stared, apparently determined not to strike up acquaintanceship, 
One day we plucked up all our determination and looked over his fence, 
and said ** Good morning !” i, 
‘Don’t know yer,” grunted the lonely old gentleman. ‘‘ Youre 
none of my class: there isn’t another of ’em living besides me. Be 
off!” You're a judge, or a barrister, or a prisoner. 

We assured him that we were neither of these. __ - 
‘‘ Then you're a physician, or a surgeon, or a dentist, or a lawyer. 
We denied it. he 

‘* Very well then ; you’re worst of all the lot—you’re an agnostic. 
‘*We most solemnly assure we are not,” we replied. ‘‘If you won't 
believe it without we are prepared to swear——”’ 

‘*Eh?” said the old gentleman. 
of an oath? Why then, bless my soul! you must be one of my sort ! 
Come in—come in! Deary, deary! I thought there wasn’t one of 


very tough in constitution either—however on earth did you survive it? 
Poor dear man! Now I could understand you're dragging through it if 





| an agnostic, or the common hangman—what cam you be but a jury- 


_ never actually done so, in consequence of our always having forged a 
_ doctor’s certificate of sickness when called up.” 


_ They always found me out when / tried to do ’em; so I had to serve, 
‘*You believe in the binding effect | 


‘em left, and that I was all alone. Deary, deary! You don’t look so | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| I could hold ona year without eating, at a pinch, Then I used to imnure 


you were as tough-looking as / am; but, judging by looks, I should 
have said it would have picked you off in the first six months,”’ 

“* Pick us off?” we said. ‘May we inquire to what you allude? 
Doubtless to some severe trials of endurance—some terrible ordeal.” 

** Just so,” replied the old man, ‘* You see, how it came about that 
I managed to survive—I ¢rained for it. Trained for it from childhood, 
Used to starve myself for a day at first; then a week; and so on until 


myself to bolting my food too; got so proficient at it that I could eat 
a Mansion-House dinner, right through from soup to dessert, in five 
minutes, That saved me. Look! I’m tough, 7am!” 

With this the lonely old gentleman swallowed a large tough steak at 
a gulp, and then stood on his head for fifteen minutes. ‘‘ There,” he 
said, ‘‘that’s what I’mlike. But, ah! I saw all those in my own walk 
of life mowed down by it, until I thought I was the only one left. 
But bless me, if you haven’t turned up as another of us!” 

** Another of whom ?” 

‘*Whom? Why, jurymen, of course. If you aren't a judge, or a 
barrister, or an attorney, or a criminal, or a physician, a surgeon, a dentist, 


man?” 
‘* We are eligible to serve on a jury,’’ we replied; ‘‘ but we have 


**Oooh!” said the lonely one; ‘‘I see. That’s saved you, then, 
Well, they kept us without food for seven years, and then gave us two 
seconds for dinner; and then stuffed us at the public expense until we 
couldn’t see ; and then starved us again. But / survived, because, you 
see, / had trained for it ; and here I am to tell it, Ah! there’s no jury 
system now, because they killed off all the jurymen; so let bygones be 
bygones ;” and the tough old gentleman smiled contentedly. 
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A DAY WITH THE TALLY-HO HUNT. 
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The Pack at one time got a little scattered. 


Jut finally we hit on a very warm scent. Old Sir Pottlebury Todd got the Brush. 








A Difficult Matter. 


honest policy of the Conservatives !""] 
Suprrort the ‘‘ honest” policy of Tories? 
Why, certainly—with pleasure, Lord R, 
If they’ve a policy devoid of *‘ stories,’’ 
Delighted to support it we should be, 
But Tory policy seems entirely free 
From that ‘* best policy” called Honestee, 





é ” ff : 
Bust”-ing Him Up! 
[Mr. Oscar Wilde asserted in bis latest lecture that ‘' ugliness 
into art when the first bust or portrait of a man was shown.”)} 


Believe us, man isn’t so ugly as that ; 
'Tis the maddest idea that we ever have 


As for ugliness, Oscar, O sunflower-stru 
'Tis sufficient for you, sir, to speak for y 


(Lord Randolph, in a recent speech, called upon his hearers to support the 


O, WILD(E) is this notion, yea, really absurd— 


Foun’s face affords striking denial, that's flat. 


Now Ready. Price One Shilling ; Post-free 1s. 2}d., 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1886 


AMONG THE MANY CONTRIBUTIONS IS 


me A SCREAMING FARCE BY GEORGE R. SIMS, 


ENTITLED 


“THE MOUNTED PATROL.” 


Other Humorous Prose and Verse by 

Frank Barrett, Geo. Manvitte Fenn, Goprrey TuRNER, CHARLES G. 
was first introduced Letanp (HANS BREITMANN), GEORGE DAa.zigL, Byron Warobser, J. F. SULLI- 
| van, H. CHance Newton, ErNEST WARREN, ARTHUR T. Pas, H. G. SOMER- 

vittz, H. C. Sassions, H. Jonnson, R. Butter, C. S. CHELTNAM, LAUNCE 
lee, Acten A. Dowty, J. W. Houcuton, C. H. Warinc, J. Norman, Cis 
Brooxs, H. M. Pautt, H. Wacstarrr, C. J. DunpHiz, AuGustus M. 
Moore, AND J. ASHBY STERRY. 


heard, Fully Lilustrated by 





ck elf Gorpon Tuomson, J. F. Suttivan, J. W. HouGnton, E. G. Davziet, Har 
} LupLtow H. Tuck, H. J. Draper, THomas Davzier, P. G. Ensutt, ERNEST 
ourself, Griset, G. Gatcomss, F. A. FRASER, AND Lucign Davis. 








‘THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD."—Vide Press. | 


“FOR JAM ES’ | 


“Gives a mirror-like 
Surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels all others.” — 
Vide Lady's Pictorial. 


BLACK LEAD 


BE. JAMES & SONS, Sole Makers, PLYMOUTH. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE ROYALTY.—Two of my 
most prominent qualities are 
modesty and diffidence, These 
qualities are held by some, I 
believe, to be out of place in 
anything approaching a dramatic 
critic. (If that is really so, their 
perseverance in putting them- 
selves in a false position is re- 
markable; for I know several 
critics who don’t consider them- 
selves anything to speak of—and 
not much to write about), It 
will be readily understood, 
therefore, that when I take my 
seat at a French play, my 
modesty induces me to believe 
that I am the only person pre- 
sent practically ignorant of the 
Gallic tongue, and my diffidence 
(thereby increased), causes me 
to be doubtful whether I really 











am ‘* following it,” as well as I 
THe | — Tie Gra! seem to be, and to gratefully 
— accept the assistance of the 


artistic gentleman who ac- 
companies me and tells he knows all about it. 





Tue play is a Fanny Lear (it sounds English enough), and they are 
performing it for the firsttime. At the beginning, a smart young woman, 
of the Soudrette class (I wonder what éretfe means? I know what a 
sou is—a sort of amateur halfpenny), and a footman are mighty chatty 
and jocular about something. Artistic friend whispers ‘‘ chafling each 
other.” [ had that idea myself, but I can’t ask for details while the piece 
is going on. Presently a stout gentleman appears, and a smiling one, 
with thin hair, and a lady and gentleman who insist on going some- 
where in the face of all remonstrance, When they are gone, the thin- 
haired gentleman, who, it seems, is a “‘ gay dawg,” is confidential— 
comically confidential—to the stout one, during which confidences I 
recognise with gratitude and joy the name of Drury Lane Theatre, and 
my thoughts wander for awhile to a gracious figure in an Inverness cape. 








By this time I believe myself to have discovered that one married 
couple in the piece are separated, another appear to be in some danger 
of the same fate, and the waiting-maid and the master appear to be on 
rather republican terms, Zzd.rté (considerable /1/ ert’), /galité e¢ the 
rest of it, you know, though I’m not quite sure of the fraternal part of 
it. (I’d appeal to my companion for corroboration, but there are two 
ladies in front of me, one at my side, and three behind, and it is not 
wise to ask questions about French plays under the circumstances.) The 
couple who insisted on going somewhere return crowned with failure, 
and after the thin-haired gentleman has lit his candle, said * 
night,” and most humorously re- 
turned several times to say a few 
more words, everybody makes for 
bed ; but a lady arrives in a car- 
riage at the moment, the soudbre/te 
genially chaff, the master abouti ts 
being ‘‘another one;’’ he says, 
**Pooh! C'est ma femme ” and 
the curtain comes down, 

My artistic friend tells me, be- 
tween the acts, that the heroine 
has been mentioned, that her 
father has shot himself, and that 
her grandfather, in whose charge 
she is, has married an English 
actress (Fanny Lear, in fact), who 
was previously—well—of mar- 
ried to Lord Elphiston. There 
are some nice persons in this play! 

In the second act we make the 
acquaintance of the heroine—the 
‘* angenoo,”’ my friend calls her— Tue Rovarty.—Tue Ixcrnoo. 
in pale blue, with her hair in a 
single plait down her back who, in common with several other ladies of 
the cast, has been playing with a paint-box and sucking the vermillion, 
Later we meet Fanny Lear—a lady who speaks French in a manner 


, Linly as I spe it myse and, later still. 


po fie 

















‘ 


to an old gentleman with a young neck and excited manners. From 
the doings and sayings of these personages I gather the facts that follow 
(I scorn to avail myself further of my friend’s assistance, having dis- 
covered that he was giving me information second-hand from a small 
explanatory pamphlet obtained in the box-office. Sixpence—and I was 
on equal terms with him.) But to the play. 





THE separated wife of the stout gentleman has come back to him 
because 2 young man was becoming too attentive. The ‘‘ingenoo,” who 
has been living with her, has gone back to her grandfather, and doesn’t 
like it or her ma-in-law. She is violently in love with the too attentive 
young man and believes that it is her he is following. The separated 
wife and stout gentleman determine to rescue the ingenoo by inducing 
the young man to marry her. Thes. w. is to persuade the young man 
and does so, though he protests that it is Aer he loves all the time, and 
he’d just marry the other to oblige her! As soon as he consents, ‘‘ Well, 
there,” says the s. w., **Z love you! 


MEANTIME the stout gentleman undertakes to persuade Fanny Lear 
(who rules the grandpapa). She will consent on condition that the young 
people live with her and take her into society, which ‘‘ grandpa” is too 
old todo. The young man says ‘‘no,” and she refuses consent. The 
s, g. tries to steal a march upon her by getting at the grandfather and 
inducing him to consent, but he is a weak old man and suffers much 
from a fixed gaze and open mouth and choking fits, and Fanny easily 
cowes him and persuades him to offer the ingenoo to another young man 
(quite ready to take her into society, I presume), but the ingenoo 
implores him not to sign it, and they both try to escape, but the old 
man has an inopportune fit, and Fanny is triumphant for awhile, 


ONLY for awhile, however, for the grandpa at length asserts himself, 

and all ends happily. The ingenoo 
is triumphantly handed over to the 
gentleman who <loesn’t care two 
pins about her; French ‘‘ Society” 
is saved the contaminating presence 
of Fanny Lear, and the curtain 
descends on an instructive condition 
of marital relationship! The acting 
is all good, if not very startling. 
Mdlle. Legrand’s assumption of 
the English accent is capital, and 
she is also fully up to the other 
requirements of the part. M. 
Jalhier is very funny, and Malle. 
Pinson deserves compliment fora 
smart rendering of Niquette, the 
maid, 








Nops AND WINkKs.—Mr, A, C. 
Calmour’s Cupid's Messencer, with 
Miss Kate RKorke in her original 
part, was revived at the Vaudeville 
last week. It isa pretty little piece, 
and Miss Korke plays Mary Herbert prettily and pointedly.—The Royal 
Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern are (or is) keeping it up still, Same 
old game—tea, cofiee, science, cocoa and concerts. There was a big 
military night recently, and Gen’l Roberts promised to go, but shirked 
the engagement (most unsoldier-like),—Az//te Zaylor will be revived at 
the Gaiety shortly with Miss Marion Hood, Miss Wadman (whose pistol 
accident suggests something wrong with wad-man), and others in the 
cast. They say Mr. David James also joins its company, and Miss 
Farren is coming back, so times are looking up at the old house—hoorah! 

NESTOR. 


Tur Royvatty.—THR GRANDPAPA. 








‘Bus conductors in their anxiety to secure ares are generally rather 
mendacious as to the route taken by their vehicles, and unsuspecting 
passengers are too frequently apt to sit quietly in the belief that they 
are travelling towards the east, whereas they are being conveyed due west, 
north, or south. On such *‘ mistakes” being discovered the conductors 
become virtuously indignant at the crass stupidity and gross ignorance 
of the travellers ; and attempt to close up any tendency to argument on 
the part of passengers by volleys of abuse. The other night a ’bus con- 
ductor courageously pulled the ears of five travellers who had remon- 
strated at having been taken right out of the course they had been led 
to believe the ‘bus was following. The driver also determined to teach 
the grumblers a lesson that the custodians of buses are not to be trifled 
with, and boldly whipped them well. The five discontented passengers 
were very small boys. The driver and conductor have since been fined 
forty shillings each, for making this gallant endeavour to prove them- 
selves the masters of the ’bus riding public. A month’s hard labour 
apiece was the punishment these two bullying drunken scamps richly 
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CLOSE OF THE INVENTIONS SHOW, AND GREAT ACTIVITY AMONGST THE OTHER SHOWMEN. 











SPOILT BROTH. 


A MEMBER of the London public has unfortunately stumbled over a 
plank intoa hole in the roadway, in consequence of the lantern not 
being alight, and chipped his nose ofl, 
* * * * * * 
THE member of the London public who stumbled over the plank into 
the hole in the road has decided to apply for damages. There is no 
doubt that he will obtain them, as it is a very simple afiair, the road 
being ‘‘up” by order of the authorities, who are therefore liable for the 
state of affairs which led to the accident. 

* * * * * * 

THE member of the London public who stumbled over the plank into 
the hole in the road has applied for damages, There appears to be a 
shade of doubt as to the quarter whence he is likely to obtain them, 
owing to the belief that more than one authority is responsible for the 
accident. It appears that the roadway was up by the joint order of the 
Metropolitan Board and the Commissioners of Sewers, It is not quite 
such a simple affair as was at first believed. 

* . * , * x 
THERE appears to be a considerable amount of difficulty in the way 
of the obtaining of damages by the member of the London public who 
stumbled over the plank, there being some appearance of divided respon- 
sibility. 
as to iets the Board of Works, the Commissioners of Sewers, or the 
City Corporation, is (or are) the responsible party (or parties); as the 
plank is the property cf the Board, the hole is under the jurisdiction of 
the Commissioners, and the unlighted lantern was provided by the Cor- 
poration, It is far from being a simple afiair. 

* * * * * 
FRESH difficulties have turned up in the case of the claim of the 
member of the public who stumbled over the plank, It now seems 
that, although the plank is the property of the Board of Works, it is 
under the joint disposal of that body and the Board of Trade; while the 
hole in the roadway, although under the jurisdiction of the Commis- 
sioners of Sewers, was authorised by the Commissioners of Police ; and 
the unlighted lantern, although provided by the Corporation, should 
have been supplied with oil by the Trinity House, and with a wick by 
the Local Government Board, which wick would have to be lighted by 
direction of the Commissioners of Taxes (but by the hand of an official 


* 








It appears that the question resolves itself into an uncertainty | 











belonging to the Custom House authorities), and then kept alight under 

the joint jurisdiction of the Local Vestry and the Commissioners of Paving 

and Lighting. On the whole, it is a somewhat complicated affair, 
* « * ~ * * 

THE member of the public who stumbled has found it necessary to 
bring a joint action against the Isoard of Works, the Board of Trade, 
the Commissioners of Sewers, the Commissioners of Police, the City 
Corporation, the Brethren of the Trinity House, the Local (;overnment 
Board, the Commissioners of Taxes, the Custom House Authorities, the 
Commissioners of Paving and Lighting, and the Local Vestry. Lefore, 
however, the case can be finally settled, it will be necessary to settle 
twenty-five cross actions between the various authorities. It may be 
said to be a very complicated affair, 

“ * * * * * 

SOME new authorities, hitherto overlooked, have turned up in the 
affair of the member of the public who stumbled. It seems that the 
Bench of Bishops, the Lord Chamberlain, and the Salvation Army are 
also partly responsible. The proceedings have therefore to begin again. 
The affair really is, without exaggeration, 72/c a complicated one. 





A Co(a)stly Experiment. 

Tiik lioatiog Inventions Exhibition is the latest. It is gravely pro- 
posed to take the more attractive exhibits at South Kensington on board 
suitable steamers at the close of the Exhibition, lighting these steamer 
up by electricity as nearly as practicable in imitation of the presen! 
Inventions Exhibition, and visiting the chief ports of the Unitec 
Kingdom and Ireland—viz., Cardiff, Dublin, Glasgow, Liverpool, &c 
The novelty of the scheme is almost enough to take one’s breath away, 
and the expenses attached thereto will be tremendous, It is almost 
impossible to see how the scheme can by any possibility pay, since upon 
the face of it, when all is said and done, the promoters are bound to 
find themselves af sea. 





A Frencu politician, in denying a report of his death, sayr, ‘* As yet 
I am alive; however, those who wish me dead need not despair, as my 
opponents are quite capable of poisoning me.” This is a much better 
style of political revilement than the fish-fag abuse so rampant among 
our senators and would-be senators, 
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SHOCKING! 


(Ma. W. Avcust Carter has discovered that many fishes sleep periodically, in common with land animals. Among the marine sleepers are the dog-fish, dory, 
conger, and many others.”) 
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He had been out to one of ¢/ie nicest little dinners you ever sat down to in your life, sir. He was reflecting over that bit 
Just done to a turn was that salmon,” he mur- 


He was a convivial and epicurian party. ; 
of salmon, and dozily glancing over the paper. ‘‘ Hum '—figh sleep, ch! Very interesting and curivus, to be sure. 
mured. And composed himself to dream of that bit of salmon. 





But his dreams wouldn't goright. ‘They assumed a horrible form. He dreamt that, taking a nap at his feet, with his own forty-winks-bandanna over its horrid 
head, we a great hideous shark. It was evidently dreaming, for he heard it mutter, ‘* Dehcious nigger baby that was I had for lunch last ‘Tuesday week—just in 
hice condition. 





Phe Convivial One awoke pale with horror. ‘‘Tut, tut!’ he said What horrible, revolting, gluttonous dreams these fish have _ Really, they are not fit to be 


trusted with dream 
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POLITICAL FIREWORKS—THE DAMP SQUIB. 
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ve’s daughters are to be wrapped up from top to toe in 
furs—enveloped in fluffy skins, leav- 
ing only the tips of their delicate 
little:noses to peep out and gauge the 
State of the weather. Certain doctors 
predict an unusual prevalence of com- 
mon catarsh (as if any lady could 
have a common catarrh), influenza, 
bronchitis, neuralgia, sciatica, sore 
throat, toothache, rheumatism, lum- 
bago, and consumption among ladies 
in consequence. These physicians 
also hark back to the anti-coddling 
days of our great-grandmothers, shake 
their heads, and say what strong 
women they were. It is open to 
doubt, by the way, whether our re- 
spected great-grandmothers were con- 
stitutionally stronger than the matrons 
of the present day. Certainly they 
were more muscular, but this may be 
accounted for by the enormous amount 
of exercise they took in spanking 
their children and servant-maids, A number of medical men not only 
object to furs, but actually advocate our girls walking about in all sorts 
of weather with their necks bare as sailors. Though this fashion is 
simply delicious in the summer-time, it has grave disadvantages in 
winter, The most delicate, pearly neck, when exposed to the bitter 
air, is apt to look like red and yellow mottled soap. Rather than this 
would we see our girls creeping along clad like the hairiest of hairy 
caterpillars, 


This winter 








News trom Burmah continues to pour in, We hear that King 
Theebaw has a great crincum for cremation experiments, and insists 
on incinerating his chosen victims before their spirits have fled. The 
monarch’s pet executioners perform slow music (Chopin’s, we belicve), 
as his suffering subjects are roasted, baked, fried and frizzled. Theebaw 
likewise enjoys parboiling his fellow-countrymen and women, and 
baving them dismembered while in a state of consciousness. He very 
wisely much prefers sacrificing a rich man to a poor one; not from any 
love to the indigent, but because a man of substance always “cut up” 
well, and affords such nice little pickings. Theebaw is not the class of 
prince to play practical jokes on, It would be a mistake for a fashion- 
able beauty to drop lumps of ice down his back at supper. 


SiR CHARLES WARREN’S local rank of Major-General is not to be 
confirmed, on the grounds that no slaughter took place during his 
successful South African expedition. If slaughter counts in preference 
to success to this extent with the military authorities, General Viscount 
Wolseley, K.P., G.C,B., G.C.M.G., etc., was not sufficiently rewarded 
on his return from the Soudan. To have done War-Ofiice justice to bis 
merits as a slayist chieftain, and leader of a failure, the Queen should 
have been deposed, and the little man placed on the throne of England. 


Tie latest Irish grievance is that of the Hibernian doctors, It seems 
these gentlemen are not rewarded and encouraged by the State in pro- 
portion to the benefits they confer, by killing ‘* patriots.” This is a 
complaint that should be investigated at once. 


DR, RANDOLPH CHURCHILL, the tamous Tory blisterer, has tenderly 
rubbed the scarified back of poor Tracy Turnerelli with Conservative 
sweet oil; some rude Radical practitioners having applied sinapisms to 
the unfortunate gentleman’s spine in a painfully severe manner, Tracy 
was much relieved by the doctor's salve. 


THe language of truth is simple. Lord Randolph Churchill says, 
‘*T have found it convenient never to take the slightest notice of any 
Statement in any Radical paper.’”’ Moighty convanient ! 





We are shocked—positively horrified to hear that a seat recently sold 
in the New York Stock Exchange only fetched 34,000 dollars. This is 
an absurdly small sum for a gambler to pay for the glorious privilege of 
being admitted into the society of the cutest, and most unscrupulous 
**sbarpers ” in existence. 





THOUSANDS of people jump oft tramcars safely every day, and none 
are fined for doing so, The other evening, however, a woman got out 
of acar in motion, and came a sharp cropper on the road. She was 
picked up, severely admonished, summoned, and fined five shillings 
with costs. Was this woman punished for breaking the tramway com- 
pany’s bye-laws, or for breaking her own skin? 
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KNICKNACKS, THE SEVERAL LADIES WHO SCREAM. 
P ° és ituti d by the Earl of De ° 
Here’s a pretty look-out for impecunious husbands and fathers ! shoei  hibbot Cont Oe eet aconn, Tea Witens camed 


i a general row. Zhe screaming of the ladies drew 
edhe 2 cece a a7 the quis public.” —Newssafers.} 

He was an amiable, kindly, soft-hearted man, ever eager to succour 

distressed and the weakly. 
Hom I—ha! ‘Select political meeting at the Town Hall,’” mut- 
tered he as he read from a notice-board. ‘‘‘*Chair to be taken by Mr. 
Pounder Pong, M.P. ; admittance by ticket only.’ Ha !—well ; there'll 
be a free fight, no doubt. No respectable person voluntarily seeks scenes 
of violence, I wish I had not to go, but I must. 

So off toddled that kindly, soft-hearted man, and (being a respectable 
person) very unwillingly arrived on the scene of prospective rowdyism. 
And the first objects he observed, waiting for admission at the doors, 
were three poor defenceless ladies. 

“‘ Poor things!” thought the kindly man (whose strongest point was 
chivalry). ‘*They are not aware that scenes of violence may be ex- 
pected here, or they would studiously keep away. I will gently tell 
them of the danger they are running into.” 

‘* Ladies,” he began; but he was cut short by the three ladies sud- 
denly and simultaneously opening their mouths to their fullest extent. 
Then they shut their mouths and held a hurried consultation together, 
during which he distinctly caught the words, ‘* Wait till we get inside, 
eh? Might not let us in if we began here.” Then all three turned upon 
him and remarked as one lady :—‘‘ How dare you, sir? We are three 
defenceless ladies. Our sole desire is to avoid exposing ourselves to 
insult or injury. To secure this end, we feel it necessary to avoid all 
scenes unfit for ladies. That is why we are here.” 

The kindly man felt for them sincerely, for the delicately-nurtured 
creatures were defenceless and alone. He kept an eye on them as they 
made their way in, to be sure they received no rough usage. After the 
usual speeches, and at the usual ‘‘ resolution,” the usual roughs endea- 
voured to rush on the platform, and the usual free fight ordained for 


such occasions commenced. 





It was at this moment that the terrified screams of the ladies present 
rose shrilly above the tumult. ‘Poor things!” exclaimed the kindly 
man from his soft heart, as he frantically made his way to the unpro- 
tected ones. Thank heaven! He was not too late; they were yet 
uninjured, With a strength increased sevenfold by a knowledge of the 
preciousness of the charges under his care, the kindly man fought a way 
to the door for each of the three in turn, At length they all stood out- 
side—saved! Then the kindly man burst into tears of relief and 
thankfulness, and retired to the nearest surgeon to dress his wounds. 

The next time he saw those poor defenceless fair ones he happened 
to be witnessing a clandestine prize fight on Barking Marshes, There 
they were, poor things, trying to force their way into the front row against 
the ropes. The heart of the kindly man bled for them—poor things! 
without any male relative to defend them amid such a scene. Presently, 
when the regulation dissatisfaction of the friends of the losing pugilist led 
to the customary free fight, the piteous scream of feminine voices rose 
high in the air. Again the kindly man rescued those three jeopardized 
ladies ; again he retired to the nearest surgeon’s. 

The next time he met them was at a rat-pit; then he came across them 
at a Hyde Park Demonstration ; next at Barnet Horse Fair; then at a 
Salvation Army Demonstration ; after that in the midst of a row at 
Billingsgate. ; 

‘* Ladies,” he remarked at length, ‘I am getting sick of rescuing you. 
May I ask whether you consider it your dty to attend all these scenes 
of violence?” 

‘* Duty be hanged!” replied the delicately-nurtured ones. 

‘‘Then might I venture to inquire why you make a point of being 


present ?”’ 
**In order to scream, of course,” replied the poor defenceless ones. 








FEMALE CANVASSERS,—Tarpaulin sail-makers. 
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Political Fireworks.—The Damp Squib. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


THE winter-time is nearing fast ; 
October chill is gone and past, 
November has arrived at last, 

And boys, of course, begin to play 
With pyrotechnics, which they load 
With powder-charges to explode, — 
For custom has ordained that mode 

Of celebrating Guy Fawkes Day. 





And tow’rds the closing of this year 
Election-time’s arriving here, 
Constituents begin to cheer 

And candidates to freely spout ; 
Wherefore, of course, election squibs, 
Some charged with truths and some with fibs 
(To tickle people’s ears or ribs) 

Are being made and coming out, 


But coming out is not the same 
As going off; and while the flame 
Of some burns brightly and their aim 
Straight to the mark is sure to fly, 
Yet not the artfullest young scamp 
Can make a squib pop when it’s damp, 
So he may just as well decamp 
Who cannot keep his powder dry, 





Dash it all! 


SEVEN years of penal servi- 

Tude for turning topsy-turvy— 

Blasting all the hopes and chances, 

Under shocking circumstances, 
Of a maid, = 


Seven years are none too many 
For a crime so Dash’d uncanny ; 
So we'll trust this lesson’s ample 
To produce a good example 
’Mongst zs grade. 





Floral Fictions. 


Tue larch, so floral poets say, 
Is type of boldness ; 
A statement which some persons may 
Receive with coldness, 
We don’t like girls who are as stiff as starch, 
Nor damsels bold—but just a little (l)arch. 





PENPUSHER azd OUILLDRIVER have taken a shooting under the fond delusion 
that same has not been shot over before. 
feel somewhat hurt at the scarcity of the birds, 
Keeper. —‘* Lor’ BLESS 'ER, ZUR, IT’S ON’Y NAT’RAL! 
BIRDS IN THIS QUARTER TIIRY’RE ’MAZIN’ ARTFUL, AND CAN TRLL A 
GOOD SHOT A MILE OFF BY THE CUT OF HIM, AND TIAT’S WHY THRY 
KEEP OUT O’ RANGE O’ YrFw GENTLEMEN.” 








ee 








A SATISFACTORY EXPLANATION. 
At the close of a blank day they 


‘ER SRE THE 


[P. and QO, are mollified, 








CANVASS-CRAZY., 


WHAT’s that? ‘*Gentleman called to solicit your wote, sir!” My 
vote, What do I care about voting. Salisbury may be hanged to- 
morrow, Churchill may be hanged, Gladstone may be hanged. You 
can string up the whole lot like the Flowery Land pirates. ‘* What on 
earth, sir, do I care about politics, and how dare you interrupt meat break- 
fast, hey, sir!” Consider the great importance, d’ye say, sir? I don’t 
care a straw, sir, about anything. What have I got a vote for then ?— 
that’s my business ; if I want to keep it I shall keep it, if I don’t I shan’t, 
that’s logic, sir, isn’t it? Now I’ll tell you what I’lldo though. I'll 
support any member who'll go for half a million of army to keep the 
cads down, and yet won’t come on me for increased income tax. It 
couldn’t be done on excise you say; what do I care about that, sir! 
All I know about excise is that I once knew a local collector who would 
have drank himself to death only he blew his brains out. Will I sup- 
port the enfranchisement of women? Would I like to hear a lot of women 
cackling in the debating shop, that’s what I call it, at Westminster? 
Hang women, sir, that’s what I say, hang ’em all. ‘*‘Then what would 
become of us?” Don’t you try to chaff me, young man, because I tell 
you I won’t haveit. But I’ve great interest and influence in the district. 
- do you know that, sir; whatever I have I buy of the Civil Service 
tores, 
I never went to a local meeting in my life, sir—local, indeed, I’d 
as soon think of dining with the turncock. So you think I’m the sort 
of man who would stand ona table in a Sunday-school and address a 
lot of gaping idiots, Not I, sir, not I. People say I know a good 
deal about the Corn Laws, Do I, indeed. All I know about the 
Corn Laws is that lunatic statue of Cobden, stuck up in Camden Town 
over a trophy of carrots and turnips and things. 
Corn Laws! what do I care about corn? I never buy corn, nor eat 
nor drink it. Don’t take me for a confounded chandler, sir. 








| 


_ lunatic asylum, and lock up all the creatures who are fussing about the 
| country. 


| come to solicit my vote if you don’t mean to do anything in return? 


I have uttered strong opinions about the county franchise. How do 
you know my opinions are strong, sir, any more than they are weak? I 
tell you what I should like to do, I should like to enlarge the county 


Elections, indeed—bosh! Who cares anything about ’em, I 
should like to know? Nota soul, if it wasn’t for the papers, I tell you 
what, if I had my way I'd make a bonfire of all the papers, from the 
Times to the Zcho, and set all the writers on the top to roast. It would 
be no great loss, I can tell you. The papers diffuse knowledge. Do 
they, sir? Well, I don’t want any knowledge diffused, as you call it, to 
me. 

I never read the papers, I have no distinct views, then? How do 
you know that? Do you suppose I haven’t got brains in my head, sir? 
Quite as much brains as you have, and more, sir, When you come to 
canvass me, sir, keep a civil tongue in your head, I should like a strong 
foreign policy, should I? As faras I’m concerned, the Russians may 
have Constantinople to-morrow, the Austrians can collar Bulgaria, and 
they can turn Spain into a Republic. Who on earth cares? I don't. 
But I should like to see the Burmese punished, No I shouldn't, I 
rather like King Theebaw. If he hanged a lot of fellows, I daresay they 
deserved it. It was a massacre was it ?—who said it wasn’t? 


A good massacre in England would do no harm. ‘Such a thing 
couldn’t be.” Howdo you know that, sir, ‘*I should like to see the 
status quo kept of the smaller European States.” WhatdoI care about 
status quo’s I should like to know? Now I'll tell you what, I’ll make 
a bargain with you to vote for your member, if he'll agree to puta 
heavy pole tax on cats and lighten the punishment for infanticide, I'll 
think about doing something for him ; if he won't, I won’t—now that’s 
fair! ‘*Impossible!” Don’t talk bosh to me, sir! How dare you 


Get out, sir! DioGcengs Toss, 
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A MOST USEFUL STYLE OF JUDGE. 

(‘At the L—— County Court, a case was heard between a lady and her dress 
maker. His Honour remarked that dressmakers very often made dresses to 
mprove the figure, and padding, or steels, were put infor that purpose. « + His 
Honour remarked that the bodice appeared to be short ; but that if the plaintiff wore 
a good dress improver, it might raise the skirt, and so remedy the evil. He gave 
judgment for the plaintiff for s?d., with costs.’ } 

THE subsequent proceedings are not to be found in the daily papers ; 
but FuN’s special reporter took them down, and here they are :— 

‘* No sooner had the news of the case spread, than the excitement of 
the ladies in the vicinity rose to a pitch of intensity never before observed 
in the neighbourhood, In the course of an hcur all the ordinary busi- 
ness of the court was at a standstill owing to the extraordinary throng 
of ladies which filled the approaches. Our reporter succeeded in making 
his way into their midst, and soon learned the meaning of itall. The 
fame of the learned judge as an authority on feminine affairs had spread 
like wild-fire. There was no help for it; his Honour gave orders to 
suspend the hearing of the cases on the list and admit the applicants. 





The first application was one of much delicacy and interest, requiring | 


the greatest technical experience ; and it gratihes us to report that his 
Ifonour was fully equal to the task. The applicant, a young married 
lady of prepossessing appearance anxiously sought his Honour’s opinion 
as to the best form of feeding bottle for her little cherub (produced), 

His Ilonour, with the utmost promptness, remarked that the Patent 
Duplicate Self-Adjusting Feeding-Bottle, manufactured by Messrs. 
Blank and Blank, had been found most successful in application, and 
that a small quantity of slaked lime added to the contents of the bottle 
would be found useful in preventing ‘‘ rickets.” Milk, when undiluted, 
was apt to give rise to a painful acidity. 











To the next applicant his Honour remarked that a foundation-skirt 
should be gored at the back with a straight seam up the front, in cases 
where a double width was not procurable. He was also of opinion 
that corset-bones composed of horn, in place of whalebone, constituted 
one of the grossest impositions to which modern trade lent itself. He 
was doubtful of the efticacy of any of the so-called curling-fluids ; but 
was decidedly of opinion that a nun’s veiling polonaise, when much 
gathered, should be unpicked before dipping, He doubted whether 
** Pippie”’ would be able to exchange two old d’oyleys (odd), a patent 
curling-pin, a brass thimble, three torn numbers of Ae/rravia, and a 
Rose-bud Floral Calendar, for a sealskin dolman or a cream and old 
gold cachemerette tea-gown with applique ruchings of autumn twilight 
plush ; but there was no harm in trying. 

The court rose at six o’clock, when his Honour walked home, reflect- 
ing with much satisfaction on the events of the day. But all changed 
when Mrs, Honour met him at the door, and began, with solemn and 
crushing words, ‘* Wel// pretty exhibition you have made of yourself; 

ery edifying you must have looked giving your opin 1 
Our Keporter was unable to hear more, as the street door closed. 











Our “Moderate” M.P. 


[A Conservative organ says that Lord Randolph may not oust Mr. Bright from his 
seat, but he must certainly have convinced many in Birmingham that he can speak 
with moderation and judgment !} 

We didn’t know R. C. 

Was a ‘‘ moderate” M.P., 

This 7s a welcome change. 
But if he should oust John Bright, 
Most people would unite 

In saying, ** lor’, ou(st) strange !”” 





IT must be difficult to extract much gratification out of being wrecked 
and drowned in deep water, even with the advantageous surroundings 
of exciting tragic scenes; but, after an adventurous life at sea, to be 
tumbled under a small boat and suffocated in two feet of water is surely 
downright unsatisfactory yet that was the fate of a hardy fisherman at 
Brighton last week, 


| your hat is not worth sheltering.” 








| better attention to their duties, 


OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL HAS A HIGH OLD 
AUTOMATIC TIME. 


‘WHAT a capital notion!” I exclaimed, dropping a penny into the 
designated slit, and taking out a box of wax vestas Irom one of those 
Automatic Match Supply Apparatuses now so general in the Metropolis, 

‘‘ Yes,” returned my friend B., who had just ascertained his weight 
by dropping his penny into the money-slit of the Automatic Weighing 
Machine which stood close by ; and was, as he spoke, writing a hurried 
line to Mrs. B, on a post-card secured by a similar deposit of cash in a 
third automatic apparatus. ‘‘ Yes,” he went on; ‘‘and to think how it 
has been developed, too, already !” 

*‘ What !” I cried, “‘are there more of these *‘ Help-yourself Machines’ 
about London, then?” 

B. laughed at me with effusion. be 

I was about to protest against this, when, to my disgust, I stepped into a 
slushy puddle. ‘*Confound it!” I cried, ‘and nota shoeblack to be seen,” 

** Shoeblack,” echoed B. ‘* Come here, do.” 

So saying, he led the way to the nearest lamp-post, to which was fitted 
a kind of wooden box with a couple of pigeon-hole-like orifices, 

‘‘ Just slip your two feet in there,” cried my friend; ‘‘and now stand 
prim,” He dropped two bronze coins into two narrow slits in the lamp- 
post, and forthwith I felt that my boots were being vigorously brushed 
by a hidden apparatus, which suddenly ceased. 

Instinctively I drew out my feet, and found that each boot was polished 
to a positively phenomenal brightness. 

‘‘ Capital !” I exclaimed, as a drop of rain splashed upon my nose, 

‘*Come!” said B, jokingly; **you must protect those boots even if 


‘¢ But I’ve no umbrella,” I answered. 

‘* But you have threepence, I suppose?” queried my friend, as he pointed 
out to me a sort of duplicate pillar letter-box, painted green. On it was 
an enamelled notice :—‘‘ Parties reguirine the temporary use of umbrellas 
are respectfully asked to drop threepence in bronze through this aperture.” 

I dropped that sum, and with a loud click, the body of the pillar-box 
opened in the middle, each section turning back far enough to make visible 
a serviceable gingham umbrella (bright yellow, with big magenta spots), 
which I at once seized, thereby causing the pillar to close up again. 

**You carry your loan ‘gamp’ as far as you please,” explained B., 
‘and when you have done with it, you merely post it in the orifice at 
the back of the umbrella pillar.” 

‘* I’ve forgotten my cigarette case ; can you oblige me?” I asked. 

‘* No,” said B. ; ** but if you’ve a penny you can help yourself once 
more.” And he drew my attention to a box which was fastened on the 
top of a postal pillar. 

I again supplied my wants, and on we walked, But I soon stopped. 
‘* B..” I exclaimed, ‘*we are going wrong, I fear; let’s ask a policeman,” 

‘* First you must find one,” answere| my friend. ‘* But why bother 
when you can have a pennyworth of Post Office Directory by placing a 
coin on that bone button in the wall there, and pressing it down?” 

And he was right too; for, on following his advice, a board painted 
to resemble brick-work flew back, and revealed a reading-stand on which 
was fastened the book of reference we needed. 

Irom this point onward it seemed that every moment of my time was 
occupied either in getting change for sixpences or in dropping the bronze 
money into a series of assorted apertures. It required some pluck to put 
my head into what looked like a padded hole in the wall; but I did it, 
and a capital brush-up my hair had before I took it out again, Nor did 
I like the notion of posting my hat in what looked like a gas-stove. 
But in this case, my ‘‘tile” was gently blown out of a kind of exag- 
gerated peashooter, shining like a new one, 

At length, however, after having my nails cut automatically, and 
eating natives automatically opened, I aid demur to follow B.’s advice to 
post myself in a big man-hole at the corner of the street, with a view 
of being blown home automatically through a tube. 

It is true I procured the opening of this man-hole by planking down 
sixpence in bronze; but then, as [ was at length diving down, I sud- 
denly found that I had actually fallen asleep as I had stood filling up 
a post-card just procured by me from the automatic stand at Charing 
Cross Station; and had, in dozing, bumped my head against the iron 
frame of the apparatus, 

So we are not quite as automatic as I thought—at least not yet, 








THE School Board electors of West Lambeth may be advised to keep 
their eyes upon the Rev. A. W. Jephson, Vicar of St. John’s, Waterloo 
Road, a cleric of very liberal views. This young reverend during the 
summer distinguished himself by flinging bombshells into the camp of 
the South London Sanitary authorities, thereby causing them to pay 
He is the very man to wake up the 
sluggards of the School Board, 





DISTINGUISHED VISITORS.—Those who are seen. 











Eee 


eo NOON 

















NOVEMBER 4, 1885. 


FUN. 





203 








Our Political “Low Com.” 


[Lord R. Churchill, in a recent speech delivered to the farmers and their servants 
sneered at people with tall hats, black coats, and black bags. A daily paper presumes 
that the noble lord, when he speaks at rural meetings, dresses himself for the part in 
a many-flowered waistcoat, gaiters, etc. ] 





SINCE Randy attacks town attire 
When out on the stump in each shire, 
He ought, if he studied true art, 
Correctly ‘‘ make-up” for the part. 


In gaiters and flower-hued vest 
Our Indian Sec. should be dressed, 
And a jacket of brown velveteen 
Would add to his countryfied mien, 


And his views, too, he ought to explain 
To Hi: dz, in a dialect vein, 

As thus :—**’Ecod ! varmers, tak’ noit, 
They Lib’rals bain: worthy yewr voit ! 


‘* Us Consarvatives, we be the chaps 
Tew give Gladstone (yewr encmy) © > 
So I hopes as yew’'ll voat, by-’n-bye, 
For Toaries, zurs—spesh’lly for I! 


** Uphold mzze an’ Loard Salisbury’s ends, 
For we be the varmers’ trew vriends !” 
Now, even this jargon cin’t be 


More strange than the views of R, C, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpIToR oF ** Fon,” 


S1r,—If I hated Plaisanterie last week, what do you think my feelings 
are this? Acute? Rather! Those whips sting more than ever, I 
think. Intense? I think so! All the boots have been new soled, 
Inexpressible? Well, I can’t find expressions strong enough, in spite 
of some experience. In fact, what with indignation, and whips, and 
boots, and inexpressibles, I never had such a dressing in my life, and 
I place no reliance whatever upon the attached 


TIP FOR THE SHROPSHIRE HANDICAP. 


ON Guy Fawkes day we'll hie away 
From where the squibs and crackers are, 
And hold our course, 
Without remorse, 
For where the horse 
And backers are. 
We'll take our pitch, and ponder which 
Shall be our king, Benzonian ; 
And sure I am there’s little sham you'll find in Ham- 
bledonian, 











And Kinsky may be in your way 
(The phrase is, p’r’aps, ambiguous) ; 
We'll see ** good biz, ” 
Writ on your phiz, 
While Fulmen is 
Contiguous ; 
And Richmond’s Duke may, by a fluke, 
Astonish each civilian ; 
And some with ease may look for fees from Mr, G.’s 
Vermilion, 


In going for the Emperor 
A party not unwary is ; 
And worth our screw 
Both I and you 
May find that Lu- 
minary is ; 
Thebais might sustain the flight, 
And serve you in a handy way ; 
But best by far of all that are, are Isobar 
and Sandiway,. 


I’m still on the track—not a racing track, by any means—of that pin; 
I expect to come up with it shortly. Meantime, who sent you absolute 
second and third for the Cambridgeshire? Rely on me—the only safe 
man,—Yours, &c. TROPHONIUS, 








THe Church Defence meetings seem very useful in provoking warm 
language, fierce squabbles, and Christian pugilism. One of these 
sprigh'ly gatherings broke up in wild confusion a few nighrs back, the 
company separating after mixing up a hymn with *‘ Rule, Britannia,” 
and yelling the curiously unmusical compound at the top of their 
melodious voices The canon who presided roared silence many a time 
and oft ; but silence came not, 
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ALL’S FAIR IN LOVE AND WAR. 


Ouartermaster O' Rampart, —**Confound it! There's _ Private 
McFirepot flirtin’ wid that pretty little servant gurrl I’ve been winkin’ at 
for the last month. And she’s sweepin’ the dust over him too, as 
swately as if she’d known the spalpeen for years. Shall I bate a 
strategic retrate, or shall I take the boy onexpectedly in the reaar, and 
order him to barracks for comin’ into the streats widout brushin’ his 








trousers?” [Mc Firetot was ordered to barracks, 
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PUDDLER KEEPS 

















“THE FIFTH.” 
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} ics @ good old-fashioned custon,” said So, to the delight of Mrs. P., he comstructed halfa-dozen “ guvs,” and He issued early invitations to all his 
7 Puddler, “ and 1 li keep it properly this year.” made ex'ensive preparations for a bonfire in the back-garden. (N.B.—The friends to witness the display on the . 
‘) nice lixt'e boys next door were much interested in the operations.) Fifth. f 
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And. everything being arranged, had a 
cosy evening on the night before ata friend's, 
discussing the morrow’s entertainment. 
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_ But, meanwhile, the nice litule boys next door climbed 
garden-wal! ard anticipated events. 
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And, on Puddler’s returning home, this was th: 
scene that met his eye. (Pudoler was not in- 
sured, and he’s not very free now with his 
coppers when asked to ‘‘ remember the Fiith of November!” 
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Ralli Round! 


(At a meeting in Somerset the other night in support of Mr 
1g about in all directions, and the wildest excitement prev.ilet. | 


Ralli 


chairs were 





riage of hops from that country to the h is 3d. per cwt. cheaper 
than it is in Kent. The British brewers think no small beer of the 
Tasmanian hops ; thev hail them with delight. Some English growers 
speak bitterly about them. 


Now Keaay. Price Ome Shilling ; Post-free 1s. 244., 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1886 


Yi THIS meeting wasn’t all serene, AMONG THE MANY CONTRIBUTIONS IS 

7 Sie town tty tied a, itil A SCREAMING FARCE BY GEORGE R. SIMS, 
RT They (like the clown in a comic scene) ENTITLED 
of Soon went i for a “Rally.” “THE MOUNTED PATROL.” 
ih It is a good step across the briny ocean from Tasmania to London— Other Humorous Prose and Verse ly 
: 1 rather more than a hop, step, and a jump, in fact ; however, the car- Tope epee ye ig a | nl gg ae coe ce Fama 


van, H. Cuanczs Newton, Ernest WARREN, 
vita, H. C. Sassions, 
Ler, Acten A. Dowty, J. W. Houcuromw, C. H. Warinc, J. Norman, Cis 
Brooxs, H. M. 








Artuur T. Pasx, H. G. Somer- 

H. Jounson, R. Buriar, C. S. CHertwam, LAUNCE 

Pautt, H. Wacstarrz, C. J. Dunpniz, Aucustus M. 
Moorz, ano J. Asusy STERRY. 





















IRCULAR 
»POINTED 


pencil, and aeither scratch nor 
Siz 
post free - 
S PEN WORK 


CHGS RHRESTYVESEE a 
“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 
effective in all those cases in which we 

ve prescribed it.” —Afedical Press. 
2/9,,4/6.,.and llj-. Of ail Chemists. 


PEN 


Write as smoothly as a jead 
the points being rounded by 2 new process 
aworded. Assorted Samole Box, 64 
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Cadbury's 
CAUTION—11 C 0 C 0 p) 


Cocoa thickens in the 
GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 


cup, it proves the 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE GAIETY.—The programme is 
here, and no mistake. Bi/iee 
Taylor right well sung and acted, 
and Zhe Vicar of Wideawakefeld 
almost funny. Whatever success is 
scored the latter is plainly a 
com s success though, from the 
twinkling ankles of the volatile 
Polly to the ing brows of the 
a pen Roberts, all he igh 
irits bounding—emphati 
Conndlion — enthusiasm, There rf 
something of a feverish haste, and a 
determination - to - carry - it - with-a- 
rush - and - not -let-you-think-about- 
it over it all, and the authors dis- 
as into the background rather 
—but who cares? Not I. Miss 
Lindon’s imitation of Miss Terry is 
still the point of the piece. Miss 
Emily Spiller, an ample but nimble- 
footed lady, now plays Miss Violet 
Cameron’s part—she rather fails 
when she succeeds, but succeeds 
more when she somewhat fails. 
(You'll have to identify the *‘ she’s ” 
in this paragraph for yourself— 
blame the English language for the necessity, and not me.) 





Tus Gatety.—Iner-PHaeBe-Ly 
CHARMING, 





THE revival of Billee Taylor, though, is the most interesting part of 
the programme, because Miss Marion Hood is in it, and I like Miss 
Marion Hood, Secondarily, it is an extremely funny piece, and all the 
parts give a chance. Then the music is 3 » and though of the 
“catchy” order, bears repetition well, These, with its pretty and 
quaint dances, always make it welcome. 


Miss Hoop sings the part with taste and cleverness (once or twice 
she allowed herself to be almost inaudible however), and as for looking 
it—well, go and see! Roberts is in his element, and scores heavily, 
his make-up is lovely, and his Eliza in the hands of its original expo- 
nent (Miss Coveney) is as funny as ever—and so on almost through the 
cast, It is so much for Mr. George Honey to score well, even asa 
follower of the exquisitely unctuous Dallas, that I name it specially. 
Mr, Jarvis, too, is capital. 


THERE was something queer about the stage management the night I 
was there. The cy wasn’t up to time, so the chorus had to 
go off, while Jarvis and Miss Coveney came on and (what I believe is 
called) **cackled.”’ Later (or earlier, I forget which), Miss Milner 
tried the same game (so it cannot be said that Milner’s safe), Then 
the trap didn’t bring Roberts up | aw 

perly in Scene 2 of the Vicar, and he 
said some dialogue with his feet out of 
view, as though he had acold, and was | 
sitting with them in a tub of hot water ; 
I expected every moment to see him 
tallow his nose with the golden-flamed 
candle at hiselbow. There were other 
evidences of some sleepiness around, 
but I suppose they are in a transition 
state here, and only gathering them- 
selves for a spring at Christmas— 
which seems a rather ambitious at- 
tempt to accelerate the seasons. 
There could be no doubt about the 
“go” of the pieces, however; one 
enthusiastic gentleman, in particular, 
wanted to ‘‘enn-core” everything. 


Tue CRITERION, —I ought to have 
mentioned it last week, but I couldn’t 
for laughing! Zhe Candidate is back 
again and has had a triumphantly 
successful return. The beauty of this 
piece is pen they - _ oA new 
topics as often as they like and not a , 

make the least difference to the story. ‘he tan Gas 
To say it goes with roars of laughter 

won't do—it goes with hurricanes, tornadoes, and simoons of laughter ; 
good healthy laughter too, with nobody “‘a penny the worse,” except for 
aching sides, which every member of every audience takes home with 
him, Except that Miss Evesson occupies the place lately held by Miss 











Kate Rorke, the changes in the cast are unimportant. Mr. Wyndham 
is as energetic and feverishly funny as is his wont, and Mr, Giddens’ 
sad depression in a false (political) position is as ludicrously comical as 
his treatment of the ** burst out” at the end of the second act is clever 
and no less comical. Misses Saker and Coleman, and the unctuous Mr. 


Blakeley score as per usual, 


THE ing piece Naval Engagements, which has enjoyed the first 
place in the bill since about the middle of the glacial period, and which 
threatened, at one time, to rival the run of 7%e Scapegoat of late Queen’s 
Theatre memory, is at length to be withdrawn. Planché’s Court Havour 
takes its place on Saturday. By-the-bye, it might be well if all manage- 
ments cast their first pieces as well as they do at the Criterion. 


Tue St. JAMES’s.—Mr, Pinero’s version of Ze Maison Neuve has 
been produced here under the title of Mayfair, and nobody seems to 
like it much. The two principal characters appear to somewhat 
resemble the hero of a romance who was guilty of all known crimes, and 
a few extra ones of his own invention, but who had yet one bright spot 
in his bad black heart—he loved his aged mother. Mr. and Mrs. Roy- 
dant indulge in a good deal of doubtful (and not at all doubtful) conduct 
on the strength of their affection for each other. This is what people 
say they think. I’ve not seen the piece myself—when I have I'll let 
you know if I think so too, 


THE STRAND.—How anyone could expect success for a piece with 
such a title as 7he Rubber of Life; or, the Best of Three Games, isa 
puzzle, A play with that title was presented here the other morning. 
There was little in the piece beyond the time-honoured villainous plans, 
over which a special providence of success is spread, lest they should 
expire of their own fatuity ; which providence fails at the last moment, 
as no one doubted it would from the first,—and so on. There are 
occasions when the dialogue, or some special feeling for character, will 
compensate for this kind of thing. This was not one of those occasions. 
Though divided into five acts, those acts were short, and so was their 
shrift. One gentleman appeared with some success asa sort of English- 
French phrase-book—French remarks in one column, and the transla- 
tion in another. The piece was well cast. 


THE NOVELTY.—The announcement ot Mr. Edgar Pemberton’s 
name as one of the adapters of Money Bags, produced here at a matinée 
on Thursday, was rather a surprise to me, as I should have credited 
that gentleman with sufficient stage tact to have seen the uselessness of 
the piece in its present form. There is the germ of a fairly good piece, 
but it is so inexpertly handled, and the whole is of such a jelly-fish, 
ungraspable style of structure. There is a crude sordidness about some 
of the characters which is evidently not intended ; several of the great 
points are ineffectively put, and none but the most indulgent audience 
would stand to the business of the last act. It is about twice as long as 
it ought to be, as well, 





Tue acting was good, Miss Blanche Horloch—a young lady hitherto 
only an actress in an amateur sense, I believe, appears to have some 
aptitude for the stage, though of course, showing those crudities which 
only experience can eradicate—made a more than creditable first ap- 
pearance. She is attractive in person, and ladylike and refined in 
manner ; I like her much, but she must cultivate more light and shade, 
Mr, Lionel Brough was very funny as an unnecessarily boorish young 
man, and the extraordinarily clever facial humour of Mr. Willie Edouin 
was worth anything to see. Miss Atherton is always entertaining and 
piquant, but her opportunities were small on this occasion. Messrs. 
Hargreaves, Gardiner, and Quinton acquitted themselves well ; and Miss 
Kate James was lively as a smart servant maid, on rather cheery terms 
with her superiors, 


Nops AND WINKS.—Yesterday (Tuesday) afternoon Miss Lydia 
Cowell, who has been severely ill for severely-ill weeks, was to have 
appeared at the Strand in a new comedy-vaudeville by Mr. James Mor- 
timer, and I have no doubt she did. It was too late for me to notice it 
this week ; we'll see about it next, eh ?—A/one in London is on at the 
Olympic. That also I ct to upon next week, I believe 
Mrs. Conover has ‘* ile.” She is plucky, anyway. I should 
scarcely have thought her likely to ris-C onover campaign just yet.— 
Miss Minnie Palmer’s Mr. Rogers is at me again. He refuses to chalk 
one to me. He says he isn’t ‘‘crushed, caught, or sat upon,” and 
wriggles out of his untenable position by saying M.P. (Aés abbreviation, 
you remember) did sot know anything about Cagers, only saw a pro- 

amme, and Ae added the rest. What am I to do with a feller like 

? You know he only bothers me to get me to answer him, and 
have a nice little advertisement. So, though I don’t think much of his 
defence, I cry “beaten,” and take a back seat, until Minnie (my 
abbreviation, you recollect) comes, when I trust there will be a front 
seat reserved every night for NESTOR. 
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A Mist-erious Month, 
(WiTH APOLOGIES TO A GREAT BUT UNKNOWN Po:zt,) 


PLEASE to remember, 
That this is November, 
When fogs ’gainst our happiness plot ; 

















Though I fancy there’s reason 





That this wretched season 
Won't easily be forgot. 
For apart from mist 
There now exist 
Electioneering games ; 
And, by-the-bye, 
You'll find lots to ** guy,” 
When — some candidate’s aims. 
ome cry, cry, 
That Gladstone is pf wing lie ; 
And Randy now spots 
All ‘* chimneypots ”— 
As Joseph he tries to defy. 
Don’t swallow boys, swallow boys, 
Any such thing, * 
For Tories are hollow, boys— 
Give them ther ** fling.” 








And also remember, 
That soon in November, 
The Lord Mayor’s show drew a lot. 
And to note you’ll have reason, 
That sprats are in season— 
A fish which great gourmets like hot. 
And on the day |. 
Of the Mayor’s display a 
Was the birthday of Albert E,— Cs am 
Who is otherwise known, | 
As the Heir to the Throne, 
And the Heir may he long, long be. 
And “guy, guy, guy,” 
On the Fifth was the blatant cry— 
And the crackers’ bang 
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Caused many a pang 

To the timid passer-by. 

Why follow, boys—follow, boys, 
All such vile things? 

We'd fly from you, hollow boys, 
If we had wings ! 





Macsmasher,—** VYr'v—E BEEN MAKING SOME ALTERATION IN THIS?” 
Macsplasher.—*' ALTERATION ! 
Macsmasher.—‘** Aye! 


HALF-FINISHED. 


MAN, A’VE PENTED OOT THE HAUF O'T!” 
VYe'vE IMPROVED IT!” 








Mr. Fun in Lat. 5037° 4, W.S.W. by E. 


WITH a view of exposing the stern and implacable severity of the 
criminal law as applied to “ First-class Misdemeanants,” Mr. FUN pro- 
poses to include in his autobiography (if he ever writes it) a harrowing 
account of his sojourn in Coldbath—(the very name revolts and horrifies 
with suggestions of torture in ¢i7s weather)—Fields. Under the head- 
ing—or we might call it head-and-shouldering, from its length—‘‘ My 
RESIDENCE AMID CONSIDERABLE LATITUDES FOR NOT-VERY-LONG- 
ITUDE,” Mr. FUN treats of his incarceration, which he characterises as 
‘the most familiar of all his experiences.” 

Mr. Foun says:—‘‘ Thus it came to pass. I had, as usual, been 
having a fling at everybody all round, when a tipstaff arrived with a 
pitchfork to convey me to the Old Bailey, where I was soundly kicked 
and ~— in a thorough draught for twelve hours in a coal-cellar, 

‘**It was then apologetically explained to me that I had been taken 

for a juror, and, as it was now discovered that I was a defendant, the 
judge very considerately descended and gave up his bench to me. 
Having been found guilty of libellously poking fun at all and sundry, I 
was conducted by seven tipstaffs, specially attired in new and gorgeous 
liveries to wait upon me, into a sumptuously furnished apartment, where 
I was requested, with many salaams, to amuse myself until a coach-and- 
six, sufficiently luxurious to suit a First-class Misdemeanant of the 
Finest Brand, had been procured for me. In the meanwhile, I was 
entertained at a grand banquet, at which three judges, attired as butlers, 
waited upon me, Ina short time the coach was ready.” 
Mr, Fun then proceeds to give a minute and graphic account of the 
gorgeous decorations of the vehicle and the trappings, the picture re- 
minding us of the magnificent arrangements of some Oriental potentate, 
Mr. Foun continues :— 
_ “On my arrival at Coldbath—the name being, by the way, altered 
in consideration for my feelings to Tepidbath—Fields, I was conducted 
to my suite of apartments (which forcibly reminded me of Versailles), 
where the governors of all the metropolitan prisons, arrayed in a hand- 
some livery emblazoned with my monogram and arms, prostrated them- 
selves at my feet, and escorted me to a divan of plush and bullion.” 








The mind recoils with horror at the mens picture of the brutalities 
and hardships to which the First-class Misdemeanant of the Purest 
Water is subjected. It is the same tale of deliberate torture and cruel 
tyranny and privation all through :— 

‘“* No one was allowed to visit me, with the exception of all my rela- 
tives, friends, acquaintances, and anyone else I might desire to see; 
and even these could only gain access to me at all hours of the day and 
night, and were only allowed to remain as long as they chose. I was 
repeatedly informed that the whole prison establishment was at my 
disposal, and existed virtually for my convenience during my sojourn 
there, I may mention that my family were permitted to reside with 
me, ” 

What wonder that, under this fearful ordeal, Mr. Fon’s health 
entirely broke down in the course of ten minutes, necessitating his in- 
stant removal, Curiously enough, *‘ the prisoner howled dismally when 
his discharge was made known to him, and kicked so violently that the 
whole staff were required to remove him.” 

Surely it is high time that the cruelties inflicted on Extra Superfine 
First-class Misdemeanants within our prison walls were made sub- 
ject of a parliamentary inquiry. 

—o EEE 


More than Half a “League” Onward, 


{It has es discovered that Sir Henry Wolff was the hero who founded the Prim- 
rose 


Tue P.L., it » owes to Wolff its existencc, 

liow noble of Wolff thus to brighten our earth ! 

But wherefore doth Wolff keep so far in the distance, : 4 
While the League’s ‘‘ Squires” and ‘‘ Dames” cause such glorious mirth? 

Perhaps he regards their high “‘jinks” with some loathing, 

For 'twould seem our wise Wolff is a sheep in Wolff's clothing ! 





Nore.—Lord Salisbury’s shooting party in Burmah will commence 
operations on or about the 14th instant. 
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ON THE PREVENTION OF DISEASE, 


. Barthélem others are convinced hydrophobia is curable by strong action of the will. These parties, when attacked, get up and go about their 
Me 3 with a f mech drive voy etn away, ieee’ of d Pad of it—a plan which (they tell us) succeeds admirably. It is a capital notion, and doubt- 
less applicable to any other disease, Sideeut poovieus memastaient, ox ohesation, or injury to the article to be fitted.) 

















A correspondent writes :—‘‘ Dear Mr. Fun, being lately told by the doctor that my case was one of something ‘catching’—measles or something—I said to myseii, 
‘I will not be laid up! I will be merry, and go about as usual.’” 
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Rode, as usual, in public conveyances, informing my fellow-travellers of the capital plan 1 was pursuing. And what, Sir, was the result? In three days I was 


hearty, and engaged in my usual employments. I may mention that most of my friends were subsequently “‘down” with the complaint—a proof, Sir, of the 
“A Pieasant Customer.” 


effects of apprehension and nervousness in promoting the spread of disease.—I am, yours truly, 
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ROUSE AND JOIN YOUR CHIEFTAIN’S BANNERS, 
'TIS YOUR WILLIAM LEADS YOU FORTH! 
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WHA WADNA FIGHT FOR WILLIE?” 
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MARCHING TO BATTLE. 
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“* ROUSE, ROUSE YE KILTED WARRIORS ! 
ROUSE, YE HEROES OF THE NORTH! 
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A PAINFUL story comes to hand 
About a Native of the Strand. 

Some person, in a thoughtless way, 
Inquired, ‘* And how are you to-day?” 
That Native of the Strand his eye 
Grew troubled as the April sky : 

** Just take a seat,” he said, said he, 

** And I will get my book, and see,” 
Then in foreboding, gloom, and doubt, 
He got his little note-book out, 

And said in tones subdued and grave 
**T find I’ve walked along the pave 
With dexter shoulder toward the wall 
Ten score and seven times in all, 
While six times less I’ve heel-and-toed 
With dexter shoulder toward the road ; 
From which I glean my spine is bent 
A fraction under three per cent : 

I thank you much ; but, truth to tell, 

I fear I am not very well,” 





Another narrative, replete 

With horror, comes from Oxford Street 
It tells of one who's never free 

From terror of bacteriz ; 

From early dawn to set of sun 

He's ever » **Look! There's one!” 
Then, thirsti the microbe’s blood, 
He kneels amid the roadway’s mud, 
And undermines with nails and teeth 

A wooden block, and beneath ; 
And, when at bay, in fear and wrath, 
The organism sallies forth 

With wild umbrella waved in air 

The man attacks him here and there. 
Now, as the taht eae public views, 

A sanguinary fight ensues ; 

The two combat without remorse 

Till separated by the force, 

By this the traffic is, they say, 
Subjected to severe delay. 


















THE DHATH-DEALING METROPOLISI-HARROWING EXAMPLES OF OCANTLIE-ISM. 


, 





We hear a sadder story still 
About a man on Ludgate Hill : 
His life is awful to endure 
Through dread of spinal curvature, 
For ev'ry single step (or pace) 
Upon the pavement’s sloping face 
He takes another, so they say, 
Reversely—back—the other way : 
’Tis therefore needless to declare 
He never reaches anywhere. 

His painful case is said to be 
Inspiring wide-spread sympathee, 
And persons passing by present 
The wretched man with aliment. 
And now and then, as persons pass, 
He begs to see a looking-glass, 
And sadly scans it, with intent 

To notice if his spine be bent : 

In this, his portrait, by his phiz 
He has decided that it és. 





A tale which causes mental pain 
Has reached our ears from Mincing Lane : 
A man who has his office there, 

But sleeps in Brixton’s purer air, 
Regarding with forebodings drear 
The City’s fatal atmosphere 

As being deadly unto men 

From want of proper oxygen, 

Has made a rule (the rumour saith) 
On no account to draw a breath— 
For fear that he should not survive— 
Between the hours of ten and five, 
On Tuesday last, while thinking hard 
And consequently off his guard, 

(For ruin cometh in a jiff 

And overwhelms), he sniffed a sniff, 
And took in air—the merest pinch, 
Three-quarters of a cubic inch, 

He now has taken to his bed, 

And looks upon himself as dead, 
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He engages an eminent 
writer of fiction to compose 
his address to the electors, 


Muggins determines to contest Mug- 
leton, and sends out his Portrait (ideal). 
isgust of other candidate, who thought 
there could not possibly be a more 1m- 
posing-looking person than himself. 






— =~ & = Se aac, wih did ” ; z 
And, to crown all, he obtains the 
services of a popular music-hall singer 
to sound his praises. 
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But when it becomes necessary for him to 
appear before the electors, his reception is so 
unsatisfac-TORY that he deems it prudent to 
retire, and abandon for ever the hope of being a 
Member of Parliament. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpIToR oF *‘ Fon,” 


telling what he knows, 
senger, we shall have a chance of getting at the bottom of this mystery 
at once. Awaiting your reply, I proceed with my 


TIP FOR THE LIVERPOOL AUTUMN Cup, 


THE Prophet was contemplatively scratching of his head, 
‘* A longish list of entries for to grapple with !” he said ; 
‘* A crackish set of animals, confusing to the choice, 

But / must speak my tip, I must, with no uncertain voice. 


‘** There’s Florence at the head of them, a lovely horse to see, 
And almost up to carrying its impost—nine-stone-three ; 

But ‘‘almost” isn’t quite enough, and Florence is a case 

Of ‘ possibly the winner, but more certain for a place,’ 


** Thebais is regarded, too, with favourable eyes, 
But hardly look upon him as a placer if you’re wise ; 
And Hambledon and Sandiway (especially the last) 
May prove to have the faculty of going extra fast. 


‘** The chance of Eastern Emperor is pretty, I allow, 

But I’ve grown a little tired of Eastern Emperor by now ; 
And I rather think that Lonely can do better if she tries, 
And taking her with confidence is what I would advise. 


‘* Eurasian is rather extra capable, I think, 

And something more than nothing could be managed with Stone Clink ; 
And surely Lady Adelaide will serve a fellow’s turn, 

And who can doubt his chances if he favours Royal Fern? 


** But Gonfalon is certainly as good as I have met, 

And something like a winner you may picture in Clochette ; 
In fact, I’d say a certain one, but then such chances are, 
And so I give myself a second string with;Isobar.” 


And here the aged Prophet paused, but still his forehead bore 

The print of thought upon it, but he didn’t say no more. 

And still, when all the world had said *‘ Good night !” and gone to bed, 
That Prophet stood contemplatively scratching of his head. 





A Pressing Oall, 
Tue ‘ Albert Edward” floor of the Chelsea Hospital for Women, a 
floor which contains twenty beds, and which has been closed for two 
years owing to the scarcity of funds, has just been opened. The 
number of poor and suffering women immediate treatment 
increased to such an extent, that the management felt it their duty to let 
these wards be occupied, notwithstanding that the hospital is still in 
debt to the bankers to the extent of £1,500. FON wishes that all who 
go into debt had such good cause for it. And when he points out that 
this deserving institution has neither endowment nor invested property 
from which to draw funds, Fon feels sure that his readers will lose no 
time in sending donations tothe best of their ability;—alsotothe Secretary. 





THE Promenade for Fashionably-attired Ladies. —Birdcage Walk. 





If you'll send the price along by special mes- | 


‘ | if elected, to urge upon the House, is the imposition of a “tax on bachelors.” 
S1R,—I’ve found a man who says he believes he knows where that | x — si P ! 


pin is: he’s waiting in the passage for a half-pint as a preliminary to | 


Burleigh’s Bait! 


{Among other equally remarkable reforms which Mr. Bennet-Burleigh has promised 


AH, sly B. B., how ‘cute is he, 
This bait for ladies thus to dangle! 
With all his statements they'll agree, 
E’en though they with the stern sex wrangle. 
A ‘‘ tax on bachelors,” you know, 
He’d introduce, and that right early. 
At this the “‘ sex” will pleasure show, 
And will insist that men-folk go 
To vote for Mr. Bennet-Burleigh ! 


‘*Oh, what a dear!” the ** sex” will say, 
Who want themselves or daughters wedded, 
** All bachelors a tax should pay ; 
Too much by them is marriage dreaded,” 
And so, whate’er the men-folks’ views— 
Yea, even though we seem quite surly— 
The ladies will support B.’s ruse ; 
Then which of us will dave refuse 
To vote for Mr. Bennet-Burleigh ? 





Music Critiques. 
** BITTER SWEET VALSE,” by Caroline Lowthian heme by J. B. 
Cramer and Co,, Regent Street), This valse is decidedly more sweet 
than bitter, and has already become an acknowledged success, though to 
our taste it is not worthy of Caroline Lowthian’s ability, her previous 
valses having shown greater originality.—‘‘ Why Must We Say Good 
Bye?” words by Henry Treadwell, music by Edith Cooke, the same 
publishers. The words and music are both sad, full of a melan- 
choly sentimentality, and quite appropriate to the subject.—** Peace, 
Troubled Heart,” words by H. L. D’Arcy Jaxone, music by Ciro 
Pinsuti, is also published by Messrs. Cramer and Co, There is a very 
religious strain pervading the words, and the music is thoroughly 
harmonious ; it is set in three various keys to suit different voices.—We 
have received from Frederick Pitman, Paternoster 'Row, the following 
music, all worthy of favourable criticism:—*‘ Idle Moments” is the title 
of a schottische by Leonard Gautier, We consider the mements 





passed 
in truly realising M. Gautier’s charming composition not idle, but well 
spent, as the result will prove unten Bon Ton Polka,” by the 
same composer, is really one of the best polkas published this season, — 


‘* Summer] Dreams,” a waltz by Jessie Monson, ps any beater 

well marked time, and written in a simple as Agpahee vote” 

by the same composer, is harmonious, but monotonous and 

claims ye eiontiy, wcoae-aleanel oo and tunefal, with the time 
ims to ty, t 

nicely, but not too ly are om ate Dawning of Love Waltz,” by 
i Foy, will be to hold its own among the 

number of delightful waltzes, written for a dance-loving public.—Pit- 


man’s Musical Monthly, Vol. II., contains the most varied styles of music, 
songs, dances, etc., not only for the piano, but violin and banjo. When 
we say that Franz Abt, Schmnmann, Schubert, Wagner, Meyerbeer, 7 


Von Suppé are represented, with many other composers of 
that there are portraits of Madame Marie Roze, Miss Anne Willem 





| we can leave the success of this publication to its own merits, 


Messrs. Santley, McGuckin, Maas, and Milton Willings,—we are sure 








— 



























































es nem mu St = tre. 
Fes aerate: 


SRST a 








































MAE a of a 8B ITN he BA 





212 FUN. 


csitiinetamaneniiad 


NOVEMBER II, 1885, 








ENIOKNAOKS. 


THERE are ominous mutterings abroad in certain tight-trousered 
classes, that it has actually dawned on the cloudy-brained public, that 
jockeys and trainers continually play into 
each other’s hands; while the English turf 
is a very dirty, rotten turf; and the words 
“noble sportsman” synonymous with 
disreputable knave. Grave complaints 
are made by the cloudy-brained public 
that the Jockey Club does not do its duty 
by any means; and a well-known sporting 
writer reasenably suggests that the sport 
should be carried on ‘‘under entirely new 

ement.” In our opinion, Justice 
Hawkins, the ikey sporting judge, would 
make an excelJent turf dictator; and that 
incorruptible body of men, the staff of 
Scotland Yard, useful subordinates to 
him, 





Tue hearts of some men are as hard as tinned oysters. An armour- 

lated German landowner has prosecuted a pretty waitress for kissing 
bim against his will. Irish landowners have been charged with all sorts 
of monstrosities, but we don’t recollect one having been accused of such 
a terrible outrage as the cold-blooded Teuton has been*guilty of. It is 
only fair to state that the magistrate, who was obliged to fine the girl for 
a technical assault, did so, with fatherly tears in his eyes, and offered 
her five times the penalty fora daughterly embrace—which she gave 
him. 


Tue Hornsey side of Highgate Archway is no longer convenient to 
commit suicide from, well-spiked rails having been erected—rails 
warranted to wreck the clothes of the most enthusiastic suicide, and 
damp his ardour. The Islington Vestry, after a number of mean excuses 
and a deal of miserable procrastination, have agreed to protect their side 
of the bridge. Meanwhile, a special constable, who has been in holy 
orders, is stationed on the bridge to give religious advice to the persons 
meditating self-destruction, who inform him of their intention. 


INTERFERENCE between a man and wife enjoying a domestic quarrel 
being rather more dangerous than meddling with ferocious bloodhounds 
at dinner, generally ends unpleasantly. The other day, a gentleman 
threw a lighted paraffin lamp at his step-daughter, and set her on fire. 
On being asked why he had done so, he replied, ‘‘she aggravated me 
very much by interfering between my wile and me, when we were 
having a bit of a shindy. I couldn’t get any peace at all for her.” The 
arbitrary conduct of the police has prevented this gentleman from at- 
pean his step-daughter’s funeral, as he would have wished to have 
done, for he bears her no malice now, 


Tue prices Sir Spencer Wilson and Lord Mansfield ask for East Park 
and Parliament Hill are almost prohibitive. These noble gentlemen 
doubtless bear in mind the successful manner in which the Duke of 
Northumberland, the Duke of Norfolk, and the Marquis of Salisbury 
extorted money from Londoners, for land required for public good, It 
is necessary that these two pieces of land be added to Hampstead Heath; 
and if Sir Spencer Wilson and Lord Mansfield will not come to terms, a 
Bill must be introduced to render the sale of the land at a fair valuation 
compulsory. The interests of the community demand it, These open 
places are indispensable to the future health of London, 


Mr. CHILDERs has caught a bad cold. He is the very politician one 
might expect to take cold in any weather, chilly or otherwise, 


ARCHDEACON DENISON says Free Trade has been the ruin of Cheddar 
cheese. Certainly those pieces we see exposed on cheesemongers’ 
counters appear as if they required Protection—from old women’s fingers, 


Tracy TURNERELL! is still exercised in his mind by what people say 
about him. He derives no comfort from the knowledge that people 
don’t care a dump what he says about them, 


THAT respectable and respected old gentleman Mr. Ruskin upset his 
friends lately by y muttering to himself the words *‘ Pawn, 
pawn mate.” matter puzzled, and vexed them greatly. The 
revered art critic had always expressed a strong aversion to ‘‘uncles”’ in 
his youth, he had scorned them in the prime of manhood, and there 
seemed no reason why he should have courted the acquaintance of 
avuncular relatives in his age, much less to advise others to do so. Yet 
those strange words, ‘‘ Pawn, pawn mate,” continued to pass his vene- 
rated lips, while he seemed buried in thought. At last his friends, 
unable to bear the suspense any longer, demanded an explanation. It 
was given—the savant had taken it into his head to study chess, 








Sore haven’t yiz heard of the illigant § 


foight ——- 
Theyr’e havin’ at Bira (a place in E is 
Tralee), 
Och! Whisht whoile oi tell yiz how 
Capt’n Moonloight : 
An his rollicking bhoys had the 


An’ sure, thim’s the bhoys that are — 
If they meet an ould man, or a 
(An’ the bhoys are together), sure, 
Of the dozen of thim (if he’s } 


An’ aven alone (as ye naydn’t be | 
Anny koind of man they would 


(Provided, av coorse, he was dacently 








THE DOYLES OF TRALBE. 


a 





divil’s own shpree ; 
brave wid a gun; 
choild, or a maid, 
divil a one 


masked) is afraid. 


tould), 
bowldly attack, 








ould, 

An’ wid proper oidays about turrning his back) ; 
An’ after a colleen that’s runnin’ away, 

They would up wid the gun, never fearin’ at all, 
An’ they’d foire on a baby in bed anny day 

If the baby was shlapin’ and turrned to the wall. 


But whin anny shpalpane comes takin’ a tarrm 
Wid a dirty intintion of payin’ the rint, 
That's the toime whin their bravery shtroikes wid alarrm, 
For be jabers, they make the toime-sarver repint ! 
They all mushther in foorce, wid their masks an’ their guns, 
An’ they crape to the place in the dead o’ the noight, 
Thin, hurroo for the shpoort, if the farrmer but runs !— 
An’ by that same token oi shpoke of a foight. 


Where the Reeks of the J/acgillicuddy aroise, 
A landlord (bad luck to the troibe anny way) ! 
Evicted a tinant—ye’ll aisy surmoise 
’Twas simply becase the gosoon didn’t pay ! 
Then up got the bhoys an’ they putt it about, 
If anny one tuk the place over the head 
Of the patriot cratur the squoire had turrned out— 
Well, they said they’d boycott ’um, an’ meant whatt they said, 


But Pat Doyle came an’ tuk ut as bowld as ye plaze ! 
Av coorse they boycotted the blagyard that day ; 
But Doyle an’ his family worked at their aise, 
And seemed rather plazed at their shtoppin’ away. 
“* Sure, it’s toime, thin,” said Casey (the foire-atin’ Tim), 
** For the bhoys of the capt’n to take to the flure,” 
So they made up a party, an’, soilent an’ grim, 
In the dead of the noight they crept up to the dure, 


Och wirra ! ochone! for the fate of the brave ! 
The Doyles by surproise they intinded to take ; 
But (though all dacent folks were ashlape, oi belave) 
Sure Doyle an’ his sons, the mane bastes, were awake ! 
The poor bhoys all turrned cowld, an’ they longed for the prashte ; 
They trimbled, they scarce could howld on to the gun, 
For one of thim Doyles was eliven at laste ; 
So whatt could the poor chated bhoys do but run ?} 


There were foive of those divils of Doyles, d’ye see ; 
So the bhoys (who were eight) were outnumbered, alack ! 
Och ! they chased thim down hill, an’ the shtones rattled free, 
An’ a moi Fae ae sone. coment pots, Fim bn, Se baqh. 
He cried loud for marcy, an’ shwore ’twas but fun; 
But his fraydom, ochone! was a thing of the past, 
For the Doyle had a pitchfork an’ Tim but a gun; 
So, av coorse, the poor bhoy had to give in at last, 


An’ the boys of the capt’n are scattered, bad scran ! 

An’ no more can they plee at their pathriot games ; 
a hy lavin’ the counthry as fast as they can 

(For they know that Tim Casey will give up their names). 
Thin, ochone ! an’ ochree ! let us wape for the brave 

(A *‘ south-west ” on the Doyles, though they seem very well) ; 
An’ here's death to the Saxon (we'll dance on his grave) ; 
Bad luck to Lard Spinser! Hurroo for Parnell ! 
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Marching to Battle. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


Hoots ! Awa’ aboon the Tweed, 
Ready for a *‘ friendly lead,” 


Keystone of his Party’s arch, 

Acting on its joints like starch, 
He appears in Bonnie Scotland 

Just for another Election-march, 


See, his throat no longer hoarse, 

How his voice renews its force, 
Rallying around his standard 

Waverers in a triumphal course, 


Tory foes may groan a deal, 
Doubters cry ‘‘aweel, aweel!” 

Yet above the din and hubbub 
Loudly the Liberal bagpipes squeal. 


Let opponents shout and sing 

That he’s done for—no such thing ! 

For the Grand Old Man’s still 
frisky, 

Equal to giving a Lowland Fling, 


Wherefore hear what he shall say, 

Closely watch him dance and play, 

And you'll learn the trick to con- 
quer 

Over the hillocks and far away. 





“I Told You So.” 


OF all the subjects past a joke, 

Commend me to those caustic folk 

Who, brimful of their own conceit, 

Can thus a fallen comrade greet— 
*¢ We told you so !’ 


If, skating on some winter’s day, 
You tumble down, these gentry say, 
‘6 You should have taken our advice, 
And not have ventured on the ice— 
We told you so!” 


When Master Johnny breaks his 
knees, 
It heals no whit his injuries 
To hear his distant nursemaid chide, 
a from her Guardsman’s 
side— 

**T told you so!” 


While, to the victim cross’d in love, 
There ne’er are wanting mentors 
who've 

Acquired on some prophetic day 
The right presumptively to say— 

** We told you so!” 


Long as the nations shall endure, 
This balsam to their propre-amour 
Shall by the multitude be laid, 
And that old shibboleth be said— 
** We told you so!” 


Yet still, whene’er mishaps occur, 
Confessedly we all prefer 

Those kindlier natures who refrain 
From joining in the parrot-strain— 


Once again the Grand Old States- | 
man | 
Into Midlothian’s realm doth speed. 
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** We told you so!” 


EVOLUTIO 


On hearing the tocsin in ev’ry direction 


Arousing the folk for the Gen’ral Election, 
Said Mr. Gorilla, a candidate ‘‘ thorough,” 
‘‘I’m hanged if I don’t go and canvass the 


borough !” 


So, taking his hat (which much needed improve- 


ment), 


He danced through the street with a fairy-like 


movement ; 


And soon at his heels did a small baboon-band 


spring, 


NARY ELECTIONEERING. 
(A DARWINIAN DRAMA.) 


spring. 


Our candidate capered, his knobkerry waving, 
While four-handed voters around him were ra 
And gay was his face (sketched by our Mr. Griset), 
In fact, friend Gorilla seemed most free and easy ! 


His splendid complexion, his finely-formed 

Soon fixed the attention of all the beholders ; 
But whether our friend of success was a captor, 
Must now be reserved till the following chapter. 





While an ape in advance tumbled many a hand- 


’ 








as the captain’s ship was heavy. 


merged in tar and rolled in feathers. 





_AT North Shields the captain of a steamer was fined £5 for allowing 
his vessel to be overloaded, so as to submerge four and a 
the deck—penalty, exactly £1 2s, 6d. per inch. We fear the magistrate 
shielded the captain ; the punishment he inflicted was as foolishly light 
: Skippers of this fellow’s character 
richly deserve lynching at the hands of honest seamen, by being sub- 
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Ready Friday, November 13th. Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC FOR 1886, 


Illustrations and Literature by the best Comic Artists 


and Authors of the Day. 
OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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IMPRESSIONS OF A LORD MAYOR’S SHOW. 














A Billion of Roughs . Banner of the Procession. (Gin and) Watermen with the Dog-its Coat and Badge. 





Effigy of Dick Wettingtongue. 





























with Banners, Scarf and Favour), with his Mace. the sth). 


The Worshiptal Company of Porkbutchers, Beadle of the Compary (wearing A few ‘‘ Guys” (surplus stock from 














Some Clowns from Astley’s. 
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IF YOU WISH TO BE WELL AND KBEP WHLL, TAKS 





CAUTION.—If | 
Cocoa thickens in the | 
ee he, ; cup, it proves the 
Wards off the attacks of CHOLERA, Typhoid, and all Malignant | addition of Starch. 


Fevers. Speedily cures Acidity, Flatulence, Heartburn, Impure 
Breath, Indigestion, &c. It destroys all disease germs, and from its Q HARANTEED Pll R 7 AN 
purtying action ia absorbing all impurities ia the stomach and bowels, . 


gives a healthy tone to the whole system. 















WARNING ! 
When you ask for 


Reckitts | 


Biue 


See that you get it! 


As bad Qualities are offen subst tuted 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

ITE OLY MPIC,—In spite of Mr. 
Buchanan’s having thought it 
necessary to conjure up the dearly- 
beloved bogy of the mediocre play- 
wright (our familiar friend, the 
‘* organised opposition’), in order 
to draw special attention to his 
and Miss Jay’s new play ; in spite 
of the want of trust in its drawing 
qualities, exhibited by the genially 
impudent misquotation and man- 
gling of the criticisms, and in spite 
of the authors themselves having 
called it a magnificent production, 
Alone in London is not at alla 
bad play. I took my seat in the 
theatre, with no high expectations 
in the matter of originality, or 
even, at points, probability; and 
I left that seat at the conclusion 
of the play, having experienced no 
disappointment whatever. 








I OBSERVED that ‘‘ the organised 
pposition”’ is evidently expected 
to put in an appearance each even- 
ing, as most of the things to which 
they objected have been permanently excised or modified, 

THERE is little in the piece that has not been cone before ; some- 
times better—generally worse. The supernaturally innocent, long- 
suffering, and occasionally absolutely idiotic heroine; the impossible 
and inconsisteat philanthropist; the elderly Fagin, Melter Moss, Father 
Christmas, or whatever you like to call him ; the humble, good-hearted 
couple ; even the painfully female gutter-lad—all, all have served the 
turn of the humble melo-dramatist this many a long decade, Alone in 
London is a very good piece of its class—not a very high class, perhaps— 
and some of the details towards the close are worked out with some- 
thing more than ordinary skill, but there is nothing in it at all to make 
any particular fuss about. One point should be noted to the credit of 
the authors—the attempted murder necessary to supply that sime gud 
non, the ** sensation,’ is committed in a state of rage, and not with the 
more usual cold-blooded premeditation, 








Ir is advertised as ‘‘a great popular success ;” but, then, other things 
are advertised as ** Opinions of the Press ;” and as some people read 
the Zimes for themselves, others the ).7., yet others the Dazly Nezs, 
still others Ze Sportsman, and so on; why—you know—eh? 
Garbling is not altogether a judicious move, it creates distrust in other 
statements. There is no reason 
why the piece shou//n'¢ bea popular 
success, however, 








A Goop slice of that succe 
would be due to the acting. The 
truth and ease of Miss Amy Koselle 
method, with force and colour just 
in the night place, are invaluable ; 
the acting is so natural one forgets 

‘funnature”’ of the character, 
Miss Jay is no more like a gutter 
| than Iam (not so much !)—but 
lays well, according to her lights, 
ind with some efttect. Messrs. 
Standing, Leonard Boyne, Percy 
Bell, Farquhar, and Dalton Somers, 
and Miss Nellie Palmer “‘ play up”’ 
well with good firm grip, and no fault 
to be found, Mr, Standing, in par- 
ticular, is better suited than he has 
been fora long time. Mrs. Juliet 
Anderson, whose advent was 





heralded with a good deal of the nS 
‘‘ puff preliminary,’ gives a some:- 
what mediocre rendering of a sub- 

j - , , Dire »M \ Wa " YTRAY 
ordinate part—an Irishwoman who Pea: . stb 
has lost her native brogue and picked Procramme, — , , 


up an inferior substitute, 


= f COMEDY. 
ere t} Very appea nce linc! j ling he nm) 
y appearance (including her own) 

. 7 ; . ‘ 


Miss Melnotte has started her managerial campaign 
meaning to win. I 
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as had as most opera-bouffes ; and I should ¢izm/ (but refuse to kx: 

until I’ve heard it again) that the music is quite as pretty, unpretentious, 
and melodious as one nee! wish. The play consists of a little bit of 
olert Macaire, and a lot of stupendous nonsense; but, except that it 
drags dreadfully in the last Act, on account of the ‘‘eking out” 
process found necessary, this saves thought and enables one to concen- 
trate the mind and attention upon the elucidation of the important 
problems—‘‘ Which is the prettiest chorus-girl?” and ‘* Why have the 
liveried servants in the last Act such short sleeves ?” 


Tug members of the company are, for the most part, familiar to 
Comedy patrons, Miss St. John comes back in capital voice and form, 
Mr. PBracy also; then we have Mr. F. Mervin, Mr. F. Wyatt, and 
Miss Kate Munroe (the designer of the dresses, by the way—and he has 
done them with an original hand—has given her two of the prettiest, 
albeit they are but white). Mr. Paulton, part author of the piece, is 
droll in his way, which seems to be an exceedingly popular way ; and 
Messrs. J. WW. Bradbury and Percy Compton, and Misses Everleigh 
and Edith Vane contribute to the general efficiency. I suppose Miss 
M. A Victor is funny, too; she made me laugh a good deal; but she 
hasn’t much of a part. Dresses and scenery extra good, 


By-THR-WAY, Miss Everleigh’s name is a pitfall; it always seems to 
be inciting people to write it ‘‘ Eversleigh,” and sometimes it succeeds, 
I saw this danger long ago and solemnly promised myself never to be 
taken in. On the previous page, however, I find with chagrin that I 
have fallen into the trap—in the midst of my degradation it is some con- 
solation to know that I have secured a pun by the error. 


Tue STRAND (Morning).—A new comedy-Vaudeville called W72fey, 
adapted from the French by Mr. James Mortimer, and produced here 
last week is just a little bit vulgar and just a big bit weak. There were 
some bits of fun in it ‘*dialogue-ally’’ (!), and Messrs. C. Glenny and 
G. Moore, and Miss Lottie Venne, and Miss Lydia Cowell were good 
in themselves, but I don’t think we shall hear any more of //7/-y, so 
why say more? —_—_—_ 

Nops AND WINKS,—JLoose 7iles has passed its hundredth perform- 
ance at the Vaudeville. —Next Monday M. de Solla’s Szsexa will be 
performed by a choir of two hundred ladies at the ‘‘ proms;” two 
hundred is as many as any composer need re-choir, at least he can’t feel 
Sollia-tary under the circumstances.—At the Theatre Royal, Accrington, 
a new farcial comedy by Mr. Leopold Wagner, entitled Cards, or 
Trumped by a Knave will be produced by the Stimson Comedy Com- 
pany.—The Queen has presented Madame Marie Roze with a diamond 
locket as a souvenir, after hearing her sing at Balmoral, What will she 
give when she hears her again? A pair of hearings, perhaps !—The 
Princess Lili Dolgorouki will play ona real Stradivarius (a present from 
the Grand Duke Vladmir) at the Westminster Aquarium, in conjunction 
with the Viennese Ladies’ Orchestra and the Grenadier Guards’ Band, 
(There’s superlatives for you!) They commence on the 28th prox. 

NESTOR, 








The Beaconsfield Skirt. 


(A LAY AS (S)KIRT-EOUS AS WE CAN MAKE IT.) 


1 " ‘2 o } r 
nt ligur -at tne niog 


[‘* The Peaconsfield skirt, we hear, is to make an importa 
election. It is to be a sort of uniform for the Dames of the Primrose League 
to be adorned with the symbolic primrose.” —Daily Paper. } 

IIo! gather round, ladies, for fain I'd desire 
To tell of a certain new-fangled attire 
Lecreed to be worn by all ‘‘dames”’ who wish well 
To that strange combination, the wondrous P, L , 
Which forges most killing Conservative darts 
In strange ‘*‘ habitations ” in various parts. 
All ‘* dames ’”’ who Conservative doctrines assert 
Must wear this new garb called ‘‘ The Beaconstield Skirt.” 
‘Tis made of blue serge, and its cut is correct, 
And for trimming, with Primroses it must be decked, 
For the Primrose, you know, so all Tories agree, 
Was the favourite plant of the mighty Lord b, 
(As a matter of fact, he a rap didn’t care 
For this wee yellow flower which Tories now wear.) 
And the Tory ‘‘ dames” think they will Rads. disconcert 
$y wearing the Primrose-decked ‘* Beaconsfield Skirt !”’ 


But, bless you! this garb in which ‘dames ” now invest, 
Won't cause much alarm to the Liberal breast ; 

For in it the ladies are swe to look nice, 

As they do in apparel of ev'ry device, 

And the principal good this new skirt has displayed 

Is the giving of dressmakers rather more trade ; 

But the *f dames” mustn’t think wicked ‘‘ Libs.” to convert 


srt ft 


by their fad, the new Primrose-trimmed ‘* Beaconsfield Sku 
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“HOOD'’S COMIC ANNUAL,” 


bLEss us, how the time flies by! We always gauge the close of the 
year by the advent of **IIood’s Comic Annual,” which appears with 
the same regularity as the turkey poult. Yea, it appeareth long after 
the swallows have ceased to circle, and about the same time that the 
itinerant gardener is a!ilicted with a morbid desire to do your garden up, 
an\| smoke out your neighbours by burning dead leaves and other rub- 
bish. ‘* Ifood’s Comic Annual” does not come forth with the pensive 
deliberation of a caterpillar crawling from his crysalis, but bounds out 
— witli the precipitation of a gay young chicken breaking from his 
shell, 

To the general progress of appreciative festivity, and the wide-spread 
thirst after ticklesome knowledge—the source of unalloyed pleasure and 
galopshus enjoyment—is to be attributed the success of ‘* Hood’s Comic 


Annual.” Besides, when one comes to think, it is a very economical 
shillingsworth. Deary!—a déjeuner of cold boiled brickbats would 


appear a toothsome, digestible meal, were ‘‘ Ilood’s Comic Annual” on 
the table. Strange enough there are people who don’t buy this ludget 
of all that’s good. It is not, we are persuaded, saying too much to 
affirm that when you see a thin, yellow-faced man with a violent squint, 
knock-knees, watery eyes, a red nose, and a cough like a bulldog’s 
bark, standing at the corner of a street spouting Socialism, you may be 
sure you have found a man who does not buy ‘‘ Hood’s Comic Annual.” 
He may steal it, but he does not buy it. We concur with the rest of the 
press that ** Hood’s Comic Annual” is the best show of its kind this 
year. Let anyone bring a hundredweight of statutory declarations, 
thirty-one affidavits, a corkscrew, and—and—well, we'll swear to it. 

*** Hood’s Comic Annual’ is as full of life and humour as of yore. 
Its pictures are as clever, and its sketches are as bright, as in any year 
that has past. There are so many good jests of the pen and pencil that 
it i the best.”—AZornine Fost, 





is difficult to fin 
af “ wat ‘ ashe 


*€*Ffuod’s Annual,’ first in the field, is exceptionally racy, very 
body is sure to be tickled and amused by Mr, G, Kk. Sims’s droll anc 
lively story of ‘The Mounted Patrol.’ . . . ‘Hood's Annual’i 
this year remarkably entertaining.”’—/%enny //lustrated, 

** The illustrations comprise some capital hits at follies of the day, an 
the literature is (juite up to tlie modern standard.” —MNevs of (he lord. 

‘© Any who are alilicted with a fit of the ‘blues’ can be confidently 
recommended to try the quality of the medicines prepared by Doctor 
Sims, Webber, Dunphie, Leland, and other gentlemen who hav 
graduated in the schools of wit, humour, and fun,”’—e// 5 /7 

‘* A very mine of good things, and a post ollice directory of the most 
brilliant /¢¢ératures in London. No household this Yuletide can be 
considere(| complete without a copy.”—Sfort man. 

‘* Maintains its own against all rivals,”’— Weetly Zives, 

‘* Will be found to afford abundant amusement for all who can enjoy 
a hearty laugh.” —/aily Chronich., 

** Contains 2 mock sensational story by Mr. G. |:. Sims which ts per- 
fect in its burlesque. The humorous illustrations appear more tho- 
roughly comic than we remember for soe years past.” —/ /oyds’. 

‘* This amusing annual still maintains its wonted superiority over most 
rival publications, The issue for the coming year is of exceptional ex- 
cellence as regards both letterpress and illustrations,” —A’eynolds’. 

‘“‘ An excellent shillingsworth, filled as it is with lively letterpress, and 
good and funny illustrations,’—/:ntr'acte, 

** Conspicuous for the excellence and variety of its mirth-provoking 
literary and pictorial contents, Where there is such uniform merit, it 
would be invidious to particularize. The leading features of the Annual 
consist of racy sketches, eccentric storics, remarkable absurdities, 
amusing poetry, quaint conceits, and innumerable comic illustrations. 
Considering the nature of the contents the amount charged for the book 
is surprisingly small.” — Western Daily 1% 
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A SONG OF THE DISSOLUTION. 
THE WAY WAS LONG, THE VOTERS COLD, | | SEEM’D TO HAVE KNOWN A BETTER DAY; 
THE MINISTER WAS WEAK—NOT OLD; | 
HIS WITHER’D HOPES AND MESSES GAY 

















THE LYRE, HIS SOLE REMAINING JOY, 
| WAS CARRIED BY THE OFFICE BOY, 
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THE TWO LORD RANDOLPHS. 


(‘‘ It happens,” says a Conservative contemporary, ‘‘there are two Lord Randolphs in one. There is the Lord Randolph 


who is one of the most industrious of politicians, who is capable of working in the study for eight hours a day, and who —* a! 
understands that the first business of statesmanship is government and administration. The other Lord Randolph,” it points er 
out, “‘is the brilliant, pungent, humorous ‘ slogger a ‘ bruiser’ such as the opposite ranks are supplied with.”] Floral Fictions. 
THuIs is the Gentle Randolph, THIs is the Raging Randolph !— THE PHLOX, means ‘our souls are 
Who studies intently eight hours a day, Who scents the battle afar, and ‘‘ goes” united,” 
And never indulges in jokelets gay ; _ Right for the faces of Liberal foes ; So the Language of Flowers gives 
Nor rushes about in a rampant style, He here is the ‘* Bruiser” of terrible form, out ; 
All Liberal statesmen of sense to revilc. Who gives it (he thinks) to Gladstonians warm, And when we're in love, and d: 
IIe believes in sound business-like statesmansbip, A furious frenzy arouses his hair— delighted, 
And never yoes in for a verbal slip ; Ilis nostrils quiver—his eyeballs glare ; We fancy that’s true, there's no 
But steady, industrious, truthful is he, Ile lets go his fist with a mighty bang, deubt! 
And he’s always observed to go home to his tea. And indulges, the while, in the choicest slapz. \ca, whenever we woo ‘ncathi th 
I{e never goes in for tlie bullying plan, ‘And attitudes fierce doth he strike alway, cloak of dark Nox, 
lor he ts such a quiet and good young man— Yet, strange to say, no onc shows dismay, Sweet statements like that we can 
Such is the No, 1 Randolph ! Or runs from the Ieckless Kandolph. utter in Phlox. 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor oF ** Fon.” 


S1r, if you please, I’m totting up 
The chances for the Derby Cup, 
And shall address you, for the time, 
In rather ordinary rhyme. 


Among the better horses are 

Both Sandiway and Isobar, 

And, though the former ‘* bust me 
up ” 

I mean to back him for this cup. 


Thebais, too, that good may come, 
Shall be supported for a sum ; 

And something, also, one may earn 
By doing business with Lucerne. 


But, best of all I've mentioned yet, 
The Duke of Richmond or Clochetie 
(The last for choice) shall take the 
‘* puss,” 
I’m yours (of course), 
TROPHONIUS. 


DOTS BY THE WAY. 


THE DISSOLUTION. 


Now that lParliament’s dissolved 
The old M.P.’s have resolved 
To get back into their places if they 
can, 
What a flutter there will be 
In the cot of each M.P., 
Madly fighting with each other, man 
to man. 


They will fight through thick and 
thin, 
Each one certain he will win. 
There’ll be Hobbs, and Dobbs, and 
Stiggens of the bin,— 

All a-swearing stout and loud, 
To the rough and yelling crowd, 
That he’s the ‘‘man for Galway” 

if they only put him in, 











An Account of the Celebration. 
By tHE GHost Oo! iHE LATE Mr. BARNEY MA‘UIRE, 


OcuH ! the ad-mayor-ation at the celebration 
Of the installation of the great Lord Mayor ; 
How the lovely dresses of the aldcrmanesses 
And the fine marquesses were beyond compare ! 
Shure there you saw the Corporation 
In all the glory of its great estatc, 
And their lovely ladies—faith, each one an aid is 
To making days loike this a greater trate. 


The Show advancing, and the steeds a-prancing, 
Their riders glancing at some swate colleen ; 
Bedad, it was glorious to hear the uproarious 
Hurrahs that welcomed then that charming scene. 
Then the trumpets all blowing, and the big drum echoing 
It’s thunders down the thickly crowded street, 
Acd the flags bravely flying, as if there defying 
The foe on British soil to set their feet. 


And then came the dinner—och ! as I’m a sinner 
I niver saw before a lovelier spread ; 
There were tall stately waiters all bringing in ’taters, 
And bafe, and mutton, enough to turn one’s head. 
And oh ! the grand speeches from bhoys in knee-breeches, 
Who poured out phrases while they poured out port : 
And the beautiful sayings, and the hip-hip-hoora-ings, 
And—ah ! thank ye, surr, I'll take a weé dhrop short. 





Why will Critics never tell the Whole Truth ? 


DisGustep and indignant at the remark of a writer in an English 
society journal that French women are the ugliest, boniest, and most 
angular in Europe (I’rench journalists so easily take offence at anything 
uncomplimentary said by any of their English comfréves), one of the 
most brilliant of the world’s purveyors of new ideas, exclaims, ‘‘ Why 
did not the dull-witted brute complete his slander, by adding that 
ae women have all two left arms, in common with the women of 
england ?” 
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THH NEW SYSTEM. 





It was a very strange plan of piocedure, that showman’s, to be 
sure. 

Yet he had appeared to think the thing out well before commencing 
operations, He deliberately sat down and mused for many hours ; then 
he looked out the names of the most celebrated and the most notorious 
persons in the world; then he set to work, 

**Tut, tut! Whatever can possess you to go and fling mud all over 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, utterly ruin his beautiful new clothes, 
and render him an object of irreverent ridicule in the eyes of passers 
by?” said the showman’s friends, ‘‘ Surely you cannot know the fear- 
ful consequences !” 

**Tt’s jest the consequences as I’m desirous of,” replied the show- 
man. ‘*I may get locked up for a little while for assault, but then 
consider the glorious reward as follers !” 

It was useless to expostulate with him. As soon as he had worked 
out his punishment for that freak, off he went and so worked upon the 
feelings of Mr. Bradlaugh by dint of judicious argument as to convert 
him into a rigid Tory, a staunch Episcopalian, and a writer of goody- 
goody tracts. His next proceeding was to prevail upon the Salvation 
Army’s opponents to let it severely alone, and cease to be annoyed at its 
obtrusive ways: then he wrote a crushing satire upon Mr. Gladstone’s 
policy : then he formed himself into a small body of blackguards, and 
threatened a theatrical manager to goose his new piece: then he pul- 
verised some Land League murderers with dynamite, and re-estab- 
lished safety of life and property in Ireland: and then he blotted Russia 
out of the universe, 

** Well, you /ave got yourself in a nice mess!” exclaimed his well- 
wishers. ‘** What caz have prompted you to——?” 

‘‘Wishin’ for to take advantage of a useful hint,” replied the show- 
man. ‘* You see, my show ain’t too prosperous; customers has been 
falling off for some time, owing to the depression in trade; and the 
poor old show wants stimulatin’ a bit—wants ‘new blood ’—new and 
startling attractions. So I thought if I just earned the undying grati- 
tude, and zealous co-operation of a few of the most celebrated and 
notorious characters in——” 

‘* Farned their gratitude! Well, that zs a good ’un.” 

‘Ves, that’s what I said—earned their gratitood.” 

‘‘ What ?—by flinging mud and writing crushing—— 

‘* Fx-actly,” replied the showman deliberately, ‘‘ Aren’t you aware 
of the new and improved state o’ things—how the latest way to get a 
person to assist you is to do something he has a particular roote«! objec- 
tion to. Perhaps you don’t happen to have read this in the newspaper : 
—‘The greatest triumph of Mrs, Weldon’s career so far is fixed for 
Friday next. On that evening this lady takes her benefit at the Grand 
Theatre, when there will be offered, by way of special attraction, nothing 
less than Dr. Forbes Winslow, who will make his first appearance on 
any stage, ‘to oblige Mrs, Weldon,” in Wot Alone. Dr. Semple will 
sing in the fourth act.’ Mow, why did I shy mud at the Archbishop of 
Canterbury? Why, because I wants him to come and sing a comic 
song in front o’ my caravan, that’s all, Why did I convert Mr. Brad- 
laugh if not to earn the gratitude of the electors of Northampton, and 
get em to attend my show in a body? Why did I cause the Salvation 
Army to be unmolested? Why, because half their chance is gone 
without the martyrdom they’re eager for; and I want Mr. Booth to 
come and stand asa waxwork. Why did I write that satire on Mr, 
Gladstone? Because I want him to recommend my show to the electors 
of Midlothian, to be sure. Why did I threaten that manager? Jest 
because I want the loan of his theatre, gratis, for my benefit. Haven't 
I pretty nigh snuffed out Mr. Parnell by establishing safety in Ireland? 
—and won’t he come and spout in front of my show? And last, but 
not least, haven’t I, by blotting out Russia, pretty nigh give a death- 
blow to—Mephistopheles, ain’t he called ?—himself, and won't /e assist 
me with real sulphur, and so forth?” 

Whether the showman has gained his ends we don’t know yet, His 
advertisement is out—but seeing’s believing. 








LAVINIA’S PECULIARITY. 


I’M very pleased to say that Miss Lavinia de Priest 

Was nothing like an ordinary person in the least ; 

(As ample cause for pleasure, I am ready to aver— 
What should we do if ordinary people ‘* favoured ”’ her!) 


The individuality she managed to express 

Was not at all connected with the fashion of her dress, 
She chose no imbecilities her person to adorn, 

(Except such imbecilities as happened to ** be worn”). 


It wasn't that the general community could trace 

A modicum of ugliness in figure or in face, 

Her figure and her features were without the least defect, 
And singularly beautiful in every respect. 


It wasn’t that defective education left its mark, 

(She’d work the most abstruse of Euclid’s problems in the dark) ; 
It wasn’t that she hoarded all her money in the bank, 

It wasn’t that she gambled, and it wasn’t that she drank. 


It wasn't that she—stop a bit! I’m pretty nearly poz. 

You’ve had enough of ** wasn’ts,” so I’ll tell you what it was; 

It was acertain firmness and decision, striking dumb, 

Some people called it ‘* character ’—**‘ pigheadedness,” said some, 


This firmness and decision into prominence she'd bring 
In every way, at every point, in ev'ry little thing, 

No matter what her neighbours or her relatives could say, 
She fervently insisted upon having her own way. 


She’d have her way in this, you know, she’d have her way in that, 
She’d have her way in putting on a bonnet or a hat ; 

She'd have ‘her way” with any individual she'd meet, 

She’d also have her way when she was walking in the street. 


If five-and-twenty people wished to take a little walk, 

If six-and-twenty people wished to stay at home and talk, 
If four-and-twenty people at a bal] would have a spin— 
And she clesired the opposite she’d have them all give in, 


If anyone attempted with her way to interfere 

She'd stab him with an epigram or crush him with a sneer, 

If anyone disputed her imperative demands 

She’d challenge him to fight her, at Boulogne, upon the sands, 








(It isn’t just incumbent on the poet to explain 

The reason of her going on in such a lofty strain. 

But, there, she had a will and, I’d observe, it’s clear as day 

That folks who have their will are pretty sure to have their way !) 


And still she often said that people put her in a pet— 

She couldn’t understand the opposition that she met. 

‘‘ That I’ve a right to have my way, I think, is pretty clear, 
And why on earth should anyone attempt to interfere?” 


And then she’d say (becoming argumentative in tone), 

‘* It’s surely not too much that I expect to have my own? 

Pray, why should people poke their nose in other folk’s affairs ? 
It is my way I want—it ain’t as if I wanted ‘heirs / 


‘* And if 7’ not to have my way (I may be rather slow), 

I don’t see <vho's to have it; pray, does anybody know? 

Folks may be rather grasping (though I never would condemn), 
But clear enough y way could be of little use to them,” 


It pleased her much, this argument, and, when she had the chance, 
It was this little argument she hastened to advance ; 

She didn’t find it very satisfactory, poor Lav— 

They said her way was just the very thing they «vou/dn's have, 


So they called on her, and led her by the hand from her abode, 

And took her very carefully and set her on the road 

That leads to far and distant climes, and other lands than these, 
And said, ‘‘ Young lady, ‘haf’s your way, so take it, if you please!” 
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KNIOKNAOKS, 


THAT modern law and ancient custom will come into conflict, after 
the elections are over, is a pretty safe prediction for a political prophet 
to make. The old- 
fashioned ‘‘treat- 
ing” system will 
take a deal of kill- 
ing. People are 
certain to forget they 
mustn’t ‘‘treat.” 
Ere meandering to- 
wards the polling- 
booth, brandy-nosed 
gentlemen will look 
slightly shocked, 
perhaps, when 
ananiacs who pro- 
fess teetotalism, 
and worry pale-faced 
candidates with 
toast-and-water questions, invite them (the rubicund ones) to drink to 
the success of Washerly Cokermilk, the people’s candidate for Squash- 
ville. Yes! they will look slightly shocked perhaps; but they will 
accept the invitation willingly, promise their votes fervently, and neither 
they nor the ananiacs will toast the candidate in cold, cold tea. 


AN employer of labour recently brought an action for breach of 
contract. He felt aggrieved because the *‘bust up” of the contract 
prevented him netting 350 per cent. on the job. And not such a very 
large profit, after all, he thought, when taking his working expenses 
into consideration. Why, he paid the girls he employed a matter of 
two shillings for a week’s work consisting of fifty hours only ! 


CHINAMEN are having a rough time in the States just now. The 
mass of Americans, like the immortal General Cyrus Choke, U.S.M., 
are ** Devoted mind and body, heart and soul, to Freedom, sir—to 
Freedom, blessed solace to the snail upon the cellar-door, the oyster in 
his pearly bed, the still mite in his home of cheese.’”’ We presume it is 
the ardent clesire to foster liberty, and show their glorious independence, 
that induces Americans to try their hardest to crush Chinese labour in 
the States, and kick the industrious Celestials out of the great Republic. 
It is the love of freedom, we suppose, that compels them to permit their 
country to be used as a nest for a pack of murderous, thievish, mercenary 
half bred Irishmen to plot and develop their outrages in. 


Tiik police have been again trying to obtain liquor under false pre- 
tences at the Hatcham Liberal Club, with a view of getting a conviction 
against the manager. The trick was once more a failure. It might be 
well to serve the next zealous officer who fraudulently represents him- 
self to be a member of the club, and asks for a fluid, with a stifly 
loctored drink calculated to check his scampish propensities. Fellows 
who lend themselves to such a rascally meanness as club-sneaking must 
¢ disappointed area-sneaks, who have been cast off by the cooks in 
their neighbourhood, 


IN the State of Maine, U.S.A., where the sale of intoxicants is 
prohibited, the cup that cheers and inebriates is vended by chemists 
under the name of croton oil, One dayan artful police spy, on business 
intent, called in at a fashionable druggist’s and asked innocently for a 
glass of croton oil. The man of drugs recognised the man of wiles and 
snares, and after elevating his eyebrows, and expressing surprise at the 
order, filled him a bumper of that violent catharic. The detective 
tipped it off rapidly, howled, and fell on the floor writhing. Aftera 
few days in hospital he came out an altered man, his zeal had gone for 


ever, 


Some uneasy folk are already worrying themselves as to what is to be 
done with besotted Theebaw when we have toppled him off his throne. 
There is no need for anxiety on this point; his subjects will probably 
take care of their bibulous monarch immediately after his overthrow— 
if not before. Even if they fail to do so, and the worst comes to the 
worst, we can invite His Imperial Highness over to Merrie England 
and make a lion of the vicious jackass. 


Tree boys died lately in St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, poisoned 
through bathing in that reeking stream of abominations, the Lea. If 
the Queen, General Viscount Wolseley, or even the Prime Minister, 
were to fall into this mixture of filth, very possibly the Government 


might take the loathsome Lea question in hand. Until some such | 


terrible accident occurs, the Lea will wander on in its criminal un- 
cleanliness, dealing death on all sides. 





SUMMED UP. 


Wuat Mr, Fon had to say, and to maintain, was this—** You show 
me an English judge and I'll show you a model of fairness and equity. 
Look here—I’ll put down my English judge—there ; and now you just 
put down a more perfect production atop of him. Yah! Can you do 
it? No, youcan’t! There—yow had better dry up!” 

Those were Fun’s sentiments; what marvel then that he was filled 
with unbounded delight and triumph when he got the chance of button- 
holing a stranger—some half-civilized foreigner who couldn’t produce a 
proper well-constructed equitable judge among them. 

‘©You come round the courts with me, and I’ll show you how our 
English judges sum upon a hair line of absolute fairness, never influenc- 
ing the minds of the jury to either side. You’// be astonished!” These 
were FUN’S very words, 

Well, they started on their round. In Court No. 1. sat a lovely look- 
ing old gentleman with the royal arms for a nimbus. He was summing 
up. ‘*Now!” whispered FUN, unleashing his foreigner; and in that 
single word ‘*now ” were commingled awe, acute admiration, reverence, 
delight, triumph, and pride. 
|  ‘©]t is your duty, gentlemen,” said the judge, *‘ to put aside all pre- 
conceived bias from your minds, and to believe my assurance that the 
defendant is obviously a low blackguard with no case whatever. It is 
not for me to tell you which way to decide, though, for my part Ido 
not believe a word uttered by the witnesses for the defence. It is for 
you, not me, to record a verdict; and I therefore tell you that there 
can be no manner of doubt in any intelligent mind that it ought to go 
for the prosecution, If this be your opinion—and I have sufficient 
respect for your brains to believe it will be--then it is your duty to 
give a verdict for the prosecution. I will now leave you to decide for 
yourselves,” 

‘* Why can't you come away?” whispered Mr, FUN, irritably to the 
the stupid foreigner. ‘‘Do you think we have time to hang about all 
day—we shall be late for the next court ;” and he hurried the foreigner 
away. 

‘© Well, but,” said the foreigner, ‘‘ it didn’t seem to me that that judge 
was altogether unbi——” 

‘* Dear me! very unpleasant the mud is, to be sure. Have you 
noticed how they are improving the metropolis? Do you happen to 
have alight? Any more news from Eastern Roumelia? Which way 
is the win—— ?” 

‘* Here is the next court, isn’t it? Shall we enter?’’ asked the 
foreigner. FUN never saw a person so mad after courts as that foreigner! 
‘*Fh? Oh, ah! Ye—es, let’s enter, of course,” said Fun, 

This learned judge was summing up too, 

** Gentlemen,” he was saying, ‘‘it is because I did not wish you to 
listen to, or be swayed by, any opinions beyond your own that I caused 
you to be locked up all night. It’s for the same reason that I now 
point out to you that the plaintiff has not a leg to stand on. A more 
degraded, low-minded, unscrupulous, detestable, perjured ruffian I, for 
one, never set eyes on, On the other hand, the defendant isa remarkably 
nice person, who, I am convinced, never did any of the things attributed 
to him by the other side. But, above all (and I must beg you to notice 
that I do not favour one side or the other—especially the other), the 
counsel for the plaintiff happens to be a young man whom I particularly 
dislike, and always ‘shut up’ whenI get achance. I admit that I am 
not fond of the defending counsel either ; but, as he isan eminent Q.C., 
who would sit upon me if I dared to say a word to him, I suppress my 
animosity, and allow him to make any disgusting and utterly unfounded 
suggestions against the witnesses which his low-minded malice may 
suggest. You will now consider your verdict.” 

_ **Look here! if you can’t find any better amusement than crawling 
in and out of these beastly courts of law all day, you needn’t drag me in 
with you!” shouted Mr, Fun at the aggravating foreigner. 

** Well, but it seems to me that your judges are—— ” 

**In England,” replied Mr. Fon, freezingly, ‘‘it is not considered 
good taste to discuss, adversely, the conduct of judges !”’ 























NOVEMBER I8, 1885. 








The Lay of the Last 
Ministry. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE way was long, the voters cold, 

The Minister was weak—not old ; 

His wither’d hopes and messes gay 

Seem’d to have known a better day ; 

The lyre, his sole remaining joy, 

Was carried by the Office Boy ; 

The last of the stop-gaps was he, 

And which his name was Salisbury, 

His brethren to the towns had fled, 

Expecting to be shortly dead, 

And he, dejected and oppress’d, 

Wish’d they were back and fear’d 
for rest. 

No more on wings of fancy borne 

He chortled light as lark at morn ; 

No longer standing on the boards 

As leader of the ITouse of Lords, 

To nobles young, and nobles grey, 

He pour’d the Governmental lay : 

His occupation nearly gone, 

/7e felt he must vacate his throne ; 

For many at Ilection-time 

Look’d on his policy as crime, 

A Premier on a touting tour, 

He begged for votes from door to 
door, 

And tried to please the peasant’s ear 

With tunes that few might care to 
hear. 

Et cetera. 


Moore the Merrier; or, No 


Great Guess. 


[Old Moore in his last Almanac gloats | 


over the fact that in his predictions for 
February, he foretold that ‘the 
weakness of the Tory party would con- 
tinue !’’) 


1055, 


Our thanks may seem poor, 
But O, marvellous Moore! 
O, strangely successful seer ; 
We are highly elate, 
That a prophet so great 
Should dwell in our nation here ; 
O, ’tis really sublime, 
That a man of our time, 
Should foretell that the Tory clique 
Would be at low ebb, 
By the month of Feb., 


And for long would continue weak! | 


And you now exclaim, ‘* See!” 
(With a flourish of glee) 
“* How correctly events I foretell!” 
But allow us to say 
(In a reverend way) 
Any prophet would do as well. 
Nay, without the stars’ aid 
_ One this guess might have made, 
One doesn’t have far to seek 
For many a sign 
From which one may divine, 
That Tories will always be weak! 


For Tories, you know, 
Are so awfully slow, 

So behind all the people's need, 
That you can’t but expect 
Common-sense will reject 

The crab-like Conservative creed. 
Why, you'll prophecies find 

fa much stronger kind 

In Fun Almanac (always unique). * 
Yea, the veriest dunce 
Could tell you, in once, 

That Tories will always be weak! 


Just published, by-the-bye.—Ep. 
_ A “SHRER” NaecessiTy,—Tak- 
ing wool from the sheep. 
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EVOLUTIONARY ELECTIONEERING. 


(A DARWINIAN DRAMA,—PART ILI.) 


IN our last, friend Gorilla, intent on Elections, 
Was jumping and dancing in various directions, 
Now, look you !—in Part No. 2 of our story, 
We find him a-canvassing, all in his glory. 


To a prim old Conservative Stork he appealeth, 

And that starchy C.S. his chagrin scarce con- 
cealeth. 

But, in his amazement, this (S)tork-ative buffer 

Hath made his small table and dric-d-brac suffer ! 


‘May I hope,” saith Gorilla, in rev’rence low- 
bending, 

“That your lordship will kindly be so conde- 
scending 

To give me your vote and your int’rest instanter, 

For I’d fain win the Candidate Stakes in a canter! 


IMpECUNIOUS voluntary canvassers for parliamentary candidates ar 





‘‘A Tory’s against me—a reg’lar absurd ‘un— 

The Conservative policy’s always a bird-’un ; 

But 7, who am anxious to sit for this borough, 

Am a ‘down-with-all’ Socialist, reckless but 
‘ thorough,’ ” 


And while the Gorilla thus bowed and exulted, 
A startling d@énoucment most quickly resulted. 


| We will not describe it, for fear of a panic ; 
Tis sufficient to say that affairs grew volcanic. 


But, pending Part III. of this marvellous story 


_ (The which, in our next, will burst forth with great 


glory), 


| Lib’ral FUN would remark that he reckons as 


wretched, | 
Both the strange politicians that herein are sketchéd, 


e not in sackcloth and ashes at 


finding they render themselves liable to the penalty of a hundred pounds, if they stand a friendly glass 


to a voter. 


. friendly bottle. 


They have the consolation of knowing that there is no law against the voter standing them 
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CANVASSING AMONG 


THE RUSTICS. 
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The Hon. Algernon Cheesewring, the Tory candidate for Little 


Slopington Division, devotes his attention to the 





His sisters canvass the husbands. 


And his son and heir chums up with 
the sons of the new electors 
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Rev. Mr. Titherack before the passing of the 
Reform Dill. 


votes. 


_ Afterwards, when the question of Disestablishment 
is coming to the front, and the rural population have 


A little artful device which didn't come off, 
ye to the existence of the Corrupt Practices 
ce. 








Good News for Gourmets. 
WHEN one has to dine or sup out of doors, it’s just as well that the 
decorations, as well as the dishes of the sa//e-:-mmanger you select, should 
be beyond reproach, Jearing this fact in mind, the proprietors of the 
Holborn Restaurant have had a new and gorgeous grill-room built. 
This, and the new annexe (which is an-nexe-pensive affair), are quite 
too lovely for description in mere prose, and FUN is unable this week 
to spare one of his numerous bards to twang the lyre on the subject. 
Suffice it to say that, what with the massive and many-coloured marble 
pillars, the mirrors, the mosaic, the music, the fruits and flowers, and | 
the electric lights, this fairy palace-like grill-room is enough to make | 
you lose your appetite with wonder. And so you would, but that the | 
uisine at the H. kh. has such a winning way with it, 








Tue German Emperor has staggered his attendants by bringing down 
twenty-one head of deer in one day. He did not bring them all down 
at once, but in their proper turn according to the strict etiquette of the 
Prussian Court ; in which Imperial deer are properly trained. 


THE Fatherlanders have crowded down on Madame Nilsson’s voice. 
They have discovered that this charming Swede’s notes are mangled. 
Were the lady a Fatherlander her notes would be real German silver, of 
course. The glorious vocalist says she is above criticism now, and 
doesn’t care a dump for sneers and snarls, as her notes are still as nego- 


tiable as those of the Bank of England. 





IMPRESSION OF AN IDLER,—Time lost is the only time that leaves 
behind it neither recollections nor regrets. 





Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC FOR 1886, 


Illustrations and Literature by the best Comic Artists 
and Authors of the Day. 
OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE ROYALTY. — I've seen 
another of the French plays here, 
and so far from feeling ashamed 
of that disadvantage with regard 
to the language which I of late 
confessed to, I am somewhat con- 
Strained to congratulate myself. 
When you do not freely under- 
stand the language spoken by a 
dramatic company, you do not 
perceive exactly /ow bad the 
acting is! Not that I think the 
acting of M. Mayer’s troupe so 
bad as to deserve the half empti- 
ness of the house in which I sat 
so lonely and so chill. The three 
principal parts in Les J tema 
Garcons (les vieux gar;ons them- 
selves) and two others were done 
with cleverness and ‘‘ idea,” and 
though the rest were on a rather 
uninteresting level, it was by no 
means a dead level. Still one 
looks for something more ‘‘ spry ” 
from ‘our lively neighbours.” 





lHe RoyaALry. Nina, A NinA-c@s1 


ALTHOUGH Les Views Car.ons is a comedy in Sardou’s liveliest vein, I 
was gratified, as a young man “‘ brought up serious’’ at Clapham, to 
observe that one not irreproachable lady was at least a regular attendant 
at /’‘elise, and that one of the ‘‘old boys,” with all his faults, was at 
least acquainted with the formula of ‘‘ making a collection!” The plot 
doesn’t bear much dwelling upon, but I was able by its means to discover 
that several obviously English persons present were satisfactorily au /azt 
with the language—they blushed so much, 





Uron M, Dalbert’s shoulders the heaviest part of the work falls, and 
he sustains it fairly well; I’ve rated him hitherto as little more than a 
useful actor (very good), but there was nature and artistic restraint in 
the serious work of the last scene. Lxceedingly comical, in different 
ways, were M. Schey, as the ricketty and used-up but persistent ‘‘ gay 
dawy ’ (Veaucourtois), and M. Bahier, as the younger of the three ** old 
boys,’’ Clavicres, whose lady-love has such an unfortunate habit of 
making assignations in chilly church-yards—and not keeping them. M. 
Petit played well, too, as the ‘‘ young first,’ throwing a good deal of 
natural fire into the scene in the fourth act where he wields the ‘' fi. 4e”’ 
up on his father (unknown as such). The ladies have little tu do, and 
donot do that little with striking effect—little depth or colour—although 
there is a very pleasant finish about their demeanour, Mdlle. Pinson, 
as the diva, the ‘‘find” and frofey.e of Veaucourtois, who so heart- 
lessly forsakes hin: for M—Charles, I think—plays ker two short 
scenes with smartness and ‘‘go.”” Mdlle. Spinoy’s Antoinette, whose 
remarkable innocence is almost as disconcerting as the ‘‘ knowingness ”’ 
of the others, is not open to much praise, 

Tue OrerA Cominur.——A 
piece called the 7%e /uyo’ Fire, 
by Messrs, Iferman and _ Jones 
(not the previous Jones, you 
know, but another Jones) has 
been produced here. It seems to 
be something after the character 
of Mr. Gilbert A’Beckett’s 7%e 
Last of the Legends, which was 
played at Toole’s (then the Charing 
Cross) Theatre, when it was under 
the management of the remarkable 
W. H. C. Nation, Esq., a little 
more then twelve years ago, Ilow- 
ever, I daresay some hundreds of 
writers had anticipated Mr. 
A’ Beckett’s main idea (not as ex- 
travaganza, (hough, I think, unless 
you include 7%e Si/ceping Beauty); 
it remains to be seen how Mr, 
Iferman has treated it—remains 
for me, at least ; for the manage- 
ment, considering me part of the Je New Strvce or Avvertioemen 
**organised opposition,’ no doubt, 
left me out in the cold on the occasion of the production; so that I have 
to postpone my opinion until next week, 


Bruce Wildbrook 








CAVEND! : KOOoMS,— Mr, 





made his “‘ first professional” appearance in London here on Wednes- 
day night in an entertainment, of which the title, Mirth and Mimicry, 
is sufficiently descriptive. Mr. Wildbrook seems well gifted by nature 
and art for the line he has adopted. He ‘‘hit off” the humours of a 
‘* Penny Reading” in capital style, and elicited much laughter by his 
sketches generally. Ballads and Shakespeare from a Miss Morland and 
Mr. Edwin Drew varied the proceedings, and gave Mr. Wildbrook 
breathing time between the pieces. 

Nops AND WiNkKS,—The full value of discovering an organised op- 
position, by the way, does not strike one at the first blush ; it grows upon 
one gradually. The mind at once grasps the fact that it is an excellent 
advertisement, but it is only on reflection that one recognises its value as 
a repressive agent upon the genuine expression of disapproval. The 
boldest objector may well hesitate to make his opinion manifest in the 
face of a possibility of being hauled forth by myrmidons of the law as 
the ‘‘ organised opposition” ¢ propria persona '—A translation of one 
of M. Sardou’s plays under the title of oma, will be played at the 
Adelphi on the morning of the 28th. It will be under the management 
of M. Gospodin A. Lubinoff, who will previously be a koma with it 
to Eastbourne.—The 19th of next month is given as the probable date 
of the production of /aust at the Lyceum; O/cvza politely retiring to 
make way for it, long before necessary.— Zhe Hardour Lights, Messrs. 
Sims and Pettitt’s new piece for the Adelphi, will be sighted about 
Christmas. What /7 the A’anks did for soldiers (and the Messrs. Gatti), 
The Harbour Lights is expected to do for sailors (and the Messrs, 
Gatti). —The rather weak piece from the German, called A/oney Aags 
(presumably strengthened and curtailed for the purpose), now occupies 
a place in the evening bill at the Novelty. The actors have made one 
bad piece (comparatively) ‘* go,’ why shouldn’t they be as lucky with 
another? They may get a name for it, if they go on long enough, who 
knows ? ae 

TuaAt comedy of Mr. II. A, Jones’s (must be very particular about 
initials just now—three Joneses in the dramatic field), which Mr, Thorne 
has in his possession, is not to be produced at the Vaudeville (just yet, 
at all events) ; a farcical piece from the French, is to be the next try. — 
Avnilworth, a **grand fairy-extravaganza,’’ by Messrs. Reece and 
Farnie, will shortly take the place of /a/éa at the Avenue (where do 
the ‘‘ fairies” come in in Aeni/worth, though? Is it the ** Revels,” or 
can it be our friend Flibbertigibbet that is the excuse for them ?)—Mr., 
Vandenbossche has taken the Holborn now; ‘‘ Comedietta and comic 
opera” is his programme. 

What one man will avoid like sin 
Another doesn’t even dread, 
And Vandenbossche is rushing in 
Where wary Kobson feared to tread ; 
but let the former wield the bow, 
Nor care for raven-croaking crecds, 
The poet lias remarked, you know, 
‘*The many fail, the ome succeeds.” 


And Ict us hope the experienced leader will manaye tu ‘‘scuore” a 
success. we 

Mr. WiLsON BARRETT has written another half-play, and Miss 
Lingard is going to bear it round the provinces as soon as /Jark Jays 
at the Haymarket will let her, The provinces have a treat in store which, 
if I know anything of their sagacity, they won’t neglect.—On the 2nd 
prox., by-the-way, Miss Angela Fenton, appears as and in /vou / you, 
at the Ilaymarket, in the afternoon.—‘' Our Mary” doesn’t appear tu 
be a prophet in her own land, and there is some talk of her coming 
back to us. If that should happen, it is believed that the Princess's will 
be her /oca/e while Mr. Barrett is disporting in the States. Won’ 
somebody say, *‘ Yet another leaf out of Mr. Irving’s book ?’’—Ox 
Chanye will justify its title directly; it leaves Toole’s on the 2Sth (to 
make way for the rightful owner of that establishment), and reappears 
at the Strand on the 30th, where it will remain for four weeks and 
then go somewhere else—the Strani| being required for ‘‘the prettiest, 
merriest, gassiest-———” but there, that’s enough! That way madness 
lies for NESTOR, 











_ Tie peasantry of Ireland were horribly agitated a week or two ago at 
finding out a new wrong. A delegation of tattered representatives of the 
unwashed Hibernians formally waited on a prominent agitator, and pre- 
sented him with four cakes of dynamite, eight cows’ tails with the hair 
on, the hand-saw with which they were amputated, one pair of donkey’: 
ears, five turnips well packed with carpet needles, the front teeth of a 
constable, a flint coverei! with blood stains, and fourpence three 
farthings. After the great man had inspected the gifts, and mentally 
appraised their value in the pawn market, he pocketed the ready money, 
and asked sternly what their grievance was. ‘‘ Bad enough, bedad!” 
cried the spokesman, ‘‘ We want redress! The Royal Commission on 
l'rade have been tould by the Gaugers that Ozris: whisky is often bein’ 
manufactured in Scotland. Look at that now, for a vile wrong tc 
ful 1 Oireland,”’ 
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SOME people pessimistic 

Think the Army on the wane; 
But this drawing eulogistic 

Should relieve their minds again. 


“CHILDREN 


[There has been a good deal said of late about our boy-soldiers, and it seems to be fact (according to several daily papers) that the proportion o: very young 
soldiers, between eighteen and nineteen years of age, is increasing in the ranks. ] 
Since ’tis boys who now defend us 
From the fury of the foe, 
It is well that Fate should send us 
Soldiers warranted to grow. 


IN ARMS!” 


And see, to swell our forces, 
Come four urchins from their play, 
Or can it be their course is 
But to mock the system? Eh? 








BRIGHTON BLUSTER. 


I HAVE been stopping down at the ‘* Old Ship” for the last week, I 
hate Brighton all round, or all long, or whatever you like to call it, But 
there isn’t anywhere else to go to. This morning I had a sole and a 
steak for breakfast. A red-faced person was sitting near me. I only 
had the sole, the steak, and a kidney. He said to me, ‘‘ Open the 
window, sir, and let out a reef in your waistcoat, and you'll be able to 
do a grilled mackerel.”” Now, this sort of thing is infernal impertinence. 
I don’t answer him, and he goes on as if talking to himself. ‘‘ Take 
an hour’s walk down the ‘ Road,’ have a Irill’s bath, two sher:ies and 
bitters at the Grand Buffet, and you'll be able to eat your lunch,” 

I can’t stand this, so I say to the waiter, ‘‘ Have the kindness to tell 
that person not to address his remarks to me.” The waiter grins, 
**TIe’s a regler customer—accentric, sir; but, lor’ love yer, sir! he 
don’t mean no harm.” I get up and go out, 

**Nice, fresh morning, sir,” says a fellow at the door. ‘Good for 
walking: takea bit of the fat down.” He slaps his waistcoat and winks, 
[ swear I'll never come down to this place again as long as I live. 

I go into a tobacconist’s to get a cigar. ‘‘ Brighton’s pretty full,” he 
says. I don’t see why he should speak tome, ‘‘ I've seen it fuller,” I 
Say. ‘‘Ah! perhaps you remember it in George the Fourth’s time,” 
Con—con—fourd his impudence! As if 7 looked as old as that ! 

I go on with my walk, get to one of the seats, and think I'll enjoy 
myself, and look out to sea. When I'm sitting there, a dirty-faced 
fellow comes up with a handful of combs. 

** Buy a comb, sir,” he says. *‘Go away,” I say. ‘* Don't be angry, 
sir,” he says, ‘a comb’s a ‘andy thing, even if the curls aint nateral, 
but only Burlington Harcade two-guinea juisies,” 

Tlow does he know what I wear. ‘*Go away,” I yell again. ‘Go 
away,” and I shake my umbrella at him. ‘* Good-bye, old wicked 
eyes,” he says. 

Some young cads passing by laugh, I could kick them. I go to 
another seat, I have hardly seatec| myself when a fat, grey-haire:! 
woman comes up, with a lot of pincushions: ‘* Buy a pincushion,” she 
says. ‘*I most certainly will not buy a pincushion,” I answer. ‘‘ Lor’ 
don’t get aggrawated,” she says, ‘‘a pincushion’s a ‘andy thing. 
Supposing you was to get married, sir, You might, even at your time 








ee ———————— 


o' life, sir; you've got sich a smile—you might have a family, sir. 
You could do a nice ‘ Welcome little stranger,’ with pins on this here, 
It would amuse yer in winter nights.” This 7s dreadful, po:silively 
dreadful. I gasp out ‘‘ Police,” and the woman goes off. When a 
constable comes up I say to him, ‘* Why is this allowed, sir—why is this 
kind of thing allowed.’’ He says, ‘* Well, sir, we must take the roughs 
with the smooths, and as we gets old we mustn't get too unhasy,” 
I say no more to him, but go back to Brill’*. ‘f You looks rather blue this 
mornin’, sir,’ says the boatman, ** but when you've had a nice bilin’ in 
the salt water, you'll come out as rosy as a two-shillin’ Scott's lobster.’ 
I'll report this man to the management, I will. Yes! on my solemn 
word of honour, I will. When I’ve had my bath I come out. ‘‘ Why, we 
looks as frisky as Cupids,” he says. ‘I suppose you'll be in for a 
country dance to-night, sir. Well, boys will be boys.” I serve Ai out 
by giving him nothing for himself. I moon about all the day as yon 
always do at Brighton. Perhaps I have a glass or two extra of brown 
sherry. When I get home to the Ship at night-time I go into the smok- 
ing-room, Three yourg cads are in the room. The smooth-faced one 
grins all over his face. ‘‘We are such nice men,” he says, and the 
others laugh. ‘* What do you mean by that, sir?’’ He laughs like an 
imbecile and repeats ‘* We are such nice men!” I call the waiter, and 
when the waiter comes, he says, ‘* Take the old gentleman up to bed, 
George, give him a dose of Fruit Salt, and sing bim a comic song.” I 
declare most positively I won't stay in the place another night. I feel 


very feverish this morning. I should like to see Brighton burnt down. 
DIOGENES TORBS. 








Au (g)nat-urel | 


{A weekly paper thinks that Mr. Gladstone is too sensitive to the stinging gnats, 
and blames him for condescending to contradict his calumniators. J 

3ECAUSE these gnats come buzzing round Will G, 
He mustn't show too sensitive an (gn)attitude, 

It is but (g)nat-ural such folks should be 
Prone to indulge in many a lying platitude. 

Conservatives are apt to be pragmatical 
And oftentimes their speeches are fan-(gn)at-ical. 
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Agent.—‘* Wa_L, DooLIN, NOW THAT YOU HAVE A VOTE, WHAT PARTY ARE 


YOU GOING TO SUPPORT?” 


Doolin. —** BaGoRRA, ’TIS MESELF THAT'LL BE OBLEEGED TO SUPPORT THE 


SAME OWLD Party STILL!” 
Agent,—** WHAT PARTY IS THAT?” 
Doolin, —“ Way, M& MOTHER-IN-LAW, TO BE SURE,” 





An Election Song. 
A1r—“ The Ratcatcher’s daughter.” 


VoTE straight to-day, ye Liberal lads, 
And cover your cause with glory, 

Send the foemen flying with all their ‘‘ fads,” 
For they tell us the same old story ! 

The G. O. M. may rule us yet 
If only ye all are willing ; 

And as for Lord Randy, the Tories’ pet, 
We'll cut him off with a shilling ! 


CHORUS. 


A long pull give, and a strong pull give 
And a pull, boys, altogether ! 


Taxation may more equal be, 
And bettered the poor man’s state, boys ; 
When once we’re in power the land shall see 
No Education rate, boys! 
The “ People’s Joe” again shall win 
In the Cabinet new a place, boys ; 
And as for abuses, we'll run ’em in, 
And see that they get no grace, boys ! 


CHORUS, 


A long pull give, and a strong pull give, 
And a pull, boys, altogether ! 





Hum-drumming It Into Us. 

{Lord John Manners recently at Leicester described the mea- 
sures which Mr. Gladstone proposed to introduce into the next 
Parliament as “ humdrum in the extreme.’’] 

O Poet, M.P., and likewise P.M.G., 

Such Manners are not very pleasant to see ; 

At Leicester we would that less-stir you had made, 

For unto your speech small attention was paid. 

Ah, the method of G. which as **humdrum” you 
greet, 

Is a (hum!)-drum you'd like to be able to beat ! 





| just been issued by Messrs. Hildesheimer as a chil- 

| dren’s toy-book. The chief episodes have been comi- 

| cally and cleverly illustrated by that talented artist, 

| Mr. A, Chasemore, while the story is told in humor- 
ous and graceful verse by Mr. J. Maycock, a vers-de- 
société writer of no mean order, 


| THAT ever popular story, ** Rip Van Winkle,” has 











CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, 


THE VOCABULARY OF CANDIDATURE.,. 


“Speaking at Apedale lately, Major Wright, candidate for Hanley, said the late 


Liberal Government ‘ was only fit to be spat upon."’ 
** Archdeacon Denison said that his hearers might as well cheer the devil as Mr. 


Gladstone.” — Newspapers. 


bloomin’ dashed set o’ dashed dashed bloomin’ bloomin’ dashed dashes 
dashedly wollerin’ hin a bloomin’ muck-’eap.” Theere ! 
Mr. F, P, Dear, dear! I'm afraid, Professor, I never shall be able 
to, as you say, ‘spit it out” with anything like the force you put into it. 
Pror.S. Har! And wy? Wy, becos, you see, you're a gentleman 


| wen you don’t ’appen to be candiditin’ or in the ‘Ouse o’ Commons. 


Mrs. FitTAN Propper. My love, I do wish you had never offered | 


yourself to represent that dreadful borough. 
your health by this unremitting study. I had no idea that one required 
apy sort ol ‘raining or gualification to be a member of Parliament. 

rn. FITTAN Propper. Dear me, yes, my dear. Never was a greater 
mistake in the world. The representative of a body of his fellow-coun- 
trymen—the person deputed to legislate for the good of his country, and 


I am sure you are ruining | 
| that’s wot ’ee’ll do. 


to uphold the dignity of the British Empire—undertakes a most serious | 


and responsible duty—a duty for which he is bound by conscience and 
by all the higher motives to qualify himself by adequate study. That 
is the occupation in which I am now engaged. This little volume, sup- 
plied to me by Professor Bill Slanger, of Mudslinger Alley, New Cut, 
contains the whole vocabulary necessary to the education of a candidate 
for Parliament. The Professor will be bere punctually at ten; and he 
has assured me that the time allowed him for coaching me up to the 
mark is really far too short, I must therefore do my very best to fi: 
myself for addressing my constit———eh, James? The Professor arrived ? 
Very well. ° . . . . 
Prorressorn SLANGER. He, he! If you're a-goin’ to say them words 
in that there dashed mealy-mouthed manner, dashed if the constitooants 
won't think you're a bloomin’ pet lamb got loose hout ov a bloomin’ 
tract. 
with a face like a dashed slice horf a dashed rotten happle, in a voice as 
hif you was a-arskin' to be remembered in ’is will ? 
‘ow to spit it out—‘'The huther dashed party is jest like a dashed 





| 


Wot’s the good o’ callen a hopponent a dashed dash of a dash | 


ok ‘ere !—'ere’s | 


You've bin brort hup Aas a gentleman; and wot / ses ’is, no gentleman 
can ‘ope to reely fit hisself to be a Parlymentry candidit. If you don’t 
look hout, that there hoppersishun candidit ’ull chuck you out ov it— 
He’s a regler proper slummy slanger bred an’ born, 
wot’s bin used to it horl ’is life; and Ae'll feel in ’is ellerment wen 4e 
gits on the ’ustings. Well, hev you lernt all them words as I give you? 

Mr. F, P. I’ve done my best. By the way, do you think the epithets 
are gute full-flavoured enough to do justice to the unutterably degraded, 
debased, and revolting tactics to which certain grovelling and con- 
temptible members of the opposite party lend themselves? 

Pror, S, Eh? Well—bless me! Well, come, you ave improvin’ 
now at eony rate, Not full-flavoured enough? Well, all I can say is, 
they’re the wust expressions / could collect down our alley ; and we've 
got some ‘ot customers down there, /can tell yer! Enny’ow / shouldn't 
exackly like to use stronger expressions heven if I knowed ’’em. Wot 
I ses is, a man did ought to dror a line somewheres: there may be 


_ things as reely is éoo bad fora feller to say. I say there may be, though 


I can’t say as I’ve ‘eard any expression yet I’d mind usin’, even in Bil- 
linsgit ; and they ses some rum things there. 
Mr. F, P,. But don’t you think I might call the opposite party a ‘‘ set 
of dashedly dashed double-dashed and dashing dash dash das——?” _ 
_ Pror, S, 'Ere—perhaps you'll jest stow the rest o’ that, guv’nor, until 
I've took my ears houtside. Beggin’ your pardin’, I ain't used to 
languidge gus¢e so bad as that; and, wot’s more, I don’t want to £7 
used to it. I don’t think you'll require my services enny more; $0 ru 
wish you a very good day. Well, I am——! 
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KNIOKNAOKS, 


One seldom has the pleasure of meeting a young lady who takes any 
interest in politics. The other night, g bday we happened to be 
introduced to an American maiden, who, in 
the course of conversation, sought much in- 
formation on British political matters. Of 
course we mentioned the ‘‘ three acres and a 
cow” wheeze. ‘*What!” she said, laugh- 
ingly ; ‘* only three acres and a cow? I reckon 
that’s playing very low. Out West, you bet, 
our office-seekers don’t waste their time in 
drivelling promises of that sort. They go a 
bigger bust when ¢/ey try to fool the mass, 
Their demagogic a never run to less 
than a hundred and fifty acres, a dozen mules, 
a brand-new revolver, a free pass and all 
expenses paid to Mighty Niagara and back 
for every voter ; and an easy divorce, without 
any fees or questions asked, for those voters 
who want one. Three acres and a cow is 
very small potatoes. 





Miss Bulgaria has brought her misfortunes upon herself, She has 
flouted at the dishonest bully Russia, snapped her fingers against the nose 
of respectable old Europe, torn up treaties, and flung them in that vener- 
able party’s face. But this outrageous conduct does not justify the brutal 
and cowardly assault made on her by that slimy, sneaking pickpocket, 
Servia, who, in all probability, has been craftily egged on by the bigger rob- 
ber, artful Russia. Servia, poltroon as well as rogue, would never have 
wee to attack even feeble Bulgaria, without a powerful, unscrupulous 

acker, 


SOME women are amazingly ready to sacrifice themselves for the good 
of their families. When Richard Cceur-de-Lion besieged Chaluz, the 
good wife of Vidomar, Lord of Chaluz, felt depressed that through the 
exigencies of the siege, her husband and children were reduced to semi- 
starvation. This unselfish dame did not waste time in futile tears. No! 
she calmly ordered a huge caldron half-full of water to be placed on 
a blazing fire. Then she cast in a large bunch of sweet herbs, two small 
onions, twenty berries of allspice, and forty black peppers. Havin 
made these preparations, she called her children round her and hear 
them prattle their prayers, this duty over, the lady decked herself in the 
stoutest flannel chemise du nuit she possessed, jumped into the seething, 
hissing liquid ; and allowed herself to be stewed into rich soup, without 
amurmur. A similarly heroic lady of New York was willing to part 
with her life to save her starving offspring, lately. This person walked 
gaily into the dissecting room of the University Medical College and 
announced to the superintendent that she had a body to sell for dissect- 
ing purposes. The superintendent remarked that he was a buyer, pro- 
vided the body was free from mutilation, and infection, The woman 
gave a grim laugh, and guessed that she could guarantee that; as hers 
was the body in question. She went on to explain that her children 
were hungry, and she was perfectly ready to be dissected, in order to 
save them from dying of starvation. The superintendent gave this 
noble woman five dollars on account. She left to go and feed her chil- 
dren, and say good-byetothem. The superintendent sharpened all the 
knives and saws in the establishment, and anxiously awaited the heroic 
female’s return. He waited long. Perhaps he still waits. 


THERE has been a deplorable dearth of exciting ‘‘Court news” lately, 
Some of our ‘‘ Society ” contemporaries, however, managed to scent out 
a powerfully pungent item the other day, 4.¢., ‘* The drains of Bucking- 
ham Palace are all up, and being thoroughly overhauled,” We hear 
that the interesting information was derived from a communicative 
sentry. 


A GENTLEMAN who visited the Hammersmith Police Court recently 
on a charge of assaulting his wife, informed the magistrate that the lady 
was in the habit of entering his room like a ball of fire, and clawing him 
with talons like those of an eagle. We trust, for the husband’s sake, 
that the talons of this tartarean female are not so innocent of the nail- 
brush as those of the rapacious bird. It must be bad enough for a 
benedict to be burnt and cut continually without being poisoned at the 
same time, We must confess we should like to witness this remarkable 
matron going through her mysterious fire-and-claw performance—from a 
safe distance. 


A POLITICAL spouter says, ‘‘Mr. Gladstone is cunning in hiding 
his lies—he is artful enough to bury them in the grave of Ananias.” 
Tory orators will make quite a run on the Grand Old Man after this 
revelation, requesting him as a favour either to sepulchre their decayed 
mendacities in this respectable tomb he has discovered, or to tell them 





the nearest way to it. 





UNNECESSARY DIFFIDENCE ; 
‘OR, THE HON. MEMPER FOR THE ‘*HECKLERS.” 


THe candidate up, and he Z 
said, said he, 

‘* When you offer yourself to 
be made M.P., 

You ought to consider the 
views and bent °~ “ 
Of the people you offer to re- 

present : 
You never should treat 
the affair as play, 
Ri doodle de doodle de 
dum de day.” 


The candidate up and re- 
marked, ** You'll find 
That every voter he owns a 
mind ; 
That every voter’s a thinking 
chap, 
With intellect keen as your 
own, mayhap ; 
And brains the consti- 
tuents have, have they, 
Ri doodle de doodle de dum de day.” 
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** Now, when I address ’em,” he said, said he, 

** Those thinking electors will put to me 

The weightiest queries anent the great 

And imminent questions of Church and State ; 
They'll put ‘em, as well, in the shrewdest way, 
Ri doodle de doodle de dum de day.” 


‘*Now, are my resources,” he queried, ‘fit 
To grapple with such a reserve of wit, 
And talent, and logic, and mental grasp, 
Sufficient to make a Lycurgus gasp ? 
I doubt it!” he said in his humble way, 
** Ri doodle de doodle de dum de day.” 


‘*I’m certain,” said he, ‘I shall have to train 
My decent, but not very startling brain, 
By diligent study, It’s scarcely designed 
For the representation of so much MIND. 
It'll have to improve in a wholesale way, 
Ri doodle de doodle de dum de day.” 


Still, putting timidity on the shelf, 

He up on his trotters, and braced himself, 

And, oh, at the moment they spied their man, 

Those voterses queries at once began. 
And these are the things that they had to say :— 
(Ri doodle de doodle de dum de day)— 


** Now, are you in favour—or are you not— 

Of fricasseed pettitoes, eaten hot ? 

And do you consider that folks who squint 

Look better in gloves of a neutral tint ? 
And are you persuaded that hens should lay ?— 
Ri doodle de doodle de dum de day ! 


‘* And are you prepared to support and aid 
The eating of butter with marmalade? 
And do you consider that grass is green, 
And corpulent people are seldom lean? 
And are you persuaded that donkeys bray, 
Ri doodle de doodle de dum de day?” 


The candidate pondered. His powers, though small, 
He fancied were adequate, after all ! 
‘© I take it,” said he, *‘ that I need mof train, 
I fancy my talents might bear the strain 
Of standing for such as I've met to day— 
Ri tootle te tootle te tum te tay!” 





—— 


Portrait Pictures of Distinguished Men. 

Tus series of splendid portraits, published by Messrs. Riddle and 
Couchman, is remarkable for the strength and delicacy of manipulation, 
and for the forcible and characteristic likenesses, This fine collection 
of familiar faces is one our ‘* sweet Princess” so greatly graces. ** The 
Prince,” ** Our General,” and the “* The G. O. M.,” ** Lost Gordon, 
‘‘ Beaconsfield,” you'll treasure them, for you will fiad that every one’s 


a gem. 
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THE LOVER OF SOLITUDE.—A STORY OF RAILWAY MONOPOLY. 
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The Glare. 





The Discomfited Intruder. 


\\ 


ATU 

















eR a aie 


















































HUN .—Novenmser 25, 1885. 








+ * a? 
“>, ‘ 


oTN 
TWAS 


ATS 9 
| THE SAKE 
Or ALIEURI 


a Pe Vn / 
age, ~ 
“2 "he 


— a 
=-<- 
em 
ee 


r iy! 
wt ‘\y 


——S ST 
SSS 
ee = . 


4 - 


3 < 
SP 


THE RIVAL BALLOT SINGERS. 


MUST BE A LITTLE LIBERAL.” 
Salisbury.—“ OR ELSE A LITTLE CONSERVATIVE.” 
— Songs of the Blection, cribbed from Mr, W, S, Gilbert. 





Gladstone, —"‘ AND EVERY BOY AND EVERY GAL | 
THAT’S BORN INTO THIS WORLD ALIVE 
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CHILDE SANDIB AND LOUISABELLE, 


To THE TUNE OF “ JOHNNIE O’BRAEDISLRE.” 


HE ladie is gane to the north 
> countrie 
1 To make the holidaye. 


Full fayn she was to go, I wis, 
Full fayn to com awaye, 
Says, fare the well, thou Childe 
Sandié, 
Now parted we mun be, 
I fear whan I am gane, leman, 
Ye will forgetten me. 


Childe Sandié, he is a bonnie 
knight, 
But wow, his purse is toom, 
The ong has mickle gowd an’ 
ee, 
An’ mony a maid an’ 
groom. 
Says nay, Ladie Louisabelle, an ill 
wierd mote I dree, 
If, but I have not your good will, 
I doe not marry thee, 





My fadir he is an Alderman, 
Of famous London toon, 
An’ wow, but he looks braw, say’d she 
In gowden chain an’ goon. 
My fadir he is an Alderman, an gowd would hae me wed, 
An’ gin I cross his will, say'd she, I doubt I am but sped. 


But never will I marry, say’d she, 
With any mon but you ; 
I care not for papa, she say'd, 
If thou be onely true. 
Now scarce had she been gone to towna month but onely three, 
Childe Sandie he spies a litle foot page come tripping o’er the lea, 


Now saints thee save, thou litle foot page, 
Now saints thee save an’ see, 
What news, what news from my mistress dear 
Dost thou bring unto me? 
Ill news, ill news, thou Childe Sandié, ill news for thee I bear ; 
All day thy mistress sits an’ weeps wi’ dule and deep despair, 
Her fadir he is an Alderman, 
An’ gowd will hae her wed ; 
An’ but thou rescue her full sone 
I doubt she is but sped. 
Now hie thee back, thou litle foot page, full sone I follow thee— 
Full sone as I, to paye the train, can raise the gude bawbee, 


Now is there not in all Scotland 
To rue mf dule an’ pain, 
Or nane to lend the gude bawbee 
That I may paye my train? 
There was not found in all Scotland to rue his dule an’ pain, 
An’ nane would lend the gude bawbee but he paid them twice again, 


Say, shall I lose my ain true love, 
Hf ier lands an’ her gowden fee, 
Her stocks an’ shares, an’ maids an’ grooms, 
For want of a puir bawbee. 
He's fastened his kilt abune his knee, his bonnet he’s clappé¢d doon, 
An’ he has getten upon the road to walk to London toon, 


He hadna walké i a mile, a mile, 
A mile but onely twa, 
When sair the rain cam pouring doon 
An’ sair the wun’ did blaw. 
He hadna walkéd a mile, a mile, a mile but onely three, 
When sair there cam a snaw an’ hail, an’ he had nae parapluie, 


An’ ever be found the footing sure, 
Oh, who so swift o’ limb, 
An’ ever be found the mud owre deep 
He set his breast to swimme. 
An’ now he has come to London toon, an’ into his lady's bowre, 
But when she had getten the sicht o’ him, O wow, but she did glowre! 


For he is torn by the bramble bus’, 
An’ sodden a’ wi’ the weet, 
An’ his claes are shrunk an’ the mud rins doon 
To the brussels at his feet. 
Now Childe Sandie has getten a cold as his fee for all this ploye, 
For Louisabelle has luppea to bolt with her fadir’s 'prentice boye. 





UNCLE MUNGO'’S MONKEY. 


My Uncle Mungo was considered eccentric—my Uncle Mungo was 
wealthy. Had he been poor he would have been reputed “‘dotty.” 
For many years he had lived a life of seclusion in a trim little cottage on 
the Kentah coast, his only retainers an old man and his wife, who, pre- 
ferring starvation to the workhouse, were indulging in the former luxury 
when my uncle heard of their case, and took them into the service of 
himself and—his monkey. Yes, on estranging himself from friends and 
relations, my eccentric uncle had made a bosom friend of a hideous 
chimpanzee which he had picked up on his travels, and to which he 
attached himself with the devotion of a parent. 

Now, rumour had more than once whispered that it was the design of 
my eccentric relative to leave, at his death, the whole of his fortune to 
the endowment of an institution for the development, education, and 
advancement of the ape species; and it was scant comfort to his rela- 
tives to reflect that such a gift would in all probability be void, since 
the fortune would in that case be snatched from the monkeys to be 
divided amongst the lawyers. A family council had therefore been 
held, and I, Jack Bunnicombe, had been deputed, as a forlorn hope, to 
beard the lion in his den, and the monkey in his cage. 

As I had anticipated, my reception at my uncle’s cottage was of the 
coldest, and but he. the fact that I had arrived by the last train, and 
there was no accommodation near, I should not have gained the shelter 
of my uncle’s roof. He took pains to inform me that the only society 
he desired was that of ‘‘ Sweet Rosebud,” his hideous chimpanzee, and 
that he trusted I would take my departure by the first train in the 
morning; and the malignant ape, which seemed to comprehend the 
state of affairs, grinned and chattered exultantly behind my uncle’s chair. 

In the morning I was up betimes, and strolled leisurely into my uncle's 
garden, abutting on to the sea-wall. It was high tide, and the water 
was lapping the flight of steps that led to the beach; and there, on the 
bottom step, was the fiendish supplanter of myself, my brothers, sisters, 
aunts, uncles, nephews, and nieces in my uncle’s regards, calmly taking 
an a/ fresco déjeuner of nuts and biscuits, and chattering to the sea like 
another Canute. A sudden thought struck me, I made a rush at 
** Sweet Rosebud,” grasped the beast by his silver collar, and jumped 
with him into the sea, shouting, meanwhile, like mad. Attracted by 
the noise, my uncle and his retainers hobbled down the garden, to find 
me grasping the sea-wall with one hand, the monkey with the other. 
They dragged us out—the monkey first—and rapidly drying us, rolled 
us both in warm blankets. Feigning a return to consciousness, I asked, 
** Is the dear creature safe? Oh, if I had been one moment later he 
must have sank to rise no more.” 

** Heroic youth,” exclaimed my uncle, *‘ you have saved my ‘ Sweet 
Rosebud’ at the risk of your own life ; henceforth my affection and my 
home shall be shared between you, and after my death my fortune.” 
And for some weeks I lived in quiet happiness with my uncle—but not 
with that beast of a monkey. The wretch knew I had tricked him, and 
his vindictive malice towards me was so apparent that Uncle Mungo 
more than once reproached him with ingratitude. Often and often I 
was on the verge of smashing the brute’s skull when a reflection of the 
price of the indulgence restrained me. 

But my chance came at last. ‘*Sweet Rosebud’s” strongest charac- 
teristic was imitativeness, and by means thereof I paid off many a score 
against him. My acme of delight being reached when ‘*Sweet Rosebud,” 
emulating me in smoking or drinking rum, became exceedingly ill, 
though he generally revenged himself by breaking my pipes or smashing 
my glass, One morning, whilst shaving, I observed the monkey’s eyes 
fixed upon me with engrossed earnestness, watching every motion of 
brush, strop, and razor. Turning the edge of the razor away from me 
I drew the back of it several time across my throat, then, having finished 
shaving, led ‘‘ Sweet Rosebud” by the collar into the breakfast-room 
where we joined my uncle, As I had anticipated the monkey, resent- 
ing my interference, as soon as my hold was relaxed bolted back to my 
bed-room, and I obeyed my uncle's command to leave the poor darling 
alone and get on with my breakfast. 

Presently, also, as I anticipated, a wild shriek came from upstairs. 
My uncle recognising it, rushed up to my room, and there, bathed in 
blood and lather, lay ‘‘Sweet Rosebud.” He had imitated me to 
perfection, only he had drawn the edge of the razor across his jugular. 

My Uncle Mungo mourned long and deeply for ‘‘ Sweet Rosebud,” and 
I mingled my tears with his. ‘‘ Alas ! now there is but you, Jack, left 
te me,” he said, ‘‘ You who risked your life to save my dear Rosebud 
—you who helped me to bear him to the tomb—you must fill up the 
blank he had left in my heart!” 

Poor Uncle Mungo did not long survive the shock of the bereave- 
ment. I am happy to say, however, that he lived long enough to 
execate a will bequeathing, subject to legacies to his servants, all his 
real and personal estate whatsoever and wheresoever to his dear nephew, 
an in remembrance of his tender regard for ‘‘ Sweet 

osebud,” 





BriTANNIA’'s ‘* RULING” Passion,—Ruling the waves. 





























{cto ceca aR nas cam ceca 





se ~~, __, ae 





























NOVEMBER 25. 1885 


FUN. 2 





we 
Loe 











THE STATE OF THE MARKETS. 
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Rum.—Demand unsteady. Supply limited. 
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School-Board Prosecutions. 


His Grace the Duke of Belgrave, Baron Knightsbridge, Lord Hyde- 
Park Corner, was summoned, among a number of others, at the instance 
of the School Board for London for not sending his son Lord Tommy 
to school. 

THe ScHOOL BoarD. His Grace is an old offender. The School 
Board are always anxious to let everybody alone, and save the rates ; 
but his Grace, although he has been repeatedly warned, will not send 
his son to school. 

The Duke of Belgrave explained that his son did go to a sort of school 
—Eton, in point of fact. 

THE SCHOOL Boarp. Eton? What is Eton? Where might Eton 
be? The School Board for London is not aware of the existence of 
any school of that name. Has the school you call—what is it? Eton— 
been “passed ” by a Government inspector? The School Board does 
not ‘‘ recognise ” Eton ; therefore, it is not efficient; therefore, Lord 
Tommy does not attend school within the meaning of the Act. 

His Worsuip. Well, I must say I’ve heard of Eton, as far as I’m 
concerned. What do you want, School Board ? 

THe ScHoot BoarD. I will explain, sir. We want to compel his 
Grace to send his son to the School Board, to mix with very dirty 
children out of slums, and learn to swear and drop his h’s (when out of 
class), and dispense with the use of a pocket-handkerchief. We desire 
to shut up “‘ Eton,” wherever that may be, and Oxford and Cambridge, 
and all other excuses for schools, and make everybody go to the Board- 
schools, It’s all for the best ; dukes will love to have their children 
mixing with those of cab-touts, and the public will delight to pay for the 
education of all the children whose parents can afford to pay for it them- 
selves. We want to make everybody comfortable, d'’ye see? 


Lord Tommy ? 








His Worsuip, What do you consider requisite to the efficiency of | money out of people’s pockets?” ‘* Well !—where the 


THe ScHoot Boarp, Unless his brain is softened by overwork, the 
School Board will not admit his efficiency. 
* His Worship reserved his decision for inquiry as to the brain of Lord 
ommy. 





_— — 


Minus M.P.’s, 
(WitH APOLOGIgS TO THOMAS Hoop.) 


[Now Parliament is dissolved, for some days to come there will be no such thing 
as an ‘‘ M.P.” in the land.) 


For many days we shall have no M. P.’s; 
No persons in St. Stephen's Hall to slumber; 
No gay Parnellite to stir up a breeze; 
No Randolph to cause squabbles without number; 
No Liberal to vex the Tory soul; 
No Tory to spoil Liberal legisla-tion; 
No Speaker’s Eye to exercise control ; 
No Rad to cause Lord ote came | consternation ; 





No happy Hansard—to be q oft ; 
No *‘ pa to be laid upon the table; ”’ 
No ladies in the “‘ Birdcage” up aloft ; 


No Irish members to create a Babel ; 
No Bridport-Blocker, and no Biggar jeers ; 

No Bradlaugh fain to fan excitement’s embers ; 
No Acts, no Bills, no votes, and no “‘ hear-hears ;” 
No members ! 





An Ecuo oF THe Stock ExcuanGe.—“ Is that not won taki 
plague w 
you have me take it from?” 
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EVOLUTIONARY ELECTIONEERING. 


(A DARWINIAN JDRAMA,—PART IIL) 


Ook quadrumanous friend to the hustings next 
trotted, 

But schemes 'gainst that Candidate quickly were 
plotted, 

For sundry electors of different races 

[ndulged in a number of groans and grimaces, 


For while the said Candidate smirked and orated, 

And his views with a rough kind of eloquence stated, 

Yea, while burning questions he manfully tackled, 

His hearers quawed, quacked, brayed and bellowed, 
and cackled, 


Anda — (some said of the Tory persuasion) 
Soiffed, pawed, and hee-hawed upon ev'ry occasion ; 
But a Turtle (esca from a feed in the City) 
Thought the Candidate's views upon Aldermen witty. 


And, meanwhile, the speaker's quadrumanous 


party 
Went in for an uproar exceedingly hearty ; 
Exclaiming aloud, ‘‘ Of our eye he’s the apple! 
And soon in the House shall he sit for White- 
chapel !’ 


But anon, in the rear, in a manner emphatic, 
Came a party of Rats, of demeanour er-rat-ic ; 


And quickly this strange and unlooked-for intrusion | 


Mace still worse confounded the gen’ral confusion. 


Then the sneers and the jeers, and the shouting and | 


singing 
Set the welkin (whatever the welkin is) ringing ; 
Aad the shocking result of this squalling and jawirg 
Is duly set forth in the opposite drawing. 





“ A (Bur) roughes, by any other Name,” 
Mr. J. S. BorRouGiigs, who was lately again one of the successful School Board candidates for West- 


minster, has been making some extravagant statements as to the vast number of 


crammed into the School Board scholars. 
learn every subject on the board, and a few over. 
facts. Therefore his assertions are not-Warren-ted. 


subjects which are 


He evidently thinks that each of the boys and girls is made to 


It is plain he Burroughes too deeply to get at the 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Ep!ITor or “ Fon,” 


S1r,—In consequence of your 
sending a messenger to see if there 
really was a fellow writing for a 
pint, instead of sending the price at 
once (of course, the man had gone 
when your messenger turned up), 
I’m a bit off the scent of that pin 
at present. However, I don't de- 
spair, and here’s my 

Tip FOR THE MANCHESTER 

NoveMBerR HANDICAP, 


It may be St, Gatien does you the 
trick ; 

It may be that Florence will win 
for you, slick ; 

It may be that \ema will cause no 
complaint ; 

It may be, I tell you, and also it 
mayn’t. 

There’s Hlambledon’s (b)ambled on 
many a scene, 

And just an occasional winner has 
been ; 

But still, at his best, I must say he 
is not 

The horse I’d select for to ‘* put on 
the pot.” 

The party who's gitted with eyes 
(and is wise) 

Will see that Ben Alder ain’t meant 
to despise ; 

And many a party there is as’Il think 


| As there’s much to be said on behalf 


of Stone Clink. 


Now, though all these horses have 
rather a chance, 

It ain’t with decision their claims I 
advance; 

For there’s Gonfalon, mark you, is 
much better *‘ biz.” ; 

Lady Adelaide, also, and Althorp, 
there is ! 


I don’t know, quite, what to make 
of this tip myself, but I suppose it’ll 


be all right; let’s hope so, at any 


rate. Who sent you Fast and Loose 

for the Derby Cup? Same answer 

tothisriddleas thelast.—Yours, &c., 
TROPHONIUS, 





Good Reasons, 

(Mr. Browning's declaration of political 
faith, included in the work, *‘Why lama 
Liberal,” has taken the form of a sonnet. 
Mr. Funs bard begs leave to embody his 
declaration in a similar form. | 
‘*Wuy am [a Liberal?”’ Because 

To be a Tory is to be devoid 

Of all regard for those who are 

employed 
In framing sound and beneficial laws. 
Because Conservatives are chatter- 
ing daws, 
With lots of words, and scarce a 
single deed 
To benefit the land wherein they 
dwell, 

Because they never to Reform pay 

heed ; 
Because with Jingo-gas they love to 
swell. 

I am a Liberal, because I find 
That Tory promises are simply 7#/ : 

Because Conservatives have ne’er 

designed, 

Of late, one common-sense and 
useful Bill ;— 

That's why I’m Liberal, and wil! 
keep so still.” 
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The Rival Ballot Singers. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


IT was a man, and a well-belovéed 
man, 
And lustily sang he ; 
With G it was his name began, 
And it did end with E. 


And he did sing such a very pretty 
song, 
And he did sing so fine, 
That they who heard him loud and 
long, 
Towards him did incline, 


It was a chap, and another sort of 
chap, 
And he did sing also 
OF Primrose Knight and eke Stop- 


£4Ps ; 
And bravely did bel-low. 
And he to shout the other down did 
try, 
Because, as you might guess, 
His name it was did end with Y, 
Since it began with S, 


And oh, it was Britannia the fair, 
Whom they with songs did woo ; 

And bade her make election there, 
And tell it them unto. 


And then it was a ballot-paper clean, 
Whereon she nimbly wrote ; 

And it she placed the box within, 
And so did give her vote. 


Now, gentles, say—supposing that 
you can, 
And have no doubt at all— 
Which of the twain was the proud 
man 
On whom her choice did fall ? 


The Absent One. 
(A PATHETIC POEM.) 

[A weekly paper says that ‘‘ the speechic; 
at the recent big City banquet were ter- 
tibly commonplace. Everybody — even 
Lord Salisbury—seemed to be troubled by 
the shadow of the General Election ; and 
the absence of Lord R. Churchill was dis- 
tinctly felt !""] 

‘* ABSENCE makes the heart grow 
fonder,” 

Says the saw, or rather song ; 
And if upon this theme you ponder, 

You will find ’tis far from wrong. 
Here'sa proof—a proofquite handy— 

_ And I’m sure in tears you'll melt, 
For you'll note, regarding Randy, 
‘* His absence was distinctly felt |” 


All—(e’en Salisbury, who was pre- 


sent)— 
Felt depressed, and well they 
might, 
Tories’ thoughts are far from plea- 
sant 


Now the Election is in sight ; 
Randolph—who full often bandies 
Jests—with gestures <2 /a Skelt, 
Brightened not that feast—no, 
Randy’s 
Absence was “‘ distinctly felt !” 


Commonplace were all the speeches 
At that banquet of renown ; 

‘his an earnest moral teaches— 
Pantomimes must have a clown ! 
The jokelets made were nought but 

phantoms, 
Rolling slowly, like the Scheldt ; 
That feast fell flat, for, lo! Lord 
Bantam’s 
Absence was “distinctly felt !” 
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EVOLUTIONARY ELECTIONEERING. 
(A DARWINIAN DRaAMA.—Part IV,) 


Lo! here’s the result to the which we alluded— 

An army of terrible ‘‘ Pugs” next intruded; _ 

And just as the Candidate’s eloquence failed him, 

And he stepped from the hustings, they up and 
assailed him ! 


Then arose a free fight—in the Donnybrook 
fashion— 

Those ‘* Pugs” for the speaker showed little com- 
passion ; 

And by various ‘‘clubs” were the combatants bat- 
tered 

Till bits of the fighters were ev’rywhere scattered. 


Three days and three nights did the battle con- | 
tinue 

Fati ing each cowbatant's muscle and sinew ; 

Crash, crash went the clubs, and bash, bash went 
each bludgeon, . 

Till the bone-broken sufferers squirmed in high 


dudgeon. 





Wer are rather curious to see whether the 
bisecting penny stamps. We think it will. 


| things dy halves. 


bnowledga, return, or pay Jer 


or dees met O1n msti{ to ac 
accompamita by @ tlampe ad davectésd emveiope 


_ And gore filled the gutter, and limbs strewed the 


* 
| When Fon went to press (and thus stopped thi: 


a cane ae 


Post Office will adopt Mr. Harness’s excellent suggestion o’ 
The Post Office has before this shown its readiness to d: 


_oniri 


From morning till night, and from night until 
morning, 

They fought and they fought, ev’ry thought of rest 
SCOrning ; 

The question in hand they to thoroughly thresh 
meant, 

And they didn’t e’en stop for ten minutes refresh- 
ment-——., 


Though ’gainst terrible ods was the Candidate pitted, 
With marvellous prowess himself he acquitted ; 
And he thought, as he battered in ev'ry direction, 
‘* A fine high old time is a Gen’ral Election !” 


To win the fierce fight each antagonist brave meant, 


pavement. 


* a . 


bard’s writing) mH 
These electoral combatants still were “‘ left fighting. 
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MOST BARBEROUS, 

Mr, fun's /unniest Funny Man.—‘' You KNOW, Mk. BARBER, YOU RE A MOST ILL-NATURED PERSON, Barber.—“* INDEED, SIR.” 

Mr, Fun’'s F. F. M.—"*Y8s, YOU TAKE A DELIGHT IN SEEING PEOPLE IN FOR SCRAPES, AND THOUGH YOU GIVE YOURSELF (H)AIRS, 
YOU ARE ALWAYS TAKING OFF EVERYBODY ELSR’s,” 

Barber.—‘' Now, REALLY, Mk. WHeE#zerR, I HOPE YOU'LL KEEP QUIET TILL I’ve FINISHED LATHERING YOU.” 

Mr. Fun's F. F. M.—*‘* Let’s soar so.” 

Barber (desperate).—** LOOK HERR, MR, WHEEZER, IF YOU WILL KEEP ON INDULGING IN JOKERS, YOU'LL FIND I SHALL PRESENTLY 
BE ILLUSTRATING THEM—BY CuTs,” 








NEW LBAVES., Ready December 3rd. Price 3d. 
The English Illustrated, The letter-press of Mr. Charlton, and the 


a fie naeh Mtrue The leuerpre of Me Cartons 2m4 © VACK AND JILL CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 


** Old bits in a new City.”—7he Century and St. Nicholas each begin a 
a new volume, and their blll of fare for the year ensuing is enough to | With elaborately Coloured Plate by W. GADSBY, entitled LITTLE MOBCAP. 


make us all greedy for the good things to come.—Macmil/an’s begins its ¥ 
new volume with all the ‘*‘ Vastness” of Tennyson, and that is a great | Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


deal.— Household Words has good reading enough to hold you in the | i U N A a M A N A C FO fo 1 886. 


house for a month —There is abundance to admire in Zhe Leisure Hour, ; : ; 
The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girl's Own Paper. Illustrations and Literature by the best Comic Artists 
and Authors of the Day. 


—The costumes in 7he Ladtes’ Gazette of Fashion are more simple and 
consequently more elegant than usual.— 7’e Family Doctor is so skilled | __ 
that nearly everyone will want to have him, and he will have a large 
practice. — Once a Month is an Australian illustrated magazine of which | 
a number has just reached us. The literature is admirable, but the | 
illustrations are capable of improvement. 
The ‘Paris Sketch Book,” by Mr. Titmarsb, forms the second | 
volume of George Routledge and Son’s beautiful little Pocket Library. 
Readers will be glad to resume or to make acquaintance with Thackeray's 


delightful sketches, 








Now Reaay. Price One Shilling; Post-free 1s. 24d, 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1886. 


Unanimously pronounced by the Press to be the Best Annual 
ever Published, 























‘THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD.” —Vide Press, 


ASK [ WARNING! 


When you ask for 


OFFICES, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
ror JAMES’ ask fc 
Reckitts 


‘'Gives a mirror-like ( adbur S 
surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels all others.” — 
Vide Lady's Pictorial. LU e 


















CAUTION.—If 
se Oncoa, 
ii ’ 
BLACKLEAD AIR ee cad | cates Start 


GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 


BE. JANES & GONS, Sele Makers, PLYMOUTH. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HIE Opera Comiour, — When 
I was sub ferula and my resi} 
dence was for the most part at 
Dr. Birch’s Select Academy for 
Young Gentlemen, it was the 
pleasing custom of the young 
gentlemen to elicit tales in the 
bedroom from each in turn, 
under penalty of knotted towel 
or flying bolster. These budding 
critics insisted firmly upon 
originality, and the heartrending 
nature of the youthful victims’ 
struggles under the stern rule 
have only been equalled in my 
experience by the struggles of 
my brethren of the pen under 
similar circumstances observed 
in later life. (One lad achieved 
a triumph, I remember. He 
obliged us with a tale of adven- 

Puiu Orera Comigun.—- ‘Tig Favor Ie.’ ture, in the course of which the 

hero was wrecked upon a deso- 
late island, and anon two packing cases were washed ashore, one con- 








providence for decency, I suppose, in case of a long stay) many pairs 
of trousers! Presently the hero took a stroll and met a wild boomerang 
(immediate inquiry eliciting the information that this was a large kind 
of monkey). This is all of the tale I remember; but at no subsequent 
period did the young author or any of his companions rise to such 
triumphant height.) It was my invariable custom when it came to my 
turn on these occasions to adopt the magical or fairy element as the 
basis of my plot. I was thus enabled to involve my characters in the 
most terrific and intricate difficulties with the means constantly at hand 
for extracting them at the shortest notice. This plan had the draw- 
back of rather reducing the characters to puppets; but that consideration 
had no more restraining influence on me than it has had upon Mr, 
Henry Herman in the concoction of 7he say o' Fire. 


CREDIT is due to Mr, Herman for the obvious desire to raise the tone 
of this class of entertainment, and a certain poetic feeling (even to the 
extent of rhyming ‘‘ given” and ‘* heaven”) which he strives to possess, 
but, although with its good surroundings and clever exposition, 7%e 
‘ay o Fire afiords a quietly good and satisfying evening’s entertain- 
ment; candour compels one to say that this is least due to the author. 
The lapse of five hundred years between the two acts destroys what 
little interest is raised in the slight and unfortunate love story of the 
first act, and the second act consists of absolutely nothing but the return 
of the Fay-captured minstrel to marry the several times grand-daughter 
of this original love—an ending not very satisfying on the whole, Little 
is made out of the duplicate characters with five centuries between them, 
and the dialogue is as ordinary as well could be. 


Tuere's one thing about the story that bothers me dreadfully, too, 
Ihere's an Earl of Landagough in the first act with an on/y child, Lady 
Blanche, who, losing her chosen lover, marries one Viscount Ceruleum. 
In the second act there’s a Duke of 
Landagough, described as a /inea/l de- 
scendant of the earl whose “‘ only child” 
was a daughter! This same Duke has 
a daughter, Lady Blanche, who is a de- 
scendant (or there is no point in the story) 
of the first Lady Blanche, who ceased to [ 
be a Landagough and became a Ceruleum, 
Now what I want to know is how it all 
comesabout? Why isn’t the Lady Blanche 
sister to the Marquis Ceruleum of the 
second act (or cousin, at least), instead of 
engaged to him? Why isn’t the Landa- 
gough earldom extinguished as far as the 
original family is concerned? I suppose 
there were a number of intermarryings or 
something, and Dick’s brother being uncle 
to Henry, it follows that Tom married his 
cousin, and there were present the picca- 
ninnies ; but why pursue a subject so ’ 
fraught with difficulty? Suffice it to say, THe Stanparp.—Miss Craw- 
there were no Viscounts (as nobles or vorb’s Princirat Rott. 
peers, at any rate) until about fifty odd 
years after the existence of Viscount Ceruleum, and it is pleasant to 
bserve that the Fay has seen 74e Si/ver Ainge, and taken the words 
{ Wilfred’ Denver to heart, for she passes the five hundred years men- 











taining the sweetmeat known as ‘*‘bulls’-eyes,” and the other (as special | 











tioned in *‘ giving back yesterday ” to the captured hero! N.B,—This 
paragraph is hypercriticism, but / don’t care ! 


Tue music of Mr. Edward Jones is excellent, he seems to have ac- 
complished the task of being almost continuously melodious without 
falling into monotony in the least; he shows fair originality, serious 
application, and (they tell me) weak orchestration ; I think this latter 
charge is true, but I am not an expert, and I should think the general 
public will be quite satisfied with melody and brightness, particularly so 
well rendered as it is at the Opera Comique. There is, among the rest, 
a sestette in the last act (partially unaccompanied) which is simply de- 
lightful to listen to, Mr. Fred Leslie (who shows great humour and 
sense of character as the Landagoughs), Mr. H. Walsham (who sings 
with all his usual sweetness and ability), and Miss Marie Tempest (an 
exceptionally clever and gifted vocalist, who comes upon us almost as 
a surprise, although we remember her in a small part at the Comedy), 
together with Miss De Laporte (whose handsome presence, clear vocali- 
sation, and dramatic ability give the part of the Fay its proper pro- 
minence) are sufficient in themselves to constitute a strong cast, but 
their efforts are well supplemented by Mr, Fred Wood (who is a good 
singer, though a bad actor, and whose songs, with one exception, are 
therefore omitted), Mr. C. Manners, Mr, Cooper Cliffe, Mr. H. M. Clifford, 
and Miss Marion Grahame. The scenery is first-rate, and the costumes 
all that the tried invention and good taste of Mr, Chasemore can make 


them, 


Tue STANDARD.—Handicapped by making her first appearance in 
so large a house as this, and in such unutterable rubbish as Cafers, 
Miss Bertie Crawford ‘*The Tennessee Nightingale,” has, I’m afraid, 
made that bad first impression which is generally so fatal. It is scarcely 
fair to attempt criticism under the circumstances, but I may say that 
the lady seems to have experience, can sing fairly, has a strongly- 
marked accent, and gives indications that, with better opportunity, she 
could act respectably. She does not dance; so if she ever conceived 
the idea (which has been pretty widely attributed to her) ot rivalling 
the rockingest, high-cuttingest, flip-flappingest little, &c., she is quite 
*‘ out of court” on that score alone. As the gentleman who plays 
Teddy is announced as playing ‘‘his original character,” I suppose he 
comes from America. If that is so (and they will have him), will he 
please go right back? I’m too polite to call the piece exactly what I 
feel I ought—besides, it would be libellous, The only relief to the 
dreary time was the fierce and threatening aspect of the conductor of 
the orchestra when he heard hisses (and he heard them several times !) 
His eyes flashed, his nostrils dilated, his teeth ground—his very coat- 
tails quivered with awful threatenings—one joyed to look upon him 
and feel that, after all, life was worth living as long as this seeming 
stripling was so dead to the ridiculous as to threaten Whitechapel and 
Shoreditch with his fiery glance ! NESTOR, 





_— — ee ——— 


TURF CUTTINGS, 
To THE EpiTor or ** Fon,” 


S1r,—Some people persist in saying I didn’t give Fast-and-Loose for 
the Derby Cup! As I have before had occasion to remark, some people 
will say anything. They even, in some instances, refer one to the 
printed Tip, as if I were going to accept evidence of hat description ! 
Don't I know from long experience that my word is not to be relied 
upon, and, if I give a horse, that is just the animal least likely to win? 
Very well, then, we will not pursue the argument (as it is growing a little 
muddled), Enough that I here attach my 


Tire FOR THR GREAT METROPOLITAN STEEPLECHASE, 


‘‘Sr, GORGE for the Great Metropolitan,” p’r’aps, 
Is the rallying cry of a number of chaps 

(And it ain’t for the Prophet to blame ’em), 
Though many will fancy the lot of Hardware, 
And others prepare for a do with Adare 

(A pair as ain’t likely to shame ’em). 


You'll be wise if you look with some favour upon 
The form and the fettle of Jolly St. John, 

Or fancy Lord Rossmore’s Cortolvin 
(Though whether the one or the other will win, 
Or either or both of them ever get in, 

Is a matter for careful revolvin’), 


There's Sinbad won’t do*very much (though he might)— 
There’s the calmness of pow’rin the gay Carm-elite, 
Which will bear an attentive inspection. 
But I stand by A. Cecil as firm as a rock, 
With (p’r’aps), for a second, the merry Gamecock, 
And I look for triumphant election, 
Yours, TROPHONIDS, 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL PREPARES FOR THE overcome their mirthful tendencies, and it was with an almost bitter 


ELECTION earnestness that I was going on when a man in the meeting called out, 
oa “a , , ‘* Talking of Liberal measures, how about pewter pots?” 

I aM down here, Sir, in West Clodshire, helping my friend Wiggles- Then ° saw my chance, and took it, ‘Pewter pots,” I echoed 
wade, who is up for Mangelwurzelton; or, to use his own expression, | scornfully, * my interrupter forgets to whom he is referring. Mr. 
‘seeing him through,” which, let me add, is a very different thing from | Wippleswade is too thorough Liberal to have anything to do with such 
‘‘seeing through him,” as the electors have long since found out, | 

Wiggleswade is up in the Liberal interest, which, in my 1 pong y nd | And on this the audience at last, aroused by my efforts, so vociferously 
funny way, I define as five-and-twenty per cent. ; for, as 1 say, if five: | eored that I felt repaid for my trouble in having advanced that man 
and-twenty per cent. isn’t Liberal interest, perhaps somebody will kindly eg eee Pompe sixpence and his beer to lead up to my successful 





‘ half-and-half’ measures as pewter pots !”’ 


say what is. ‘‘Is it Tory discount, for instance?” as I asked the other quip. 

night at a public meeting, which I may tell you, Sir, I essayed to invest Things went more swimmingly after this; and when another of my 

with a practical humour hitherto unknown at political gatherings. paid “hecklers” had asked me, ‘‘How about the preservation of the 
What I said to Wiggleswade was this, ‘* You leave it to me, old man, | Coo ons?” and I retorted that I thought the better plan would be to 

and I’ll work up the interest for you. Keep the audience in a roar, | preserve,” not the Commons, but its members’ “(s)peaches,” many 


don’t you know, and all that kind of thing?” | of which were admittedly “‘ real jam ;” and had furthermore, in response 
Wiggleswade seemed rather dubious about the result, but he —— | toa groan for Chamberlain from ot e Tory roughs, sugg oaled that the 
to my experiment, which I accordingly proceeded to carry out thusly:— | Conservatives found Joseph an * orchid” customer to deal with, I came 
The hall was crowded when I came forward and commenced with— | finally to the climax of my “extra-special” efforts; and exclaiming, 


‘Electors of Mangelwurzelton, this is the age of advancement and . 
novelty, and hooak benighted "Tory chairmen may continue to merely — . sme tbo 5 Lge. yo saat te a cab a f. Fiiteraiy 
take the chair at such meetings as ap : peoter the mens mang ney | dived Sais hs Sallie tan henktn eas beeen te. ’ 
of taking the table and the clock, and the cocoanut matting as we ; ale P 
Yes pe and with your permission, I will now remove all these |, The three “supers” (though I had rehearsed the incident —_ Se 
chattels in the Van of Progress, in which I now find myself.” in the morning), did not catch me as carefully as they should have done; 
As no one laughed, I added J If, as I fear, my facetious observation but this is a personal detail, and I only refer to it af mtd that enthu- 
is over your head, I will now come to what is on the tapis, which surely | Siasts who “ throw rs eA re! as well safe ae faa ee 
must be under your feet, though I hope not beneath your notice. And stand a chance of ‘being floored,” successful though they may be in 
first let me speak of the Liberal measures my friend Mr. Wiggleswade | 4*gument. F 
is ready to support.” (Hear, hear.) ‘‘Take one instance. Your | — You should hear them cheer me, too, when I go canvassing wrappe 
stingy old Tory would only give you three feet to a yard; Wiggleswade in an old sail, Sir. If my popularity doesn't secure Wiggleswade a 
would give four feet and a manifest-‘ toe’ or two thrown in !”’ ‘‘writ-turn” ticket, duly issued by the ** writ-turning” officer, I shall 
The “Mapgelwurzeltonians, strange to say, were still able to wholly | be, I assure you, exceedingly surprised. 
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QUITE ANOTHER PERSON! 
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There was a middle-aged gentleman who behaved as if he had been a short-sighted idiot, and (by a very remarkable coincidence) his name was John Bull; but, of 
course, he wasn't our John Bull. Well—just after the American dynamiters had attempted to blow him up (and just at the very time when they were ‘cute euough to 


drop it for a while), he took elaborate precautions, and posted detectives at every corner. 
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Well, the days grew darker. There came a General Election. Then that J. B. (not ox» J. B., you understand), called away the detectives one by one on pelice duty 
connected with election blackguardism. And, strange to say, the American dynamiters were not asleep all this time ! 


—_— et — ~> 


And the days grew darker still in November and December. And fogs came on. And under cover of the fogs. and John Bull's absorption in the Elections, the 
American dynamiter——but, bless our hearts! it isn't en John Bull, or any business of ours; so what does it all matser to us? And it's useless to say a word of 
warning to ‘Aa’ John Bull. Now, if it were ovr John Bull it would be quite different. 
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END OF 


Randy.—“ NOW, THEN, HOLD UP; AT HIM AGAIN, AND GO IN AND WIN.” 
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AN UNEXPECTED NOTE. 


Dear EpiTor,—I take my pen 
And write this note to say that when 
Electioneering fuss began 

I hid me from the haunts of man. 

I hate electioneering cries, 

Election talk, election lies, 

Election ev’rything, and so 

I felt it time that I should go. 


That’s how it is, I needn’t state, 
You've had so little news of late. 

In vain you’ve daily languished for 

My notes on that Bulgarian war ; 

In vain you've hoped,—as well as these 
I’d send remarks on those Burmese, 
Well, King Milan (it’s such a joke), 

I think, is *‘ sorry that he spoke !” 


But now electing’s on the wane, 

I’ve hastened back to town —. 

I've called and have embraced with joy 
The nto office- boy ; 

I’ve forced my way to your domain, 

You knew me not, the fact was plain, 

Till suddenly you stopped, and said, 

** Why, bless my noel, it’s Merdle Head !” 


a 











we 
: 


Though Minnie Hauk (I sing her praise) 
Disdains the system of bouquéts, 

And lets the sweeper sweep them by, 

You joyed to see that it was I. 

Although my face was wan with woe 
(Election es age one so), 

And though the German Reichstag meets, 
You sent the boy to get some sweets. 


Then while the flames pursued their wills, 
In Tooley Street, with Taylor’s mills ; 
While bold Lesseps amid some cheers, 
Acquired the age of eighty years ; 

And while one Wright—for selling meat 
At Basingham, unfit to eat— 

To prison for six weeks was sent— 

We feasted to our heart’s content. 


In islands christened Philippine 

A cyclone had kicked up a shine ; 

They launched of ironclads, the crown, 
Which they had named the Camperdown. 
Electric trams they ‘gan to sport, 

An Arab convoy had been caught ; 

And yet for none of these we stop, 

But pass the cheery acid drop. 


The Crown Princess is forty-five 

(I tell it, and am still alive ! 

We wished her joy, the truth to tell, 

In chocolate and caramel), 

Two managers for Roberts fight ; 

And Riel is hanged, and serve him right. 
And when we heard the news, my boy, 
In butter-scotch we slaked our joy. 

A king is dead ; unhappy Spain 

May find herself unhinged again ; 
Rewards to officer and man, 

For brave devoir in far Soudan, 

Have been received with joy and awe, 
AND Mrs. WELDON GIVES UP Law, 
Pray, after this what can be said 

But, I am yoursly, MERDLE IIgap. 


+) THE “INFANT” SWINDLE, MURDER, AND GENERAL CRIME 





WORTH ATTENTION |! 
UNDER THE SPECIAL PATRONAGE OF THE LAW!! 


AGENCY!!! 


Mew hesitation having been long felt by those meditating the com- 
mission @f crimes, and great inconvenience having been experienced by 
those engaged in their perpetration, owing to the penalties imposed by 
the Law upon that branch of industry, the inauguration of the above 
agency will, we feel certain, be warmly weleomed as that of a long and 

tterly felt want. 

We ‘anne but be struck with surprise when we look back upon the 
long years during which, in a country so practical as ours, a 

GREAT CHANCE 


has failed to be turned to account by the adventurous and the energetic, 
What is this Great Chance? The encouragement of juvenile crime by 
the law. 

‘Tommy Devvle, fifteen, was charged before Mr. Dash with having fixed an 
obstacle on the railway line, with the object of upsetting an express train. The fixing 
of the obstacle showed much thought and expertness. The prisoner was handed over 
to the care of his father.” — Ve7vspafer. 

The “INFANT” SWINDLE, MURDER, AND GENERAL CRIME 
AGENCY has been established for the en of lifting all responsibility 
and punishment for crime from the shoulders of its originators, 

CRIME BY PROXY! NO RESPONSIBILITY! FIXED 

CHARGES ! 


The Acency has a large and expert staff of “infants” always ready 
to undertake the commission of great or small crimes for a moderate 
commission, Every member of the staff being under the age of twenty- 
one, and therefore either an ‘‘infant” or a ** minor ” in the eye of the 
law, is exempt from serious punishment, and is therefore prepared to 
execute any crime on the shortest notice. 


“ Little Toddles, advertising stockbroker, was summoned by Gaper Green, a client, 
for £100 which had been sent to defendant to be invested in Timbuctco Bonds. 
Defendant now pleaded that he was under age, and therefore not responsible for 
money entrusted to him, or for anything else, being, at the same time, recogaised by 
the law as a sworn broker. The case was dismissed.”—Vewsfafer. 


COMPLETE SECRECY ! 


The managers and staff of the Agency being under age, can, without 
fear of punishment, refuse to divulge the identity of their employers in 
crime. No hesitation need therefore be felt by any one proposing to 
place commissions, 

The MURDER DEPARTMENT is composed entirely of ‘‘infants”’ 
under the age of thirteen, and managed by an experienced murderer of 
the same tender age ; copies of whose convictions (and discharges) can 
be seen by applying to any magistrate. 

The SWINDLE DEPARTMENT is full of experienced swindlers 
under the age of twenty-one. Zhe intelligence and capacity of every one 
of these are guaranteed equal to those of men of fifty. The manager of 
this department has been seven times a fraudulent debtor, three times 
chairman of bogus companies, many a dishonest advertising stock- 
broker, and is a skilful exponent of the three-card and purse tricks. 


“The Hon. Downey Chick was summoned by various tradesmen who had supplied 
goods to him to the value of three millions. is assets were stated as sevenpence 
halfpenny and a betting-book. Defendant pleaded minority, and was discharged.” — 
Newspaper. 

BURGLARIES! BURGLARIES! ! 

Eminent burglars may now carry on their operations in ease and 
safety, Our staff of Boy Burglars are guaranteed fully as expert as men 
of the greatest experience. Safes cleared. 


THE “INFANT” SWINDLE, MURDER, AND GENERAL 
CRIME AGENCY, 


General Manager: Notter Vage, Esq., aged twenty years eleven months. 

Secretary: Kwyter Baybe, Esq., aged twenty years ten months. 

Manager of Murder : Recker Traine, Esq., aged ten years. 

Manager of Swindle Depart. : Uptoo Snough, -y aged nineteen 
years five months, 

Advertising stockbrokers’ businesses completely managed and worked. 
It will be seenatta’plance that frauds can be carried to much greater 
lengths by the Agency than by adult brokers harassed by the fear of the 


law, 
DON’T FORGET THE AGENCY!!! 








A (Cinde)rellavant Statement. 

THe third series of the ‘‘ Prince’s Cinderellas” for '85-'S6, consisting 
of Six Subscription Dances, will be held at the Prince's Hall, Piccadilly, 
on December 3rd and 17th; on January 13th and 17th; and on Feb- 
ruary 1oth and 24th. As these delightful dances are in aid of the 
Chelsea Hospital for Women, FuN hopes that a great many will be 
found to go and dance in the good cause. Introductions from a patroness 
or from a steward are necessary, and a list of these ‘‘ introducers”’ may 
be obtained from the Secretary of the Hospital, Mr. J. S. Wood. 
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They Are Seven. 
(A WARBLE AFTER WoRDsWORTH.) 


I MARVELLED why he looked so wild, 
And fiercely drew his breath ; 

That Tory, who had lately smiled, 
But now looked pale as death, 


His cranium seemed in such a whirl, 
He hated Fate, he said— 

His hair was sadly out of curl, 
He lowly bent his head, 


Said I, ‘* The members in for ‘ Brum,’ 
All one sort seem to be.” 

** Yes, seven in all,” he said, quite glum, 
** But, there, we've no M.P. 1!” 





‘*¢ And who are they?” I asked, ‘* Say, do!” 
Quoth he, ‘‘ Cook, Broadhurst, Bright, 
And Williams, Kenrick, Dixon, too— 
And ‘Joe’ has won /is fight !” 


‘* What, not e’en Randolph in,” said I, 
‘*That Birmingham batch to leaven ?” 
** Ah, no,” he sadly made reply, 
** Not ome, while ¢hey have Seven!” 


** Nay, raise your head,” I gently said, 
** Let mirth your mourning leaven ; 
Why, look at Liverpool ”—but he 
Still moaned ‘In * Brum’ we've no M.P., 
While Liberals they have Seven !” 





A ’cuTE American child who recently wrote to the 
Emperor of Austria wishing him many happy returns of 
his birthday, received in reply a valuable gold and diamond 
trinket. The Yankee youngsters are so impressed by this 
instance of royal munificence, that they are recklessly pre- 
paring addresses to our most gracious (Queen, congratulating 
her on June 20th, 1886, when the jubilee year of her reign 
commences, The rag and bone merchant who buys Her 
Majesty’s waste paper is looking forward to the messages of 


respect with great glee. 








Is the new custom of bridesmaids carrying grapes instead 
of bouquets at weddings introduced to give the bridegroom a | 
delicate hint that the bride intends to have full power over the | 
wine-cellar key ; or is it merely a suggestion that she prefers the | 
pure juice of the grape, to cheap, doctored rubbish ? 
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CONSOLING. 


Fassenger,—‘* WHAT TIMER DOES THE NexT TRAIN REACH LONDON?” 

Porter,—** Fivk O'CLOCK, Sir.” 

Passenger.—‘* AND IT’S THREE NOW; AND THIS PLACER IS EIGHTY 
MILES FROM TOWN, IT MUST BR AN Express,” 

Passenger.—** THAT’S JOLLY, GLAD I’M IN TIME TO CATCH IT,” 

Porter,—** BEG PARDING, SIR; IT DON'T STOP HERR,” 


Porter,—** Yas, Str.’’ 











ee 





PECULIAR PALLIATION. 


(‘‘The magistrates lately,” according to the newspapers, “imposed a mitigated 
penalty on a man who had committed two violent and unprovoked assaults, on the 
ground that they had been committed when the man was drunk, and ‘not in a state 


to know what he was doing.’ ”’] 


‘‘THIs is a most interesting decision,” we mused. ‘If accepted asa | 


precedent, and worked out to all its logical ramifications, it would pre- 
sent most seductive potentialities of infinite deduction calculated to effect 


a new departure in the ethics of contemporary society.” 


Even as we mused we were struck with the unusual aspect of our | 


friend Smith, who came rolling in. His normal habits being of the 
most abstemious, we were surprised. We felt sure that there must be a 
distinct motive—beyond the mere delights of intoxication—in this un- 
wonted conduct. We were right. 

‘‘ You'll be sprizshed to shee me in this—dreadfil—shtate,” murmured 
Smith. ‘I shure you {Ishnevverav ,thoughtofit fi addntadd most 
serioush reason. Fact is—often longed to pay grudge I owe that Brown 
—punchs ’ead—wentngottight purpose—condishn defendnt mitgashun 
of ’sault—see ?” 

Smith’s state was simply the result of logical deduction; and off he 
rolled to punch Brown’s head, free from the fear of severe visitations 
by the magistrate, We were still musing on this when we were stumbled 
against, and nearly upset, by a rough-looking party. 

‘‘ Hullo!—beg pard’n, guvner,” he murmured, ‘‘Shcuse my con- 
dishn, Y’see I’m burglar by prfesshn, and I’ve got liddl crib to crack ; 
an’ the judge won’t givvit me so ’ot if I ain’t in condishn to know 
worrime ’bout—twig ? ” ine 

It was a most reasonable deduction. We were explaining that we 


perfectly comprehended, when the parliamentary candidate for our | 


division rolled up and grasped our hand—partially for support. 


“You'll be—(hic)—drefily pained—obsherve me in this sta—state,” he | 


said, 


“*No,” we replied. ‘* After the recent decision of the learned magis- 
trates, we feel sure that some definite and desirable object——” 

As far as we could make out, his reply was as follows :— 

‘You are right. If drunkenness isa palliation to an offence, it must 
presumably contain some commendable element which ameliorates 
| anything with which it is associated. Therefore, when associated with 
virtues, it must presumably augment their value. As I, of course, wish 
all my virtues to appear at their best in the eyes of my constituents, I 
_ have taken this means of heightening their effect. 
| This was well thought out too, 

The next of our acquaintances who came rolling along was a field- 
marshal commanding-in-chief, He wept on our shoulder, and said :— 

**Jesht goin’ out to take c’mand of army, ole fler. Y’shee I've been 
preparin’ self. If itsh glorioush gain victory whenyrr shober, how 
mush more glorioush mush it be when yrr liddl bit on—eh? Thassh 
what /’ve gommy eye on, ole fler—hic, hic, ‘ray 1” 

There could be little doubt as to the soundness of his reasoning. We 
had scarcely bid him an admiring farewell, when up rolled a jolly com- 
pany arm-in-arm, _ across the road, What were they? y were 
a bench of provincial magistrates, 

‘*We're driven to it—d’ye shee?” they shouted in chorus. ‘‘ We 
doknow what we shourradone without that deshishion ! Palliation to the 
foolishness of our decishions—dysee? Not in shtate to know what we're 
’bout |” 

‘*Hum!” we said. ‘‘ Really, gentlemen, as British Unpaid Magis- 
trates, you give yourselves unnecessary trouble in artificially promoting a 
state of things which nature has already brought about in your cases, 
It’s waste of good intoxicants, we assure you.” 

—S—— —_—s 

A BRUTE was recently charged with feeding his child on a raw 
cabbage for three weeks, The cabbage had the best of the brute in 
| this matter, it had a Aeart, the brute had none, 


| 
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Wuen the riot (described in our last) at last ended, 
The combatants sadly crawled off to get mended ; 
They hastened to soothe all their pains sharp and 


gnawing, 
Which accounts for their not being seen in this 
drawing. 


And soon, to the Hustings, so lately vacated, 

A different crowd of electors migrated ; 
ee ee 
Appeared (as you'll see) to be ** birds of a 





EVOLUTIQ@NARY ELECTIONEERING. 
(A DARWINIAN DRAMA,—PART V.) 
| He wasn’t renowned for much culture and reading, 


His pouch, ry was very capacious when feeding; 
And though at Guildhall many ers assembled, 
When Pelican came, for their prowess they trembled, 


And as Pelican told of the Great Corporation, 
Those birds of a feather showed gleeful sensation ; 
For he vowed, by the Griffin, that he, if elected, 
Would have ev'ry City Reform Bill rejected, 


Then into his pouch all their votes they threw y; 
When the quadrumanous person came and 
raved madly, 


Alas!” he exclaimed, ‘‘while those surgeons 


repaired me, 
Has Fortune, the fickle, a loser declared me?” 
[For seguel, see opposite tableau,—ED.} 

















couple of Mormon apostles, found 
other was captured and flogged. He acknow 


missionary off home a wiser, and sorer man. 





were attacked by forty Methodists. One elder made smart tracks, amid a hot shower 


had ever given to his numerous wives. The Methodists then performed a gr 
the Mormon, said a fervent prayer, fired a thanksgiving volley, had a long drink al] round, 
ef, 


SoutH CAROLINA is a sultry clime for Mormon missionaries to ee doctrines in. A 


their views anent the of pol y, 
bullets, but the 

ledged that the whipping was quite as severe as any he 
gt omer pelt peg 

sent the 


The Great Ballot Boxing 
Match. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


Dors not the General Election strike 
Your minds, when the enfranchised 
prove their loves, 
As being somewhat like 
A contest (fairly friendly) with the 
gloves? 
In this, the Ballot Boxing Match, 
Both sides come up, all smiling, to 
the scratch ; 
And after going through a few 
formalities, 
They just set-to, as you may well 
suppose, 
In earnest grim, and deal each other 
blows 
Of heavy sorts in various localities, 
Then all the Patrons of the Noble 
Art 
Who happen to stand by, 
And watch with a professional eye 
The battle, taking one or other's 
part, 
Make observations 
And exclamations 
Such as, *‘ Ha! there’s a nasty slap 
Right bang on his potato-trap !” 
Or, * Ain't his peepers met some 
slogging drives?” 
Or, ** Can’t he handle well his bunch 
of fives?” 
Or, *‘Tapped his claret.”— ‘* My 
man gets the best of it "— 
** A smeller for his conk”—and all 
the rest of it ; 
Until one combatant succumbs, 
And so the contest ends, 
Victor and vanquished once more 
seeming chums, 
And shaking hands like friends. 





The Seng of the Spouter. 


{The Tory rs who have been giving 
sO many political addresses lately, do not 
seem remarkable for their love of /ac/s.] 


From club-land and the London 


parks 
I suddenly forth sally, 
I chum with grinning rustic sparks, 
With smiling Hodge I’m pally. 


I talk and turn my phrases out 
In ways all must call clever, 
For, like the pump, I spout and 


spout, 
And will spout on for ever. 
_ I’ve a great contempt for 


ruth, 
I in the abstract laud it, 
But never stick to facts, forsooth— 
I find I can’t afford it. 


I tell some story of the foe, 

Of course with d sorrow, 
But duty bids me tell it, though 
I'll own I’m wropg to-morrow. 


I va of our glorious past, 
I I’m a true Briton ; 
Now in the depths of gloom I’m 


see npestive as a kitten. 


And so I chatter, and the flow 
Of mouthings will end never ; 
For voters come, and voters go, 
But I spout on for ever. 





A “SprciaL” EpiTion.—The 
Burmese Exp-edition ! 
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ENIOKNAOKS, 


WHETHER it is illegal or not to 
influence voters with kisses, a num- 
ber of these pleasant bribes have 
been given and taken lately, We 
can hardly believe receiving sweet 
kisses from the rosy lips of pretty 
girls to be a corrupt practice, Elec- 
tion kisses is not by any means con- 
fined to the electors. Don’t the 
candidates get kissed, that’s all ! 
Some on being elected, others on 
being disappointed. A few after- 
noons ago we saw the pinkiest of 
pink and white little women kiss a 
moon-faced male person who had 
ceased to be a candidate, and had 
developed into a full-blown, M.P, 
He took the kiss im a condescendi 
way, and tried to pluck an embroi- 
dered sun-flower from her bosom, 
Gracious ! what a long time it was 
before she could make him under- 
stand that the flower wasn’t real, 
Yet he was a teetotal member, 


THE majority of Britons seem to 
regard the battle between Servia 
and Bulgaria after the manner of a 
knowing old sportsman, who said, 
on seeing a miserable dog fight, ‘‘ I 
am not brutal in my disposition and 
tastes, but I hate hypocrisy in man 
or beast, and if two wretched curs 
happen to have a rooted antipathy 
for each other, I don’t like to see 
‘em conceal it.” 


Here's a glorious opportunity for 
young medical men who wish to die 
in the exercise of their profession. 
‘*The Servian Government would 
thankfully receive the medical 
services of English surgeons and 
doctors.” And the Servian soldiers, 
acting on the natural impulses of 
their race, would thankfully annex 
the watches, chains, rings, and loose 
cash of English surgeons, after 
slitting their throats. 


It is the fashion for pious folk to 
manifest their love of true religion 
in odd ways. Mr. T. C. Baring, a 
staunch supporter of Church and 
State, has thoughtfully informed an 
ignorant world that *‘ No Unitarian 
can be a Christian.” Some still 
stauncher supporters of Church and 
State have broken into a Wesleyan 
Chapel at Cardiff, desecrated the 
interior of the building in a bestial 
manner, scribbled lewd words 
on the walls and font, and left 
a paper behind them on which 
was scrawled, *‘This is for Dis- 
establishment.” What a lot of 
trouble to take !—in the interests of 
“* Christianity.” 


Mr, Justice Grove did good 
sane teh 
y seventeen 
Cshnen £10 oh for non-attend- 
ance, The»absentees, who had to 
shell out, raised ‘‘ Geroosalem,” and 
are “ere to take affidavits that 
the man is not the pleasant 
sheltering grove they ever wish to 
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Some time in despair did our hirsute friend suffer, 

And Fate, often rough, now appeared to grow 
rougher— 

But, at length, when was known the result of the 


liing, 
Ou friend felt that Fate, after all, was consoling. 


At the top of the poll was he placed in that contest 
(Thou may’st see him a-top of the poll, if thou 


wantest) 
All the birds of afeather were filled with dismay then, 
And with their assistants they waddled away then. 


“At the top of the poll!” he exclaims, quite 
elat 


ed, 
** I’m now an M.P., to be petted and /%/ed— 
And now I belong to the army of 


I'll swagger like most of my co- rs. 








ree ower 


EVOLUTIONARY ELECTIONEERING. 
(A DARWINIAN DRAMA,—PART VI) 


‘* Yes, now I am one of the nation’s directors, 
No more need I heed what I promised electors ; 
I can vote as I like, or lay indecision, 

And be absent from ev’ry important division. 


‘* For though I’m returned on the Liberal ticket, 

The — I’ve mounted—why, down, I can kick 
t— 

I shall not be the frst, who, with Lib’ral preten- 


Assisted the Tories in sowing dissension.” 


But while he thus chatters o’er future defections, — 
And then ‘gas 10 flout over pleulog rte 


A visitor comes to the gay Undeleated— 
And ’tis thought that that member will be—well, 
unseated |! 














AT last the French have had some luck in Tonquin ; they have taken a troublesome Anamite Colonel, 
the Anamite Colonel has taken the troublesome cholera, Za/er,—Glorious news from the front! 


and 
“The 





. . 7 * ” 
sit under, Anamite Colonel is now an Inanimate Colonel. 
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THE BATTLE OF THE BALLOT. 
(A Ditry AFTER DRAYTON.) 











nor beat grain from 





husk, for six weary months. During this time 
he will be compelled to work his cerns on the treadmill. | 





Seg, where the hosts advance, Salisbury, helmetless, | Randolph, the S Knight, 
As on their steeds they prance, On with his lance doth press Joins in the furious ight— 
Flashing the sword and lance, Threat 'ping with dire distress | See, too, Free-Trader Bright— 
Eager for glory ! Will o' the Collars ! ** Toe,” too, of Land-fame | 
Hear ye the battle din ; He, with uplifted axe, See while the Tories ** fake,” 
Who will be “ Out” or ** In "— Never true valour lacks— Lib’rals the cry awake— 
Which of the twain will win— Sore doth his vigour tax ‘* Win, Gladstone, win, and make 
Lib'ral or Tory? ** Squire” é., who ‘‘ follers,” Grander your grand fame !” 
Some Tipp “patriots” are playing very low. They have boy- | cady December 3rd, Price 3a. 
cotted the burial of a dead body. e corpse is not disturbed by their 
sin sbi rr ohm vse 9 oe” | JACK AND JILL CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 
Tue proprietor of a thrashing machine at Retford has found out to “ " 
his cost that it is to awife.. He will neither beat a woman, With elaborately Coloured Plate by W. GAD3BY, entitled ‘‘ LITTLE MOBCAP. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OOLR’s,—Miss Helen Has- 
tings has taken a mean 
advantage of us! Most 
of us went to her matindée 
with the expectation of 
making an entirely new 
acquaintance, and it’s 
rather disconcerting when 
you are watching, on the 
tiptoe of expectation and 
with the intention of 
making an accurate note 
of first impressions, for 
the advent of a stranger, 
to be suddenly con- 
fronted with a familiar 
face! Does Miss Has- 
tings think we forget 
her delightfully fresh per- 
formance of Dulcie, in 





Toork'’s.—“ Hex wh ARR AGAIN '” 


or how she followed Miss Laura Lynden as Gerty in Silver Guilt ? 
Or how she went therefrom to the Koyalty in Zhe 7hree Hats, and a 
farce witha ’celloin it? Goto! If she wished to change her name 
she might have broken it gently—she might have called herself 
** Helen (late Tiny)” ! ae 

The Country Girl is a piece which offers peculiar advantages to the 
comedienne with no less pride in her physical than her mental endow- 
ments, as, while it makes no very great demands upon the actress, it 
combines all the dignity of high-class comedy with all the opportunities 
of pantomime, burlesque, and opera-bouffe. Beyond this it is somewhat 
musty—especially as now played. Miss Hastings is a clever young 
actress, and gave a pleasing rendering of her part, looking extremely 
natty and picturesque in her boy’s clothes, though she rather over-acted 
—probably from over-anxiety. Mr. Farren’s Moody is well known; 
and Miss Phyllis Broughton played Alithea with a good deal of ease; of 
the rest of the cast it is as well not to speak—except that it would be a 
pity perhaps to omit mention of Mr. Greet's Sparkish, which was 
probably the worst on record. 


PICCADILLY HALL.—The wonderful conjuror, M. Verbeck, who 
has succeeded in astonishing half London since he took up his 
quarters here, has just made some alterations in his programme. 
tfe’s a dreadful man to go and see! My wife only allows me 
enough for my cab fare when I go out, and I kept fancying every 
minute that M. Verbeck would conjure it out J my pocket into 
somebody’s whiskers, or eyebrows, or back hair, and leave me to 
walk home—and it’s not rea//ya nice walk from Piccadilly to Highbury 
New Park. It was worse during the mesmeric s‘ance though; there 
was a very fat lady near me, and one with too much off her shoulders 
in front, and a gent who squinted, and a man I know, but hate, three 
seats off, what should I have done if M. V. had asked Mdlle. Margzerit 
what I was thinking of ! Seriously, this is not at all ordinary conjuring, 
and is well worth a visit ; 
if you go once you are 
sure to go (Ver)beck 


again ! 


THe STRAND,—Mr. 
William Duck, Miss 
Eweretta Lawrence, and 
company have migrated 
here from Toole’s, The 
occasion is marked by 
the ‘‘ putting up” of a 
new first piece by Mr. 
J. P. Hurst, called /n 
Fetters, It is a piece 
eminently calculated to 
propagate blues of the 
deepest dye. It opens 
with a tale of a young 
girl’s flight from home, 
told by an elder lady 
to her niece, the girl's 
sister, who, in her turn, 
speaks of her newly-married husband as full of gloom (but happily be- 
coming cheerful under her influence). The brother and father respec- 
tively of these ladies then puts in an appearance. He suffers from 
} 





Tue STRAND.—PECK AND HIS §&)PECS. 








Vice-Versi, \ittle more | & : 7 
than a year ago?—you can to the //ra go for verification of dates!— | chief part finely played. Madame Eugenie Legrand paints the charac 
| ter with a firm hand and an assured touch. It is really a great per- 


| formance, which nobody should miss an opportunity of seeing. In the 





eart-disease, and has been to a funeral. Next arrives a doctor, who 


tells a gruesome tale of a young girl shattered in a railway accident, 
and dying in the arms of a young husband, ‘‘ whose distracted aspect 
revealed but too plainly that they had been married but four-and-twenty 
hours!” This young girl is now proved to be the sister and runaway. 


Agony all round. 


Younc husband turns up now, and doesn’t appear to have profited 
much by his young wife’s ‘‘ cheering up” efforts; insists on telling a 
lugubrious story about his first wife, who was killed in a railway accident 
twenty-four hours after marriage! Horror! Deceased wife’s sister ! 
Wicked, inhuman law! Let us fly to other lands, where the tie is legal. 
‘No, no; I cannot leave papa; ‘twould kill him!”—and so on. 
Husband going away. Papa (been listening) says ‘‘ Stay ! ”—calls him 
‘fa noble boy” (because his wife wouldn’t go with him, I suppose), and 
—*‘ she was mot your sister, only an adopted daughter!” Joy—and an 
ignominious sell for the audience. Miss Lawrence makes a very fair 
**try” at the principal part in this work (which suffers from excess of 
matter over space); but Miss Josephine St. Ange, in a subordinate 
part, is the only adequate performer in the cast. On 'Chanee is still 
relied upon by the management as the main attraction. 


Tuer RoyvALTy.—Ovdefte has been played here last week, and in the 





great scene at the end of the third act, M. D’Albert was also equal to 
the occasion; he is an actor that grows upon one every time one sees 
him. M. Bahier was a very dry Béchamber, and M, Schey’s Narcisse 
a good specimen of the comic servant (not unlike Mr. Toole in manner 
and appearance). Mdlle. D’Angé D'Orsay showed some character, but 
Mdlle, Spinoy scarcely fulfilled all the requirements of Berangére, 





THE VAUDRVILLE.—Le Voyage de M. Perrichon, which is well- 
known in its two-act English dress of Peacock's Holiday, serves as the 
basis of a new play, in four acts, called Loyal Lovers, produced here on 
Wednesday morning as a preliminary (probably) to its going into the 
evening bill. Although I thoroughly enjoyed it myself, and found it 
very funny now and then, I doubt if it really has much vitality ; it is 
one of those pieces that amuse you or exasperate you, according to the 
humour you are in—in other words, it hasn’t the ‘‘ catching on”’ faculty 
very strongly developed. The story’s too thin; though, perhaps, if 
played with something of a rush, something might be made of it. 
Except for one or two good lines, the dialogue is commonplace. In 
short, I wish it luck, but don’t think it will get it—or much of it, at 
any rate. ieee 

Tue cast includes some good actors. Mr, Thorne himself is very 
well suited, and manages to raise plenty of laughter with the sayings and 
doings of the flurried, conceited, decent-hearted, and not-such-a-fool-as- 
he-looks Coverham. Mr, Macintosh (artistically made up) lacks the 
lightness necessary for this class of play; he plays well, but is too 
serious about it. Messrs, Walter Everard and E, W. Gardiner are an 
irreproachable pair of lovers ; Mr, Lestocq is good ina redundant part ; 
Miss Lavis is duly comic as Mrs, Coverham; and Miss Kate Rorke 
shows many a dainty touch of art. 


Nops AND WINKS.—The Covent Garden Cirque will re-open on 
Boxing Day under the management of Mr. W. Holland, as before, All 
sorts of wonderful novelties in horseman-and-woman-ship are announced, 
Numbers of beautiful equestriennes from foreign climes (Miss Jennie 
O'Brien among them) will be found there, an army of acrobats, and a 
cloud of clowns. Hi! hi! hi! Here youare! Walk up! Walk up! 
—The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern management send me 
their monthly programme for December. It is as good as ever, and 
includes a couple of Royal Visits—one from the Prince and Princess 
Henry of Beatrice (in the past now), and the other from Princess 
Fredericafof Hanover (in the future).—M. Lubimoff’s matinée at the 
Adelphi revealed no new thing. Danie/ Xochat is a bore to English 
people, and M. Lubimoff s translation is likelier to cause amusement than 
respect I’m afraid, nor was the ‘‘ Russian tragedian’s” acting less unna- 
tural, inflated, and self-satisfied, than usual.—7/e Fay o' Fire will be 
quenched ina night or two, and on Saturday 7he Pet of Newmarket will 
be found at the Holborn. NESTOR. 








We hear perpetual complaints regarding the overcrowding of tram- 
cars, It is unfortunate that the nuisances who persist in forcing their 
way into vehicles already full cannot be fined heavily for half-suffocating 
travellers, while treading on their corns, bunions, and gouty toes, and 
recklessly poking sticks and umbrellas into their eyes, noses, and 
mouths, Tramcar conductors are so seldom punished for carrying more 
passengers than allowed by law, that the regulation fixing the number 
of people has become a dead letter. 
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Sold to Parnell and Co, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


ELECTION cattle overflow, 

And it seems difficult to know 

Which animal in all the show 
Doth bear the bell, 


However, in some people’s eyes Up 

The Tory Bull should take first prize, : 

And they who like his shape and size 
With triumph yell, 


But then, spite of his noble breed, Ys" 

He bears the label—sad, indeed !— 

Which anyone who runs may read, 
** Sold to Parnell,” 


The rope is fastened round his neck, 

Ready to give an instant check, 

And he must mind the butcher’s beck, 
Which don’t look well. 


Yet whether Parnell means to score 

By killing him at once before 

He’s fattened him a little more, 
Why, who can tell ? 





We only see that there he stands, 
Bound to obey his lord’s commands, 
Or fall at the dictator’s hands, 

As others fell, 




















Floral Fictions. , Wi Abi 
THE oak, we read, denoteth hospitality, Vi | oe Wife 
A statement which doth smack of un- BUlAe hh 
i ry; ade Vp Lh 
reality, | ue 4 4 Z 
For many folk, | i OO Wo A 

When they’d shun visitors, discard for- Bb NBN) 

mality, , Vii 


And ‘sport the oak,” 


A Poultry One. | = 


It is stated in an evening paper that, | 
owing to an extraordinary glut of poul- 
try and game in Leadenhall Market, | < =a 
they are being offered at prices never | —s 
heard of before. We are sorry to hear | 
it; it is only too likely that, with many, | 
a “slut” will simply mean g/udtony, 


A **THoMpInG” Lacacy,—A piano. 
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JOHN BULL AND HIS TWINS. 
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“The Pav.” 


Tue other night while Mr. Fun (whose fame’s the greatest ’neath the 
sun) stood managing the factory vast, in which his quips and cranks are 
cast, there came a summons. ‘* County Court?” you ask. No, no- 
thing of the sort. It said, ‘‘The kindness please to have to come and 
private-view the ‘Pav.’” So, taking forth two sons of his (both like 
their pa, in form and phiz.), FuN rode in his Triumphal Car, 
until his boys said, ‘* Here we are!” Dear lads, ‘hey seemed to know 
the spot, which was surprising, was it not? A frontage of enormous 
size met Mr, FuN’s astounded eyes, and as for the inside, oh, lor! the 
like was never seen before, 
looking-glass’d-and-dado’d walls; a sliding roof to let in air, and splen- 
did bars (placed ev’rpwhere). The decorations rich, yet chaste, with 
which the new-born * Pav.” is graced, will make your spirits feel as 
bright as is the ** Pav.’s”’ electric light. But, look you, no performance 
then was offered to us writing-men. Still, in the ‘‘ Pav.” (the many- 
barred), an acting *‘comic” stood ‘‘On Guard;” and in a corner 
by the stair, he sang to Fun and Sons an air, the which was wedded to 
a lay intended for the opening day. Fun’s ‘‘boys” appeared this 
* pro.” to know, they said ‘twas Godfrey, who—but, lo! the world calls 
out for Mr, FuN—so please regard the ** Pav.” as done. 





New Leaves. 


PERHAPS a storm of **Seasonable Books ” may be predicted, when 
we have such a smart shower from Messrs, Griffiths, Farran and 
Co. They are all very suitable for presentation; all more or less 
well written by clever authors, and more or less fully illustrated by 





Such lovely boxes, lounges, stalls; such | 


| capable artists, The most prominent in this respect are ‘‘ Little Chicks 
and Baby Tricks,” which is full of good, clever work, and has no 
trickery about it.—The ‘Tam O’Shanter” of Burns, illustrated by 
George Cruikshank (the present bearer of that name), and *‘exquisitely” 
printed in colours (by Messrs, Clay, Sons, and Taylor), is a work of 
considerable pretension, ard makesagreat display of both taste and talent. 
—‘* Rosebudsand Promises” is a dainty little book of Scripture quotations. 
—‘* True Stories of the Reign of Queen Victoria” presents the reader 
with a well-written series of the facts and events of a reign as truly 
eventful as many that have preceded it.—‘* The Daisy :” many people 
may be glad to renew their acquaintance with the contents of this revival 
of an old book ; but the verse and the art are both of a bygone period. 
There will be some, perhaps not a few, inclined to say, ** Let bygones 
be bygones.” —‘* Queer Pets” is full of clever illustrations and equally 
clever text.—‘‘ The Village Blacksmith” of Longfellow has been 
treated to a series of artistic pictures. —** Child Pictures from Dickens,” 
‘“‘Hugh’s Sacrifice,” ‘Who was Philip,” and “* The Cruise of the 
Theseus,” are perhaps the best of the remainder for artistic adornment, 
—‘*Christmas Carols,” words by Mrs, Hernaman, music by 
Redhead. Ifthe music be no better than the words, then we could not 
conscientiously sing the praises of these carols. 

Messrs. Hildesheimer and Faulkner send us two dainty books, ‘‘ The 
White Swans and other Tales,” by Hans Andersen, with illustraticns 
by Alice Havers, whose delicately beautiful drawings to these well- 
known delicious stories make, together, a delightful volume.—** Through 
the Meadows,” by Fred, Weatherly, illustrated by M. E. Edwards. The 
pictures and the poetry vie with each other in tenderness and beauty, 





and are about equally possessed of these qualities, 
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THE PATRIOT ABSORBED. 














“‘ Please, sir,’ said the servant, ‘‘ missus ‘as bin and eleped with the pianner 


He was following the progress of the Elections. tooner, and took the silver teapot.” ‘‘Shish! Don't bother—can'’t attend to it 


now. Grubbington’s returned a Liberal!’ said the Patriot. 
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—don't bother me. 








house is just going to fail in,” 
Ha! Dypamiter's returned for Fubbington ! ! 


** Better come out 














ee 


“ Werry sorry, sir,” said the broker’s man; ‘‘'bliged totake’em."” ‘‘ All right “ Beg pardon—house is afire!" said the fireman. ‘‘ /i/7/7 you let me alone? ’ 
Conservative's in for Tabbington !!" said the Patriot. said the Patriot. ‘' Parnellite for Scrubbington !!!" 
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said the fireman. ** ids ‘Dear me!” said the Patriot. “ What's been happening? Tut, tut! What 
said the Patriot. a state of things. Never mind—my candidate's got in by one. Hurray!!!!" 
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“SOLD TU PARNELL AND CO., 





A CELEBRATED BULL BY STOPGAP OUT OF MENDACITY.—BREED, TORY.—EXHIBITED BY LORD 


RANDOLPH CHURCHILL.—BOUGHT BY MESSRS. PARNELL AND CO.” 


[Did not win the Price, 
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THE DRAUGHT AS BEFORE, 


{“* A correspondent of a Manchester paper 
J of the Free Trade Hall. ‘I never go toa concert,’ 
compelled to sit all the evening with 


to avoid getting a stiff neck or a cold in the 
4 


's Question.) 


writes to complain of the draughts in the 
he observes, ‘ without 
overcoat collar turned up and hat on, 

'" Latest Testimony to the Uni- 
versal Drat 
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We often read glowing accounts of the opening of sume new and 
palatial place of entertainment—or business—or worship—or profit, 
How perfect and beautiful all the designs and arrangements are! How 
overflowing with satisfaction is everybody concerned! But perhaps we 
don’t always hear the who/e of the facts. We will not go so far as to 
say we do mot; but such a state of things is possible, and might take 
place in any other world not so straightforward as ours. At any rate, 
it is a curious fact that we never come across one of these said accounts 
compiled in the following—and improved—style :— 


THE NEW THEATRE. 
(A theatre will do as well as anything else.) 


THE speedy completion of the New Theatre will be hailed with 
delight by all true advocates of an amusement which so tends, by tem- 
rarily weaning the mind from the cares of life, to bring about the 
ealth of the body. The completion of this magnificent building is only 
delayed by the temporary indisposition of the foreman, who was rash 
enough to venture inside, and is now suffering from a violent cold and 


sore throat, 
o +. > * 7 * 


WE are requested to state that the dravghts for the New Theatre 
have been specially designed with great care and forethought by the 
eminent draught engineer, Mr. Chilmarrow ; and there is little room 
for doubt as to their thorough efficiency. 

* . o * * + 

THe sudden and deplorable illness of the manager of the New 
Theatre has somewhat damped the general rejoicing over the com- 
pletion of the work, We are sorry to say that the illness was brought 
about entirely by the gentleman’s own rashness and want of care for 
himself, Invited by the engineer, Mr. Chilmarrow, to enter the building 
and inspect the interior, the lessee most imprudently acceded to the 
request, After remaining in the building about two minutes, the unfor- 
tunate gentleman went home and retired to bed, where he now lics, 
suffering from thorough cold and congestion of the lungs. 

. * > * * * 

AN interesting story is told which exemplifies in the most striking 
manner the presence of mind, resource, and instantaneous grasp of 
the situation, of the eminent engineer of the New Theatre, Mr. 
Chilmarrow. A gentleman connected with the theatre happened to 
ask him to step inside for a moment to see whether a particular ice- 
draught spout was acting properly, when, without a moment’s hesita- 
tion, the eminent gentleman placed his thumb to the tip of his nose, 
winked, and proceeded to keep a pressing appointment in another 
direction. While England contains such men she need be in no anxiety 
as to her supremacy by sea and land, 

. + * 


* > * 
Tue New Theatre was opened last night under brilliant and enjoy- 
able circumstances, In res to the invitation of the manager—who 
has so far recovered from his illness as to be able to receive the guests— 
upwards of a thousand persons assembled in the vast building to partake 
of toast-and-water, After a most enjoyable evening, the company 
separated with expressions of the utmost satisfaction and delight. 


s * a . . * 


WE regret to state that the whole of upwards of a thousand guests who 
attended at the theatre are laid up with ear-ache, thorough cold, lum- 
bag, sciatica, pleurisy, asthma, bronchitis, pneumonia, inflammation 
and congestion of the lungs, and various other ailments. The manager 
has also had a relapse, and much anxiety is felt concerning him. The 
engineer has been enticed into the building by means of a subterfuge, 
and is despaired of, 














TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor oF “ Fon,” 


S1r,—They won’t let me alone about the Derby Cup; but I pro- 
mised to say no more about it, and I am aman of my word. Some 
people are never satisfied, however, and there are actually some who 
are mad about my Manchester Handicap selection! Did you ever hear 
such a thing? Why, bless me; what the ——! Who gave you 
absolute third, I should like to know? ‘‘ Xema will cause no com- 
plaint,” warbled I, mentioning him ¢hird, too. But, there, there ; let 
me get on with my 


Tip FOR THE DECEMBER HANDICAP STEEPLECHASE PLATE 
AT LEICESTER. 


THERE isn’t a doubt that Bolero 
(A hero) 
Should win with cheerful ease — 
(Though fate may insist on involvin’ 
Cortolvin), 
And Roquefort is the cheese ; 
** St. George for Old England” ’s a motto 
You've got to 
Politely recollect ; 
And that which they call Albert Cecil 
’s a vessi/ 
Entitled to respect. 
You'll take the Blood Orange and suck him 
(Or ** chuck” him !— 
Whichever you prefer) ; 
You're all on Brown-Breader you'll do it, 
Or blew it 
On Sinbad the Sai-/er— 
You'll go for the market on Frigate, 
And rig it ; 
Or take King Archibong; 
But I think that Genista is in it, 
To win it— 
Although I may be wrong. 








Biack Ant AND Imp-Lore, OR DEMANDING THE Tir, AND PRESSING THE Point. 


Here are more letters about that Derby Cup, and one or two on the 
Manchester Handicap! All harping on the same string—such a 
monotony‘of accusation—such a want of invention in the matter of 
grievance! Why, bless me, anyone would think I asked people to back 
my tips! If people wi// have them—if young boys and old men—i! 
youths and maidens—if grave grandfathers and fair young mothers will 
swarm around me and demand and implore them, and will not be said 
nay—they must take the consequences, and not throw the blame upon 
the fair, the innocent, the marvellously successful TROPHONIUS, 








The Japanese Village, 

Mr. TANNAKER BUHICROSAN has evidently taken infinite pains to 
make the new Japanese Village the success it undoubtedly is. The 

resent village stands upon twice the space occupied by the old one. 

ere are temples, in which those who wish to worship their idols can 
do so without restraint ; tea-houses, where the cup that cheers but not 
inebriates can be obtained by both peers and peasants—the only stipu- 
lation being that the tea-parties provide their own rum and shrimps ; 
while, in addition, there is a quaint Japanese bridge on which the most 
depressed dyspeptic can stand and view with safety a rippling stream of 
water—for suicide is most strictly forbidden in the village. ‘hen there 
are cascades with sprays of water, and lemonades with sprays of sherry, 
rockeries and crockeries, Japanese mothers-in-law and English detec- 
tives, athletic games by Japs, flirtation games by Britons, waggish 
workers, abstemious artizans, and amiable artistes, with a huge variety 
of other pleasantries, curiosities, entertainments and sensations, all to 
be trifled with seriously, for the price of one shilling—and a little extra 
if you wish it. 














pce encenr 


































































DECEMBER 9, 1885, 





























gt) 


Mle OF ip tak & tg 

ti & Af Sg is tt aE 
A KE SCP DOES oe 
¥ fo Me fe NDR IAP 2 


roa ‘oe 





Ve okey | 
‘a 7 





THE PARNELL-PLANK; OR, THE ST. STEPHEN’S SEE-SAW, 


(It is supposed by some that if Mr. Parnell has sufficient followers the new Parliament will be a sort of see-saw, bending either way at the “ Uncrowned King's” bidding ] 
Air—OBVIOUS. 

SEE-SAW, see-saw, now ‘tis up and now | See-saw, see-saw, one day Gladstone’s down, | See-saw, see-saw, each party now up and now 
down, See-saw, see-saw, making Liberal members | down, 

A see-saw, see-saw, worked by the *‘king” who | frown, | See-saw, see-saw, vexing M.P.s of great 
has no crown. | See-saw, see-saw, Parnell doth next with Lerd | renown ; 

See-saw, see-saw, thus Parnell would fain cause | Salisbury play, | See-saw, see-saw, thus would this patriot, day 
dismay ; And that see-saw, see-saw, Conservatives all | by day 

With his see saw, see-saw, political parties he'd | must obey. Keep up his see-saw could he have (but he 
sway. won't) his own way ! 








IMPERF “LCT REPORTS. 


(‘‘ New Yorx.—O'Donovan Rossa announces that a secret convention of the Fenian 
Brotherhood was held in New York last week. The Chief of Executive, J. E. Rossa, 
reported that he had paid’one hundred dollars to the destroyer of the André Monu- 
ment It was resolved to continue the use of dynamite against England.”—Newsfaper.] 
THE following further items of intelligence have also come to hand : 
—Immediately after the Convention, the President of the United States 
ordered out a coach and twelve white horses, and proceeded in state to 
the seven pair back on a diplomatic visit to O’Donovan Rossa. It was 
explained to the President that it would be necessary for him to remove 
his boots before entering The Presence, a request to which the President 
at once, and with proper humility, assented. Rossa received the Presi- 
dent, seated upon a state ottoman purchased at a second-hand emporium, 


seven times on the floor, and embracing the editor’s feet. 
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After further courtesies, the conversation turned on the arrangement 
for an interchange of ambassadors between Rossa and the United States, 
with a view to the opening of diplomatic relations; it being finally 
arranged that the United States ambassador should remove his boots 
before entering the presence of Rossa, but that the latter’s ambassador 
should retain his in the presence of the President. Rossa incidentally 
mentioned that he should not consider himself absolutely bound by the 
diplomatic relations from blowing up America should he feel disposed 
to do so, but that the country should have his favourable consideration. 
He also set forth his plans in regard to England. The President then 
departed ; and later in the day expressed, in well-chosen and elegant 
language, his sense of the warm and cordial relations existing between 
the United States and Great Britain, and enlarged eloquently on Inter- 
national Duty and the Responsibilities existing between Friendly Peoples. 
The report that Rossa is likely to be elected the next President of the 
United States is as yet unconfirmed. 





and somewhat the worse for wear; the President knocking his head | 





| gir, 


CATTLE SHOW CONTRARY, 


WILL I go to the Cattle Show? No, sir. Sir, I will see you—I will 
see you much more than further first. Do I care anything about cattle? 
No, I don’t care anything about cattle. The only thing I ever thought 
Lord Palmerston an ass for was that he would go mouching about short- 
horns and longhorns, and whet not. I should enjoy myself at Islington. 
Should I? That’s all you know about it, The only thing I ever cared 
about in Islington was Highbury Barn, I used to dance then with nice 
girls, He, he! I knew my way about, I did. I wasa rascal, was I? 
How do you know I was a rascal? Please to mind your own business, 
sir, and don’t take liberties, sir. I don’t care about pigs. I once saw 
a learned pig; it looked at me and spelt—what ?—‘‘ lovely.” Don’t 
you take liberties with me, sir. I’m just as good-looking as ever 
were. DolI know a southdown sheep when I see it? Well, I can’t 
say Ido, No, a southdown sheep isn’t an old gentleman walking on 
Brighton Parade, and looking at the nursemaids, 

Perhaps you're joking at my expense, sir, I don’t see the joke, sir. 
Bah, sir, bah! ‘* That sounds rather like a sheep, anyhow.” Is that 
what you were, sir? Why, confound you, if I were only a little bit 
younger I’d let you know how to insult me! 

My nephew has got to go with me, has he? Yes, he has; and I hate 
the boy, and the Cattle Show, and everything about it. He came into 
my room last year, grinning like a Cheshire cat, and said, ‘* Mother 
says, uncle dear, you'll take me to the Show.” I took that boy, sir, to 
Islington with me in a hansom, and he drummed on my corns with his 
infernal highlows all the way. ‘‘Can’t you take your feet off mine?” I 
said to him, and then he began to whistle, 

When we got in, of course he wanted tarts. I hate the smell of tarts, 
The smell of tarts, and stable, and cowshed together nearly killed me 
off. Don’t I like the smell of cows? I don’t like the smell of cows. 
‘‘Nor yet of Ryde?’? When we got in, and I saw the animals 
feeding all round me, I fairly choked, You think that I might have 
felt myself a sort of agricultural Noah in the ark, Don’t be 
quite so funny, sir. My —— and I looked at the animals, and 
we understood ’em, sir. id he stick his penknife into the fat 
pig? No, he did not stick his penknife into the fat pig. The boy 
may be troublesome, sir, but he is the same as myself at heart. Do 
I understand thrashing machines? No, I don’t, sir, Was I ever 
birched at school? Perhaps, sir, if you cam help it, you won't be quite 


so facetious. Do I understand a churn when I see one. Perhaps I do, 
sir; and perhaps I understand a fool when I see one—that's for sir, 
Perhaps I can say smart things as well as you, sir, sometimes. I hope so, 


sir, anyhow, sir. Am I a judge of t milk cans? That's my affair, 
I was born in a chalk county by the seaside, was I? If you think 
that’s funny, I don’t. Did I enjoy myself last year? Most certainly not. 
Shall I go this year? No, sir, I shan’t, sir. Diocengs Toses. 
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KNIOKNAOKS. 


TAwasio, the King of the Maoris, having fallen in love with a very 


actress declined his proposition with thanks; 
excusing herself on the ground that he had 
already four wives. The gallant king replied 
that such an absurd reason should not be 
a bar to their happy union, and intimated 


ladies in question to be strangled. Still, 
somehow or other, the pretty young actress 
did not seem inclined to accept the proffered 
honour. Some girls are very difficult to 
please. 


Devotees who consecrate themselves to 
murder should retire to Bengal where the rigid 
performance of their assassination duties may be pursued with very 
little risk, In Ilowrah, for instance, the number of convictions obtained 
in a year only averages 7 per cent. of the murders committed. Half- 
sisters, second cousins, aunts by marriage, and mothers-in-law may be 
| slaughtered with impunity, and no questions asked. They (on’t count, 
| While the punishment for beating a wife to death seldom exceeds a 
few years pleasant imprisonment with light labour, 





SEVENTY French priests have been deprived of a quarter's salary by 
the Prefect of the Ardéche for corruption in the late elections in France. 
These gentlemen being impecunious did not tempt electors with filthy 
lucre, but offered one free pass to a world of bliss, as a bribe for each 
vote. Electors who stood out for family passes generally obtained 
them. 


Boru the read and the unread Republicans have been unusually 
active in giving free vent to their manly independence of spirit during 
the elections. Jr, Millar, for instance, a thoroughly read Republican 
politician, showed his love of liberty lately by ‘‘ milling” one of his 
electioneering slaves at Sheftield. The doctor must becareful. [England 
is not a Kepublic yet. Such a practical definition of freedom of action 
frequently repeated might end in his becoming a Dr, Tread- Millar. 





Ii seems that the jealous antagonism of the low Irish in America, 
towards the Chinese located in the States, is not so/e/y caused by the 
superior industry and ability of the Celestials, Chinese beauty, being 
of a higher type than that of the baboon-faced Hibernians, is a source of 
anger, hatred, envy, and malice. 








A WELL-KNOWN atheist wishes every remark on his death-bed to be 
taken down in writing by one of his most intimate friends, It would 
be much more interesting to the public could his warm words on 
arriving in another planet be reported. 


Titk Crown Prince and Princess of Germany have found a royal road 
to learning. During their late visit to Italy they mastered the glorious 
| [talian language, and the difficult art of eating maccaroni and garlic, 
| after the most approved Neapolitan manner, in fwelve easy lessons ata 
euined. 





We have heard of pearls being cast before swine, but now we learn 
that the production of pearls /y pigs is common in Java. Mother of 
pearl, in the shape of buttons, has been frequently found in the British 
pork sausage of commerce; but to our knowledge, no genuine Orient 
pearl has yet been discovered in the most porcine ‘‘ sassinger” ever 
manufactured in Whitechapel. It is whispered that our esteemed 
friend, Ally Sloper, is about to launch a Pork Sausage Pearl Fishery 
Company, to be worked’ between London and Java, 





A BRIGHT American boy of thirteen, over sharp for his age, having 
managed to obtain a nfle, shot his mother through the head, and artfully 
secreted her body. Later on he confessed his crime, adding that he had 
intended to murder his father also, buy a lot of fine horses, organize | 
a band of robbers, with himself as chief, and start busiuess like a famous 
brigand he had read about. As far as possible, firearms and pernicious | 
literature ought to be kept out of the reach of boys; they are equally | 
dangerous. Yet youngsters now adays seem to have every facility | 
attorded them for procuring both, 





AN organ-grinder has been fined for calling three policemen ‘‘ bloomin’ 
models.’’ The constables said they objected to being looked on as 
patterns of perfection, and the magistrate (Mr. l)'Eyncourt) remarked 
that he quite understood their feelings, and once for all he wished it to 
be known that the police were be abused in this scandalous 





not tft De 
manner 


pretty young actress, made a proposal of marriage to her lately. To | 
the monarch’s intense astonishment, the little | 


that he would immediately order the four | 





BROWN. 


JONES, 


SROWN, 


JONES, 


BROWN. 


JONES, 


BROWN, 


ROBINSON, 


BY CONTRAST. 


Oh, Jones, ’mid all this turmoil of the times 
And whirr of wild constituents, now and then 
I long to flee for shelter to the presence 
Of one of quiet mind—of moderate wo rds— 
Unpractised in abusive epithets. 
A blest relief, indeed! I yearn for it! 
To spend an hour in converse with a man 
Who hath not *‘ Party Trickster,” ‘‘ Mongrel Patriot,” 
And such expressions, ever on the tongue. 
Kcow we not tuch an one ? 

Indeed, we do! 
Come, let us spend an hour with Robinson, 
And, round the comfort of his peaceful hearth, 
Hear how his winter kale is ‘‘ heading-up ” 
(If such the term) ; and how his pet canary 
Hath had a fit; and how the baby’s teething 
Progresses, 

3e itso. His very eye, 

Set in a peaceful frame of placid fat 
That tells of quiet tastes and sweet contentment, 
Invites the turmoil-wearied. 

We shall find him 
Conning some comforting and lulling volume 
Of household interest—touching on subjects 
Whose very names breathe peace. 

Yes—there he sits, 

Conning the—— Brown! 'Tis scarce as we expected ! 
He conns the daily paper. At this season, 
Of all the seasons—full of violence 
Of Whig and Tory! Oh, it cannot be! 
No, no! He doth but hold the paper up 
To shield his face from the too ardent fire. 
Yet, no—he runs his finger on the lines, 
And doth oft hold the paper upside down ! 
Let usgoin. . . . Good morrow, Robinson, 
What read ye? 
I do read about the wars 
In Servia and in Burmah; I do read 
Of desperate struggles, and of wounds and death. 


JONES (aside to BROWN). It is most wondrous strange ! 


BROWN, 


ROBINSON. 


BROWN, 


ROBINS@N. 


JONEs, 


Seeking the ‘‘ pars,” 


It needs must be, 

He hath a temporary aberration ! 
What read ye now, friend Robinson ? 
I read 
Of shocking and distressing accidents ; 
I read of Rossa and the Fenians, 
And their Convention in America 
‘Neath the protection of the stars and stripes, 
And of their resolution to continue 
The use of dynamite against this land. 
And now I read of babes and women folk 
Slain by the timid ‘* Moonlight ” brotherhood ; 
And now of—— 

By my word, friend Robinson, 
This change in thee doth take the breath away } 
That thou, of all, shou!dst read these dreadful things, 
And fire, inflame, and vex thy quiet mind 
With tales of carnage—— 
** Fire, ‘‘ inflame,” and ‘vex?’ 
Why, how thou errest! These are soothing things ; 
And I do read them but to calm my mind, 
that breathe least violence 
In all the paper. 

** Soothing things,’’ forsooth ! 


What canst thou read from which to fly to these 
To calm thy mind ? 
ROBINSON, 


Electioneering news. 
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Now Ready. Price One Shilling. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1886, 


FUN ALMANAC FOR 1886. 


Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


JACK AND JILL CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 


Now Ready. Price Threepence. 


wed : ry t D 
VAL PULueu Mis bil Y~PVAS 











































bo 


DECEMBER Q, 1885. HUN 


Parnell’s Big Stick. 
[Mr. Healy said at Monaghan the other le Ae > ok. G —_— > ‘vee s ‘ =, 
day that ‘‘Mr Parnell would go into Par i=- \— i are eis ' — ‘4 
liament over the heads of both parties, and . 
would wield a pretty big stick.” Under 
these circumstances, Fun_ respectfully 
offers the following lyric to any singing 

comedian of the Irish Party.] 
‘*OcH !” said Healy, Monaghan’s 
(Whom his dupes have but lately f- 
returned) 
** Sure, me Captain, Parnell, as ye’ll (| 
see, hese Sat 
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Is not to be annyway spurned, 
For whin he to Wistminsther goes, 

He’ll dabble in manny a thrick ; 
An’ terror he’ll cause to his foes, 

Be twirling a purthy big shtick, 

Yes, avick, 
He'll flourish a moighty big 
shtick ! 


** Home Rewel he'll insist on, bedad, 
* Separation,’ an’ allavthat same; 
An’ wont ivery mimber feel bad 
Whin we start our Obstructionist 
game. 
Parnell, that’s our king that’s un- 
crowned, 
Will make ivery Saxon feel sick ; 
Their threachery, sure, he'll con- 
found 
Be wieldin’ his purthy big shtick, 
Moighty quick, 
They'll fall ‘neath his glorious 


2/f 
Hy) I 


W/ 








shtick ! 
‘© Aven Callan, who can’t be con- 08 Mydy, ” 
trowled Pen: Sao tes \ orate 
(As noble Parnell lately said), ay... FS ie 14 Bl i 


Won't be quoite so cheeky an’ bowld 

Whin that shtick makes a hole in 
his head, 

But if I was asked for the thruth, 
I’d have to be ownin’, avick, 

That the voile English nation, for- 
sooth, 

Won't wince at Parnell’s moighty 
shtick— 

Him they'll lick, 

An’ they’ll mock at his purthy big 

shtick ! 


an sere 


A New Reading. 


[‘‘In cross-examination, the officer said 
he did not take the prisoner into custody 
because he (the officer) was a Conservative. 
He was not allowed to be either a Conser- 





vative or a povone™® <. e report of J INGO -J UBILATION. 
electioneering assault case. 
Pieced ani on WE lately described a quadrumanous Member And one ape of Hansard great havoc is making, 
Tne ‘ee auth mH po pane (For which overhaul Mr, Fun for November), But crushed neath the weight of some speeches he's 
Unl h i] : Radical And then that M.P. spoke a Radical lingo ; quaking; __ ay 
(Unless they all are Radical) 3ut here you will find he has lately turned Jingo. But when the chief wakes from his virtuous snoozing, 
That every bobby so ac#7ve, : He'll tell them of war-pastimes still more amusing. 
Is neither a little Liberal, Here he dreams of the joys that attend annexa- | 
Nor yet a little Conserva/zve ? tion, He'll show how that Britons should bully and bluster, 
—_———— While Jingolets round him show oe ; | phe yb Ape the oe reg nse ae ; 
: Behold a destructive young imp at his feet is | And he'll point out how every Jingo-like Tory 
A Pill-er of the State. I-ngaged in the vantiien of outliog up treaties, | Should have but ome aim—that is, gunpowder-glory. 


MANKIND, alas ! is heir to many ills, 


Especially in London’s crowded | And under the tables, in confabulation, | Our artist here gives but a faint indication 
| 


Of what once again may occur in this nation, 


village ; Are others engaged in a like occupation ; s nation 
And hints that the war-cloud o’er Britain will lower 


And man, in desperation, oft buys | While one, on the table, with black ink bespatters 





ills, The volume that treats of financial matters, If Human-race Jingoes again get in power. 
And finds, aback) that qaacks go em 
in for pill-age. A Cumming Authority. 


But Beecham’s Pills suit every ache ; : , ‘ Pr , p 
and ill grim, We see it stated in the daily papers that Miss C. F. Gordon Cumming, in her book, ‘‘ A Lady's Rail- 


And thus will long Bee-cham- | way Journey in India,” says ‘‘ Every traveller should carry Bunter’s Nervine, in case of toothashe.” We 
pioned by every pil(l)grim, suppose, after this injunction of Miss Cuming, everybody will be going and getting a bottle, 





Wuy is the atmosphere at the London Docks like the state of things existing in the East ?—Because it 





FroitT that has recently been all 
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CATTL® SHOW, AHOY! 
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** Splendid show, eh?” said the prize-winner, 


‘Will you take a glass of anything?” 0’ 


‘Call thisa show? Bah!” 
my way! Ili see if there’s anything wort! 


said the unsuccessful competitor. 
looking at 
—a Living Skeleton, a Fat Woman, or something!" 


“Out Prize Pics 
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Prime Encuisn Wa(a)THEr. 


THe CaTtT.Le ‘OG OF THER SHOW. 








DOTS BY THE WAY.—THE CAMPAIGN 


We've rushed through the Elections, 
And met some strong defections, 
And in places where it never was expected, by 
the way ; 
Some got their billet early, — 
Some won the battle fairly, 
And some who felt most confident lost ground 
and had to pay. 


But don't think all the glory 
Was borne off by the Tory, — 
[hough they blustered at the hustings very 
loudly night and day ; 
For Birmi m was glorious, — 
The G. O. M. victorious, 
And St, Pancras stood at every corner winning 


Shame! the Plymouth braves are out, 
So are others without doubt, 
And the City sent two Tories, which it ought 
not to have done. 
Then the Hackney group is lost, 
And that line’s a heavy cost, 
And the Tories by the Irish vote great Liver- 
pool has won. 


Then in Ireland there's Parnell, 
With a power that’s like a spell, 
He turns about the Paddy voters any way he 
choose. 
But whichever side shall win, 
His “ party” will be in, 
We know that Mr. Paddy Whack will never 
stand to lose, 





all the play. 


"85. 


Then we journey to the North, 
From Clyde on to the Forth, 
The tell-tale list of L. and C. we warily do 
scan, 
There’s ‘‘ Auld Reekie,” as of yore, 
Sending up her gallant four, 
| While Glasgow stands for liberty, and sent in 
every man. 


Now the polling list is done, 
And, O! hastn’t it been fun 
| To see how steadily the Lib’ral side has won 
its way. 
| So that Salisbury and Rand 
| 


OF 


Can no longer ‘* do the grand,” 
But leave the ground to G. O, M., the viotor 
of the day. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
OOLE’S.—On Monday 
evening week Mr. Toole 
returned to the ‘‘ cosy little 
house” he has so proudly 
named after himself (and 
small blame to him), the 
numbers on the backs of 
the stall seats having been 
erased to celebrate the oc- 
casion, and a new piece by 
the veteran J. Maddison 
Morton, whose name was 
a household word some 
decades before most of us 
were born presented us an 
additional attraction. As 
if this was not enough. I 
was informed on tender- 
ing the received price for 
a programme (only it 
wasn't ‘‘ received ’’ on this occasion) that there were ‘‘ no fees A7s even- 
in,’ The astounding liberality of this peculiar arrangement put us all 
in thorough good humour for the business before us, 





Mk. Morton’s play (though I have some little authority for believ- 
ing him at least not wholly responsible for its concoction) contains an 
idea not by any means made the most of, and some of Mr. Toole’s act- 
ing is exaggerated to a dangerous extreme. There is a good deal of 
genuine fun of an old fashioned flavour, however, in the piece, as well 
as some which may be characterised as sufficiently modern or at any 
rate suitable “‘ for all time,” and it is really, on the whole, satisfactorily 
laughable, 


Mr. TOOLE plays in his well-known style, which is funny enough in 
its way, and which, any way, it would be rather late in the day to 
expect him to change; and Mr, E, L, Ward, albeit he appears as a 
young gentleman who rather deserves kicking, plays well and with a 
taking cheeriness. Mr. G. Shelton’s sense of character is always 
apparent, and his performance of the saturninely absurd Gigswick 
proved no exception to his rule, Of the remainder of the gentlemen, 
Messrs. Westland and Wilson were bad, and Messrs, Brunton, Lowe, 
and Cheesman respectable. The ladies were more equal. Miss Blanche 
Wolseley, if she will set seriously to work (perhaps she does), will 
make a very nice little actress in time. 


THe Novetry.—Another good subject gone wrong! or, as an 
-minent critic remarked to me (a still more eminent critic), ‘‘ the bur- 
lesque of Vanderdecken has yet to be written.’’ Disappointment is the 
result of the new piece here, of which I personally hoped so much, I 
could see Miss Atherton as the wandering Deutcher (and indeed, as far 
as that went, she disappointed us in nothing), and doubted not but what 
suitable parts would “4 found for the two clever comedians who ‘run 
the show.” Alas for expectation on these points! Mr. Brough’s talents 
were wasted on an extraneous and, but for the actor’s personal ability, 
irritating character, and Mr, Edouin relied upon the well-worn and never 
very entrancing humours of an elderly female ‘‘ making up” to a young 
man ; the larger portion of the second act consisted of little more than 
this somewhat nauseating joke, and seemed to last for years. 





THE author was probably not responsible for this latter circumstance, 
but he has at least written a burlesque which doesn’t contain a smart 
line or a decent pun from beginning to end, His main notion is good 
enough, however. His songs are well written (though one, by the way, 
appears to have been inspired by some verses which have appeared in 
these columns), and he, a novice, at least makes a better show than his 
predecessor, an experienced man. 


I pout if the burlesque can run, but that’s none of my business ; it 
is well played, staged, and dressed. Miss Atherton looks extremely 
handsome in her old Dutch dress of white and brown, and her singing, 
without aspiring to great heights, has taste and feeling, on occasion, 
while her delteloudts comical and accurate imitation of the Music Hall 
** serio-comic ”’ (albeit ‘‘ dragged in "’) is worth all the money. I wonder 
if Miss Harriet Wear-none was at the wing during its progress. The 
latter lady, by the way, sustains ber part with spirit, and a host (I 
might say a hosed) of stalwart young ladies lend the attraction of their 
persons to the scene. Miss Helen Hastings has been selected to play 
the heroine, and plays it with pretty daintiness, in a pretty and dainty 
dress, 


Nobs AND Winks.—Mr. A, C, Calmour, the author of Cufia’s 


‘‘ written up” some of the scenes of Loyal Lovers at the 


. 
iti (Fi , 
; 


have parts a little more worthy of their talents, which Cal-mour than 


Pet of Newmarket was given on Wednesday evening last at the Holborn, 
which I and my “‘ young man” attended, till the icy draught drove us 
from the premises to a neighbouring hostelry, where the draughts were 


opinion on the production until a regular performance.—Mr. Rogers 
writes to me about—let’s see—ob, ah, yes—about Miss Minnie Palmer. 
He says Mr. Hollingshead has her altogether after the 25th inst., and 
wonders if he expected to have her in pieces—I should think that is 
exactly what he would have her in. It appears that Mr. Hollingshead 
contemplates the possibility of Minnie’s becoming a permanency in 
London ; then Rogers asks what I'll take todr——, I mean, the rest 
of the note is private. NESTOR. 
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Music and Malefactors. 


THE Penitentiary of Pennsylvania boasts of what no other gaol in the 
world has—an orchestra of some three hundred convict instrumentalists. 
Every evening, at six o’clock, the prisoners ‘tune up.’’ No doubt a 
thief would soon become proficient in the trom-dove, a debtor would 
soon play the ‘*o-b-owe,” a poacher would naturally play the clario-me/, 
and a murderer would take kindly to the double-dass ; extradited gaol 
birds would be good at the ?.-an’- O,-forte, bigamists would play the e//es, 
astrologists the cyda/s, convicted tutors the tri-azg/e, journalists the 
orvan, adulterators the fick/e-O, three-card trickists the *‘ sc//”-O. Yes, 
when one comes to think of it, the idea isa good one, It is only another 
game of ‘* prisoners’ bas(s)es,”’ 


| Seueneenee an 


| ProFgsSOR SAYck has written an article in a magazine on *‘ The 
| Origin of the Alphabet.” All who are inclined to disagree with the 
| learned Professor's arguments had (alpha)bet-ter Say(ce) so at once. 


Bonc and Bishop, Bloomer and Bigot, Baron and Blarney, have had a 


great fall ; 
And our Bonnie Boy Billy now sits on them all. 


Juicy. 


{Sir William Harcourt said the other day that ‘‘the Liberals should not be in a 
hurry to turn the Tories out. His own ‘desire would be to let them stew for a few 
| months in their own Pernellite juice.”’] 


, » £47 
A 














| HARcOuRT doesn’t seem to reckon the Conservatives much use, 
For, according to a speech by that M.P., 
| He would like to keep them stewing in their ‘‘ own Parnellite juice,” — 


Which a very awful fate appears to be, 


| The Tories ay be “‘ tricky "-—nay, they've all been so too long— 
And their tactics few with rev’rence can regard ; 
Sull, Harcourt’s stew-dious sentiments appear a bit too strong— 
For to stew in such a juice were juiced hard. 





Vaudeville, so that Mr. Thorne, and (in particular) Miss Kate Rorke 


| ikely increase the attractions of the piece.—A chilly rehearsal of 7/e 


less icy and more (emphatically) to our taste. I reserve expression of 


enescner soer, 
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A P. L.-ayful Poem. 


[‘* There is a cunning pleasantry in the Primrose League sending to 
the terrible Birmingham for its tinsel and Primrose ‘‘jewels.” One 
single firm there fabricated no less than 40,000 ‘' jewels” for the League 
before the late Election.”—LZvening Paper.] 


HERg#’s a tale that is touching, methinks, you'll Say ; 
A tale of those ‘dames ” and “squires,” 

Who in strange ‘* habitations” meet day by day, 
To fan the Conservative fires, 

Above party-rancour, above intrigue, 
’Tis refreshing to find there are some ; 

Here’s a case in point, in the Primrose League 
Ordering “‘ jewels” from “ Brum !” 


From ‘* Brum,” which possesses no Tory M.P ; 
From ‘‘ Brum,” where dwell Schnadhorst and Co. ; 
From ‘* Brum,” which rejected young Lord R. C. ; 
From ** Brum,” where lurk Bright and ‘‘ Joe,” 
Of this glorious action let poets tell 
Whene’er on their lyres they strum ; 
** The comic, eccentric, but great P. L, 
Has its ‘jewels’ from terrible Brum !” 


Oh, FUN-reading cynic (it such there be) 
Don't sneer with a sceptical air ; 

Don't say ‘* They have ‘jewels’ from Brum, d’ye see, 
Because they are cheaper there.” 

And you'd like to say, doubtless, ** And lots ordered, too, 
Before the Election! Hum! 

Those Primrose Leaguers their book well knew, 
In having their ‘jewels’ from Brum!” 





Positively Comparative. 


[The Louth Conservative Association lately passed a resolution of 
sympathy with Mr. J. Lowther on his defeat.] 





OBSERVE a little affair of degrees, 
Concerning one of our late M.P’s., 
A would-be Protectionist corn-taxing mouther ; 
For the Tories of Louth, who essayed to console 
Poor Lowther for being upset at the poll— 
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CAN SUCH THINGS BE? 


Evudite Grocer (balancing a Can of Peaches in his hand).—‘'My Dear 
MADAM, DID YOU KNOW THAT WE REALLY KNEW NOTHING ABOUT CAN- 
NING FRUIT UNTIL THE RUINS OF POMPEII WERE UNCOVERED, WHEN 
SPLENDID SPECIMENS WERE FOUND, CANNED OVER TWENTY CENTURIES 
AGO,” 

Customer.—** No, I DIDN’T; BOT I DID KNOW YOuR CANNED Goops 
WERE VERY OLD—SO OLD THAT I SHALL DEAL SOMEWHERE ELS& TILL 


Made Louth quite comparative—that’s to say Lowth-er! 


YOU HAVE YOUR STOCK FROM POMPEII WORKED OFF.” 

















HOTOH-POTOH. 


ANENT the habit of flying that boats have got into lately, a seaside 
boat-owner advises those who object to their boats taking aerial flights 
of a few hundred yards during gales, to secure them with a pig or two 
of ballast. He wisely says pigs might fly, but they are very unlikely 


birds, 


Mr. BriGuT says the Church of England is in no more danger than 
the dome of St. Paul’s, or the Victoria Tower at Westminster, 
O'Donovan Rossa expresses his conviction that the dome of St. Paul’s 
and the Victoria Tower are in considerable peril. 








THE Customs officers of Hull have found a woman’s petticoat in 
which there were twenty-two pockets, each capable of holding two 
pounds of tobacco. It is supposed that this serge garment went o’er the 
surge to Hamburg and back very regularly. 


A REMARKABLE case of intimidation has occurred in the provinces. 
A soubrette threatened to thrust a darning needle into a tragedian’s 


calves, unless he turned Radical. ( ref 
lady viciously prodded at his calves five or six times, without causing 


him to change his political opinions, or suffer any apparent pain. 

Tiikz citizens of the Orange Free State object to being skinned or 
squeezed dry by lawyers, so a sensible law is likely to come into force 
in the Free State shortly, to prohibit English attorneys from appearing 
in their courts. 








AN irate thief shook his fist at the President of a French Court 
recently, called him a nasty old fellow, and said that he scented the 
court with garlic to such an extent that there was no pleasure in attending 
the place, The iudge informed him that he need not attend again for 


three years. 





A TALENTED young porker who took a prize for smartness at the 
Cattle Show says it is very singular that a pig must be killed before he 


can be cured, 





He loftily refused to do so, The | 





Regular Orackers, 

PERHAPS there is at Christmas-time nothing more provocative of after 
dinner mirth, when young and old are well disposed to be easily tickled 
by trifles, than the bonbons, cosaques, and crackers, Foremost amongs! 
the providers of these elegancies is the great Tom Smith, who is alway: 
‘forging ahead” on the look-out for things fresh and fine, and alway: 
seemingly successful in finding them—this year, perhaps, more thar 
ordinarily so. Should your ‘‘bangs” want heart or pith, Throw 
‘* crackers” in from Cracker Smith.—Messrs. Sparagnapane & Co. are 
no less to be complimented for their inventiveness, the taste displayed 
in their preparations, and their serious efforts to provide what will make 
folks forget their seriousness and laugh with the loudest.—Mr. Cremer 
deserves every praise for having provided some novelties of a ‘* sensible 
character” which will sensibly help to develop the dear delightful nonsense 
desirable. —Another form of pleasure is to be found in the preparations 
of Mr, Rimmel, whose novelties are numerous and always delightful 
Buy them and try them, as oft’ as you will, The scent of sweet blossoms 


will hang round them still, 





“Not their (Labou)cher ami!” 


{A Tory journal finds fault with Mr. Labouchere's form of oratory, which, it says 
is of the ‘‘ brickbat-order, with a certain rough navvy-like strength.”) 
A CONSERVATIVE journal not given to flatter, 
Believes Mr. L. doth with brickbats (brick)-batter ; 
And adds that his style’s *‘ like a navvy’s;” but, bah! 
Oh, Conservative friends, this the proverb arouses, 
Xe stone-throwing people who live in glass-houses, 
You have some reckless orators—‘' Navvy-vous-pas ?' 





Note this (S)Cremer. 
On, what to our youngsters are Christmas-tide joys 
If they haven’t a superabundance of toys ? 
And to purchase the cream of all Toyland, you know, 
All sensible people to Cre(a)mer should go. 





Tue Radical Panacea, according to our Tory Friends. —Cow’s-heal. 
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A DOGGED PURSUIT.—(A TRAGEDY IN FOUR ACTS.) 


(During hydrophobia the police have orders to ensnare all ownerless and for this purpose they are provided with iron rods about a yard 
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But, lo, anon, that wandering dog to snare, | For on it quickly dasheth at ful! speed 
A Bobby enters, with a st e affair. | More fiery than a fiery untamed steed. 
I y y 


Act L. Act IL Act LIL Act IV. 
As the curtain rises on the peaceful scene, | His iron lasso deftly doth he use; [views ;/} Still on, amd om, careers the lassoed brute, But as the lassoer squatteth in the road, 


2 ‘ ' ‘ . . . . o . . . “+ is — . . t. }. an oc 
Discovered i, a dog of harmless mien; | Bat, then, ‘twould seem the dog hath other | Vet followeth still the bobby in pursuit : Lo, help is by a triendly hand bestowed, 


| Holding bis lasso with an iron grip, (slip. } A simple boy picks up the canine corse, — 
| Till he, through Fate (and orange-pee!) doth | The animal hath died from sheer remorse. 








MUZZLE TO MUZZLE. 


dogs relative to the muzzling question. There appears to exist among 
that class a rapidly-spreading conviction that something ought to be 
done in the direction of placing muzzies on the human race in view of 
the great spread of destructive virus communicated by men to dogs. 
We glean that this virus, as analysed by learned dogs, is found to 
consist of component parts of envy, hatred, malice, violence of expres- 
sion, and such like lethal ingredients. ‘‘A Scientific Skye-Terrier” 
writes :— 

**Sin,—This virus is communicated to the dog by a human being—in 
the generality of cases his owner—in much the same way as that much- 
exaggerated bugbear, ‘bydrophobia,’ is communicated to men— 
namely, by the mouth. There exists this difference, however, that the 
human virus is communicated by the tongue instead of the teeth, and in 
the form of words. 


**T bave now under treatment a number of dogs so poisoned. Among 
these is one who, as I can personally vouch, was once a dog of most 
amiable and moderate disposition. In an evil hour he became pos- 
sessed of a human owner with whom hatred of his fellow-creatures is 


the more degraded among the human race) ; and it is his daily custom, 
while reading the party speeches, to give vent to his feelings in a string 
of abuse and low epithets. At times he even goes so farastoread aloud 
some portions of the speecbes—the sorest trial of all to the pure ears of 
a decent dog. Now, Sir, I ask you whether all this poison could pos- 
sibly fail to communicate itself, with disastrous effect, to the dog lying 


animal is painful to witness; he never sees or thinks of a fellow-dog 





We have received innumerable letters from intelligent and moderate | 


| three months, was lately taken into the drawing-room to be shown to a 


_ at that moment gambolling in the yard! The disease has since, in 


case a strong argument in favour of the proposed muzzling of human 


the ruling passion. This man is a ‘politician’ (a definition applied to | 





| that, probably, is little likely, while those at home have kindly hearts, 
y | and fond ones live in distant parts; while lover’s love and friends are 
on the hearthrug. The change in the manners of that once-respectable | 


| without a snarl, his whole nature appearing to have become embittered, 
_ coarse, and revolting! I fear that his case is incurable. 
**I am, Sir, yours truly, 
** RouGH (Professor).”’ 

The following is a most painful incident communicated by a mamma 

‘Dear Mr. Epitor,—You will, I am sure, give ear to a few words 
from a deeply-pained mother, whose’ care has ever been to bring up her 
puppies in the right way. My youngest, a fine promising puppy of 


visitor. Presently, while my puppy remained in the room, the conver- 
sation turned on various acquaintances of the family and the visitor. 
The detractory remarks made about these poured into the innocent ears 
of my receptive offspring ; and you may imagine the pang that went to 
my heart when, on his return to the kennel, he began to hint the most 
damaging and malicious things against his six little brothers and sisters 


spite of all my efforts, communicated itself to all those other little ones ; 
and I fear that none of them will ever perfectly recover. Is not this 


beings ? 
** Believe me, dear Mr. Editor, yours very sincerely, 
‘* FLos SPANIEL,” 
**S1r,—Men must, and shall be, muzzled! I have made up my mind 
about it. The disgusting and atrocious language which is heard pro- 
ceeding from the mouths of many of them—and that by no means only 
in the neighbourhood of Billingsgate—bids fair to so completely poison 
my race as to render it next to impossible that there will exist a healthy 
—I speak of moral healthiness, of course—dog in the metropolis in a 
few years’ time. The spread of the epidemic in my neighbourhood is 
heartrending. ** Yours truly, 
** Leo St. BERNARD.” 





—— 
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Christmas Cards. 


THE rumour that Christmas Cards are going out of fashion is scarcely 
credible, in face of the following list of prolific producers :— Messrs. 
Hildesheimer and Faulkner, Raphael Tuck and Sons, Davidson Brothers, 
Oliendorf, Misch and Stock, Philipp Brothers, M. H. Nathan and Co., 
Sok! and Nathan, Charles Lee and Co., Albert Marx, and Wirth Brothers 
and Owen. All these firms have sent us specimens of their special prepara- 
tions for the season, and they are mostly both elegant and elaborate. All 
the firms have equalled, in many instances have excelled, their previous 
efforts in this direction. All the sources of novelty seem to have been 
searched, every possible subject selected, and treated in every possible 
way with skill and success. It would be a pity if such a form of 
pleasure-imparting industry should pale for lack of patronage; but 





dear, and warmest words go far and near; such greetings welcome are 
to all; remembrances like blessings fall. 
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Back from the Wars. 


(Sgz CARTOON.) 


SADLY Lord Salisbury 
Muttered *‘ Ob, lor!” 

As he was hobble-ing 
Back from the war ; 


Wailing, ‘‘ From Voterdom 
Hither I come ; 
Party dear, Party dear, 
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Welcome me home !” 


She at the thought of him 
Mournfully wept ; 
Ruefully dreamt of him 
Too, while she slept ; 
Wailing, ‘‘ From Voterdom 
Would thou could’st come 
Victor—yet, Salisbury, 


9 99 


Hurry back home ! 


Into her presence then 
Slowly he came, 

Seeking her sympathy, 
Battered and lame ; 

Wailing, ‘‘ From Voterdom 
Vanquished I come: 

Party dear, Party dear, 
Soothe me at home!” 


Good Hart-ed. 


{Mrs. Ernest Hart has, after several years of 
untiring effort, succeeded ia reviving the Irish 
stocking industry, thereby giving work t 
hundreds of poor creatures long destitute.) 
NONE can utter 2 de: / to this generous 
H(e)art, 
Though she strives but to better the 
stocking trade ; 
Let us hope Mrs. Hart will’make sorrow 
depart 
From those who have starved ‘neath 
a shocking trade. 
Ob! he would indeed be a hard-hearted 
_ party 
Who sneered at these efforts so E(a)r- 
nest and Harty. 





VAGRANTS who love slumbering un- 
der the starry canopy of heaven will 
not find Aldershot a choice spot to do 
so in, A tramp “‘ apparently mad,” is 
now performing two months’ hard la- 
bour for sleeping in the open air there. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF BUNG. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES, 
THE DAY AFTER THE UN-FAIR., 


JONES (awaking from the Elections, and rubbing his eyes). Oh, dear, | 


how exhausted I feel to be sure! O-o-oh! By Jingo, how stiff I am 


after it all—can hardly get up! So it’s all over at last,eh? As my | 


normal intelligence—suppressed during that dreadful business—begins 
to dawn again, I yearn to shirk the ordeal of retrospect. What awful 
language I have used for the last six weeks—I who have been accustomed 
to employ the most rigid discretion of speech! I had no idea I could be 
such a violent, bloodthirsty, degraded being! I can’t show my face to 
my despising fellow-creatures ever again. I’m sorry I called my friend 
Brown such awful names, and threw such heavy and sharp-cornered 
hardware at his head! Mine’s pretty damaged too! There—I must 
pluck up courage and go and apologise to him—though, by-the-way, 
he didn’t come out in his brightest col——. Hullo! Thereheis. How 
shall 1 address him, after all that has passed? Dear me, what a fool I 
am making of myself, standing before him and examining my own 
boots, Wish I could get out a word—I’m getting hot all over! 
Brown. Why can’t I speak to him? What an ass I must ap——! 


Mr. Jones, I’m awfully ashamed of having—I’m dreadfully sorry you've | 


had to plaster up your head like that, y'know. 
Jongs. Oh, really, Mr. Brown, the apologies are due from me. I 
could never have believed I could have disgraced myself as I have 


during this ghastly Election. 


BotH. How you must despise me! (4 /ong and unsatisfactory pause.) 

BotH. Well, I candidly confess that I shall never entertain for you the 
respect I regarded you with once. (Another long and painful pause.) 

Brown, Well, at any rate I must apologise for having called you a 


** Gladstonite jackass.” 
Jongs. And I must ask your pardon for describing you asa ** Turnip- 


| beaded Tory.” 

BotH. Well, I accept your apology; but, at the same time, I cannot 
but feel that your acquaintance is no longer desirable. However, we 
ought both to go and apologise to Robinson for calling Aim a **chuckle- 
headed Chamberlainite,” and half-killing him. Ha !—here he is. 
|  Rosinson, Well, gentlemen, I accept your apologies, of course ; and 
| I beg to tender mine for having, &c., &c. 

Brown and Jones. Accepted—pray say no more, 

ALL. At the same time I cannot but feel that your acquaintance is, 
&e., &c. By the way, though, poor Decency, H . Mode- 
ration, Fairness, and Gentlemanliness are still cramped up in the irons 
we forced them into before the General Election. Let us release them. 
Poor things ! they are nearly stifled by the gags we put in their mouths, 
Dear, dear! I'm afraid they'll never recover this ! 

Doctor Fon. Hum !—well, with great care and nursing they may 
| be able to get about again. Of course, each succeeding election 
shatters their constitution more and more ; and I cannot answer for their 
surviving half-a-dozen more. But, bless you! the world will learn to 
get on without them, They don’t seem to be anything but luxuries. 
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KNICKNACKS, 


We heard an elector lately, who, guarded by a policeman, was hang- 
ing on to a lamp-post, give a short essay to an admiring audience. 
‘* My friens’,” he warbled, ‘‘I 
hain’t a-’ot-’eaded zealot. 
(Hic.) I’m a clear-’eaded 
praticshal man. I ‘ate im- 
practicablsh, stupid, politi- 
ciansh men and womensh, 
The foolish shay that the 
limitashuns of the use of malt 
liquorsh and spirits will come 
through liticshul action. 
(Hic.) Bah! bah! bah! The 
true end of politics is to make 
lifesh easy and a peoplesh 
‘appy- (Hic.) Is this to be 
done by robbing a poor man 
of his beersh? Yah! Let 
the temperansh army come 
hon, Let ’em bring hup their 
infantry (Hic), their cavalrysh, 
their artillerish, their ambu- 
lances.” ‘* Now, then, 
guv'nor,” interrupted the constable, ‘‘’ere is the ambulance !”—and in 
less than a minute the political orator was wheeled off, shouting, 
‘* Hooray!” midst deafening cheers, 





THe authorities of Weimar have issued a notice to the effect that 
persons who keep their windows open while playing the piano will be 
heavily fined, Weimar is an exceptionally cold place in winter, The 
person who would play the piano there in a room with opened windows, 
at this time of year, would be more a subject for a lunatic asylum than 
afine. We can only deduct from the edict that Weimar contains a large 
per-centage of idiots, 


Mrs. FAWCRTT will lecture on the ** Dawn of the Reformation in 
England,”’ The oration will be delivered at St. George’s Hall on 
Jan. 31. A lecture on the ‘‘ Follies of Christmas Festivities” would 
appeal more directly to a bilious British public. 


Some red-hot English Kadicals seem surprised to hear that eleven 
millions were paid last month, in the magnificent Kepublic of America, 
in the way of ‘‘ pensions.” They opine that the sooner we start a 
Republic over here, on Yankee /rincipies, the better—for them, 


Ir is rumoured that the Duke of Cumberland has inherited six tons 
of Hanoverian sovereigns from the late King of Hanover, and contem- 
plates putting them up to auction in the A/in/. Great excitement is 
said to exist among eminent ‘* smashers,” and traders in *‘ duffers.” 


Tue worthy folk who contemplate subscribing liberally towards the 
relief of the brutal, treacherous Servian and Bulgarian cut-throats, who 
are suffering at present, had better relieve a few of our own starving 
poor, before flinging away money upon a parcel of thievish desperadoes 
who happen to be in deserved distress, Desperadoes who have all the 
worst qualities of the most ferocious African savages, without their one 
redeeming point—courage, 


A LADY remarked the other day that it was a cruel shame to have to 
muzzle her pet collie ; it was not mad, and never would go mad ; it had 
quite as much sense as herself. Her husband grumbled something about 
its being a doosid bad compliment to the poor dog. Three minutes 
afterwards his face looked as if it had been rubbed very hard in a rose- 
bush, 





Mr. JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN said the Liberals had ‘‘ Five P's” against 
them, viz., ‘‘ Priests,’’ ‘‘ Publicans,’’ ‘‘ Parsons,” ‘‘ Parnellites,”’ and 
** Protectionists.” He might have wriggled another ‘*P” in, and 
added ‘‘ Phools,” 


A GENTLEMAN named Kitchen has been elected for Maldon, A con- 
temporary says ‘“‘he unfortunately possesses a had, repellant manner, 
and a still more unpleasant, strident voice.” It is to be trusted that he 
will not talk Kitchen stuff in the House. 


A Dusse_porr physician insists that women ought never to kiss 
children on the lips, the habit being ‘‘ simply murderous, as the sensi- 
tive systems of children are so reeeptive of diphtheritis.’’ ‘* What can 
one do to such a man?” says a lady, ‘‘ He is positively too horrible.” 
The doctor does not speak of men, so we suppose they can continue 
kissing children, for their nurses’ sake, without danger, 











NEW LEAVES. 


In Macmillan's December number is an article on ‘‘ Love’s Labour 
Lost.” Love’s labour is never lost in reading Macmi//an’s.—In Long- 
man’s all ends happily in Black’s ‘‘ White Heather.”—Farodies, the 
twenty-fifth part, contains parodies of Oliver Goldsmith.— Anow/edge 
is, in its new form as a monthly magazine, a great improvement on the 
weekly issue, and it preserves its old features, while it exhibits new ones ; 
Knowledge should spread far and wide.— Zhe Century and St. Nicholas 
are simply splendid, it would be a pleasure to point out the many 
beauties in them—but then, we should have to name everything. — // ide- 
Awake (Boston, U.S.), takes the same high tone as S¢#, Nicholas.—It 
would be difficult to lift a magazine like HarZer’s above itself, but added 
attractions are always possible, and in the Christmas number they are 
abundant.—If it were possible to say all we could in praise of the 
Christmas double number of Zhe English [illustrated it would be to the 
purpose—as that is impossible, we refer our readers to the number itself, 
for the treat in store.—7Zhe Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion Christmas 
number, has an extra display of those elegant costumes so dearly de- 
lightful to ladies, and a plentiful supply of other attractions,—The 
December number and the extra Christmas number of Household Words 
form together a budget of tales and topics big enough to last for many 
days and nights. — 7he Leisure Hour and The Sunday at Home make 
no extra efforts, but Zhe Boy’s Own Paper and The Girl's Own Paper 
each have excellent extra numbers, running over with pleasing things, — 

The illustrated papers make as good a show asever. The //lustrated 
News relies almost entirely on ‘* Black Work,” which is both substantial 
and satisfactory—while the Graphic still clings to a capital collection of 
colour sketches, ‘* Holly Leaves,” the Christmas number of 7he Sporting 
and Dramatic News is full of pleasing pictures.—The winter number of 
Society’s **Our Show,” is a broad sheet of characteristic portraits of 
nearly all the celebrities of the day.—The Christmas issue of /ach ana 
Jill is a splendid number, and should add largely to the rapidly in- 
creasing reputation of that popular journal.—7he Deiroit Free Press 
sends out a Christmas number rich in varied illustrations, One 
of the most attractive (as well as the cheapest) of the multitu- 
dinous Christmas numbers lately issued to the public, is that of 7%e 
Penny Illustrated Paper. In addition to its many pictures it contains 
well-written stories, sketches, and poems by G. R. Sims, John Latey, 
junr. (the editor), Aglen A. Dowty, Archibald McNeill, H. Chance 
Newton, and other safe narrative-compounders and verse-spinners, 
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QUITE EXCUSABLE. 


**Goop Gracious, SMITH! WHY ON EARTH DO YOU THOS 
EXPOSE YOURSELF TO THE RAIN?” 

**FacT Is, OLD MAN, YOU KNOW I’VE BEEN A TERTOTALER 
FOR SOME TIME; BUT, THINKING A CHANGE DESIRABLE, I WANT 
TO GET A JOLLY GOOD WRTTING, AS AN EXCUSE TO Mrs. S. FOR 
HAVING A NIP OF BRANDY, AND—SOME FINE Dry SHERRY.” 


. 
oo 
* 





rn 


HK? 
ny \\ * 

















Sidings eae sc 


RE «: 






























































=) ® oO WR OM 

























































i eae 




















DECEMBER 16, 1885, 








The Language of the 
Flowery Land. 


recommends Chinese as the universal lan- 
guage for Europe.) 


HourRAH for Heathen Chinee’s 
tongue— 

Ai kyson-krinki-kranki ! 

That soon will spoken be and sung 
By all. Hoo-hanki-panki ! 

We'll dress them 2 /a Mandarin, 
Our toes in 4a mode pinching, 

Long pig-tails will of course come 


in 
Sing chin-a-chang-a-chin-ching, 


In queer pagodas we will live— 

Ho twang-a-ding dong dong-ke ! 

Soft cymbals and sweet gongs shall 
give 

Forth music in a wrong key. 

We'll wear those strange loose hang- 
ing ** breeks ”— 

Ho chickorel-cho-chang-te ! 

And never cut our nails for weeks— 

Sing shin-yan-song-chan-Lang-te! 


Eternal summer then shall shine— 
Ho hokey-pokey Fum-ti! 
Within our Flowery-land divine— 
Fo kwang-ti chew-vang Tum-ti! 
Barbarians will all be pals— 

Hu kant-su Bonzee-kyson ! 
With the supreme Ce-les-ti-als— 
Sing chop-sticks Bohea-Hyson ! 





[A correspondent of the Literary World 





| 





At-ten-tion ! 


[Sir Wilfrid Lawson was defeated at the 
Cockermouth Division of Cumberland by 


a majority of ten !] 


AND is the Knight of Temperance, 
then, 

Defeated by a paltry ten? 

Our sympathies we ten-der ; 
For that majority, you see, 
At-ten-uated seems to be, 
Yea, ten is very slender ! 





“Judy’s Annual.” 


THE appearance of “* Judy’s An- 
nual” always conveys a sensation 
of pleasure which is more than com- 
pletely gratified as the quickened 
appetite greedily devours its pages. 
This year’s issue will be productive 
of many happy moments, for ‘‘all 
the talents” are to be found in it; 
and the more than clever artists and 
authors are in their happiest vein : 
it would be vain to say more. 


WE lately gave one of our army 
of reviewers some samples of Cad- 
bury’s Cocoa and Chocolate to 
review. He at once went into one 
of the numerous rooms provided for 
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NOT RAT-IFIED, 


Here's a drawing most dramatic, 
Touching Rats, of mien er-rat-ic 

(Please excuse that tiny ‘‘ wheeze”’), 
Re this cheese with ‘* Cheshire’s ” label, 
They exclaim (so runs the fable), 

** Not the cheese! Not the cheese!” 


‘* Ah, that cheese!” said those who sold it, 
** 4// declare who but behold it, 
That it with their taste agrees ; 
Hasten then, at once, to try it!” 
But, say all the Rats, who *‘ guy” it— 
** Not the cheese! Not the cheese!” 


So those guests who had depended 
Upon tasting something splendid, 
Now complain of Fate’s decrees ; 
Yes, these gourmets who selected 
This rank cheese, now cry, dejected— 
** Not the cheese! Not the cheese!” 


Note the moral of this fable— 
Though the Tories may be able 
Many customers to seize ; 
Still, their dupes will very quickly 
Find the Tory menu sickly, 
And will cry, *‘’Tis mot the cheese!” 





our contributors, and, calling for a 
kettle and some cups, he began to 
brew, in a brew-ding manner. To- 


excited, said, ‘‘ I am of opinion that 
every co-co-terie would prefer the 
cocoa from the Cadbury co-coa- 
tree, for it makes the consumer feel 
very coco(a)-sy,”’ 
day week, 








wards nightfall we looked in and | Protectionists, Parsons, Peers, and Primrose oe 

said, ‘‘Well, what is your deci- | the five P’s, ‘* Priests, Publicans, Parsons, Parnellites, and Protectionists,” 
sion?” Whereupon our reviewer, | himself a ‘‘ broth of a boy,” regards these as P’s-soup-erior to all the forces of Liberalism. 
who stammers somewhat when he is | rise in Liberal victories should somewhat ap-p’s the Tory exultation, if not, san/ fis for them. 


He leaves this | be kept. 


ee ae 


A P’s-ful par. 


as : “Se 





Mr. TREVELYAN says that all the Liberal defeats have been brought about by five P’s, ‘‘ Parnellites, 


ues.” 


Mr. Chamberlain however attributes these defeats to 


Doubtless the Tory who considers 
Still, the rapid 





Minimum’s the Word, 


We read that Lord Vernon is engaged in trying experiments in order to find out on how little a cow can 
Our sympathies are with the unfortunate cow, the subject of the experiment. We do trust the 
experimenters will treat her kine-dly. 





Bay To Corresronpents.—7hs Aditor does mot bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions 
actompanid by «a stamped and davectsed envelope 
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IN LUCK. 
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invested a shilling. 


“Why not?” said Hook winch. 


So he 
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‘© Let's mix it al] together and have it now !” he said. 
** It's the festive season 
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But presently he became too festive, even for the 
season—so much so that he was “‘ chucked.” 


And although he performed prodigies of valour 
on the pavement, eventually spent the night in a 


police-cell. 
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=~) Sik MOT MAN i: ,3 

} aS le 


4 





And, in the morning, found his ‘‘luck” had cost 


him dear, 
in a draw next year.) 


(N.B.—He isn't going to take a chance 



















periodical 


has passe 


The Craphi 
especially in illustration, 


&. 


as o! yore, Us 


find the best ” 

The Daily Telegraph says 
years, and seems likely to stand for twice as many more. 
yields to none of its predecessors in merriment, copiousness, invention, or care.’ 

The Daily News tays :—*'* Hoop's Comic ANNUAL‘ maiotains the inward charac- 
teristics and preserves the title and ornamental wrappers of this popular annual visi- 
tor as it was in the days of its or ginator, the late Mr. Tom Hood.” 

The Sfectater says :—‘'* Hoov's Comic Annvat* deserves a very hearty word of 
praise; we have here short, crisp, bright, well-illustrated stories, and a wealth of 
them, by experienced providers of such things.” 


Copies can still be had, Price One Shilling, of 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1886. 


The Best Annual ever published. 


Says. 


"* Hoop 


Com 


ANNUAL’ is particularly good this year, | 
These have a finish and refinement not usual 


double the price. 


Mr. Gordon Thomson's drawings especially have spirit and sparkle.” 


The Morning Post says: 
pictures are as ¢ 
lhere 


ate SO 


many good jests of the pen and pencil that it is difficult to 


sl Hoon’'s Com! 
lever, and its sketches are as bright as in any year that 


sad Hoop's Com: 


ANNUAL’ i 


| 
ANNUAL’ has stood for eighteen | 


in comic | 


as full of lifeand humour | 


This year’s publication 
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Now Ready. Price Threepence. 








Now Ready. Price Twopence. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


“JACK AND JILL” CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 


With elaborately Coloured Plate by W. GADSBY, entitled ‘‘ LITTLE MOBCAP.” 


The Daily Telegraph says :—“ Its coloured print, ‘ Little Mobcap,’ is alone worth 
. 8th, 188s. 


“JACK AND JILL” CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 


FUN ALMANAC FOR 1886 








Ses thas 
you get 


SIRD'S 








Lot 





—EeEEE 


BIRD’S 


aff, 


rouble!!! 
Delictour! A Great 


ee ee 





1) Half the Con 


Chatce | 
Luxury !i 


CUSTARD 
POWDER 


A 64. Packet ts 
eufictent for 4 
Piet, & os, 
Packet for 
Prets. 


GOR 


P; 


ALFRED BIRD & SONS, Devonshire Works, 


C_BRANDAUER&C 
PENS 


CIRCULAR 
»POINTED 








Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither «cratch nor spurt, 


unded by a new process. Siz Prize Medals 


the points being rt 
tw xs 6c 





) 


i 
} 


Cadbury’s 


Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the 
addition of Starch. 


CAUTION.—If 


Cocoa 
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THE MARVELLOUS ADVENTURES OF OUR COMIC ARTIST AT A CHRISTMAS PARTY. | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE pretty dress worn by 
Miss Atherton in Vander- 
dechkem has caused ‘our 
artist’ to insist upon em- 
bodying it in an initial, 
and “four poet” to burst 
into the following striking 
stanza : 


“The dress Miss 
Atherton, you see, 
Now wears in Vander- 

decken 
Is pretty certain not to be 
orn out, I reckon,” 


= 





Like all true poetry, this 
is somewhat obscure in 
meaning; but I think it 
is intended to convey the 
Loox  Writer’s opinion that the 

piece will wear out first; 

but, bless you, there’s no 
knowing what the holidays will do, and I wish the management a 
merry Christmas and a full treasury. 


Tne Noverty.—VANDERDE@KEN ON THE 
out” (voOR AUDIBNCES). 





THe HoLtsorn.— The Pet of Newmarket is not very likely to become 
the pet of **Old”’-Bourne (if one may be allowed to make so arch:co- 
logical a pun). Some of the singers are good enough, and some bad 
enough for anything ; but, good and bad, they all seem to regard the 
dialogue as something to be got over as speedily as possible, so that they 
may get to “the ‘osses”’ 
—I beg pardon, songs. 
This is a fault, however, 
which probably entitles 
them to some gratitude, 
as it has the effect of 
eee | the dialogue 
into the background, from 
whence we experience no 
desire that it should 
emerge. 

TROPHONIUS says the 
** local colour” isn’t good, 
or rather, there isn't any 
to speak of ; Ae never saw 
a tout go abeut with ol 
etually bent knees like 
r, Waldegrave ; and all 
the jockeys are the wrong THe Horporn.—Tue “Per or Newmarxer. 
shape, and too young or 

too old for the business. He rather liked Miss Bellamy’s singing, tho- 
roughly enjoyed Mr. Wilford Morgan's, and considered Miss Dallas’s 
flat, He is not at all a bad critic. 








se Ly | 





—_— 


THERE is nothing objectionable in the music, but after making a 
thorough opera-glass examination, there is cnly one of the ballet I really 
care for, Mr. Vanden- 
bessche can do better 
thanthis, I shouldsay,and 
the sooner he does it the 
better for all parties, 


THe RoOYALTy,—There 
was a very enjoyable pro- 
gramme here last week of 
the rattlingly comic order. 

4 Proces Veauradieux 
was the main attraction, 
and we are becoming 
sufficiently well acquaint- 
ed with the company for 
it to be understood how 
comically MM. Bahier, 
Riquier, and Medomy, 
and Mile. Pinson, Ma- 
dame Riquier, and the 
rest placed the merry dish 
before us. Les Precieuses 
Kidicules opened the ball, and M. Medomy's joke of the many waist- 
coats, albeit an old friend, had the advantage to many of needing no 
translation. To-morrow (Christmas-Eve), Za Soule is down for pro- 











CAristmas Fairy (log.)—‘‘ Wert! Here we 
ARE AGAIN |” 





believe. This company is good in comedy, 





appears on January the 2nd.—Covent Garden starts its cireus again on 


tribution for novelties and remarkabilities —Hardour Lights flare out 
to-night (Wednesday), at the Adelphi.i—The Empire has opened again, 
with Silice Taylor, this time.—They havea new ballet at the Alhambra. 
—There are pantomimes at the Grand, the Surrey, the Standard, the 


Wales’s at Greenwich.—New pieces at the Lyceum, Gaiety, Avenue, 
and Novelty, most of the others have good programmes, and wisely 
stick to them.— 7he Private Secretary is just as much to the fore as it 
was last Christmas, and last (and least, in one sense), Minnie Palmer 
tops up the dish by putting in her appearance at the Strand on the 25th 
—There! I wish you a merry Christmas! NESTOR, 








Considerate ! 


To those with purses crammed with gold, 

To those who need no draught or pill, 
To those whose relatives are old 

And each has mentioned in his will ; 
In fact, to all the happy lot 

Of Fortune's largely-favoured crew 
(Who’re sure to get it like a shot), 

I wish no merry Christmas to, 


All people who are bad in health 
As ever any one can be, 
All people who have lost their wealth 
And come to grinding povertee, 
All people seedy in the coat 
And worn and bursted in the shoe, 
All companies that cannot float, 
I wish a merry Christmas to. 


All folks whose rent is in arrears, 
And people with the brokers in, 
All folks with empty larders, dears, 
And not a bottle in the bin, 
All boys who've burst their dancing pumps, 
And girls whose gloves have proved a ‘‘ do,’ 
All chaps afflicted with ‘‘ the jumps,” 
I wish a merry Christmas to, 


All folks in prison cause of crime, 

And those who have defective drains, 
All people who at such a time 

Are martyred with dyspeptic pains ; 
To these, and all the dismal band 

Who tyrants’ grinding wills must do, 
I wish a merry Christmas, and 

I wish that they may get it, too! 





Yule-ogistic. 


At Christmas-tide most felks indulge in mirth, 
And show to all (‘tis said) goodwill on earth ! 
Indeed, most people, though the weather's cool, 
Give off a hearty Yule-ogy on Yule, 





Late Arrivals. 


Messrs. SCHIPPER & Co,’s argo of Christmas cards arrived after 
the bulk of our others had been disposed of. They are superior spe- 
cimens of goods, fit for home or foreign trade, and for immediate con- 
sumption. The Christmas number of Z7/z is full of animation. The 
Cyclist Christmas number is another good turn of the wheel; and 
**Calvert’s Mechanic’s Almanack”’ is peculiarly fitted for the use of 
working men. 


duction, and Za Doctoresse, with Mile. Marie Magnier and M,. Noblet 
in their original parts, will be produced about the 11th of January, I 


Nops AND Winks.—The Christmas fairy is going about her work 
right merrily, and brisk movement characterises the theatrical world at 
present. Old Drury, of course, does the big thing with A/addin, on 
Boxing night, but that is not all that rests on Mr. Harris's shoulders ; 
yesterday (Tuesday afternoon), he produced Cinderella at the Crystal 
Palace, with that clever little woman, Miss Dot Mario as the heroine ; 
her merry-faced sister is also in the cast, Mr. Burnand has ‘‘done” the 
libretto, and Mr. Charles Harris ‘‘ stages,’’ what more can you wish 
for ?—Dark Days is over (sounds ungrammatical, does it not?) at the 
Haymarket (don’t the management wish they were!) and Vadyezda 


Boxing day, every country, including Holland, has been laid under con- 


Britannia, Sanger’s, the Elephant and Castle, and the new Prince of 
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CHRISTMA'S GUESTS. 
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SCHOOL-FELLOW GUESTS from east or west, we welcome with delight—The Funny Guest, the Pretty Guest, are pleasant to our sight. 
Though his after-dinner speeches are chiefly *‘haws” and ‘hums! 


The Neighbour Guest, who often bores, we take him as he comes, 
{ Yes, we are tolerant of all Guests at Christmas, 
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A TERRIBLE WARNING. 


Youth off doth spring 
Like a guilty thing 

When safety urges a retreat ; 
With heartless jeers 
It disappears 

Around the corner of the street. 


Here Youth doth throw 
The ball of snow, 
At unoffending Middle-age ; 
Then Youth, with glee, 
Doth straightway flee, 
To escape the snow-struck victim’s rage. 


But, look you! Youth 
Is foiled, forsooth 
(A dreadful warning this should be), 
For there, wis, ye 
Lurks Nemesis— 
Disguiséd as a tall P, C. ! 














CHRISTMAS CRAZY. 


Do I read annuals? No, I don’t read annuals, and I don’t read the 
Newgate Calender, What do I care about Christmas! I should like 
to see all the Tom Smith crackers gathered together and set light to, and 
the man who invented them roasted alive on the top, The grocers’ shops 
are as full as they well can be, and if people wolf down all that’s in ‘em, 


the churchyard will be full too, What do I care about a lot of fat cattle | 
A lot of ribbon-bedizened anatomy, that | 


slung up in butcher's shops ! 
makes me ill to look at. Don’t I like frost, and all that? No, I don’t. 
I hate waking up with my nose like ice, and the pipes and things burst- 
ing about the house. I don’t drink much water, so that can’t matter? 
Don't you be impertinent, sir. I’m a good deal more sober than most 
people, I can tell you. Shall I take any of my little relatives to the 
pantomimes? No, sir; I'd much rather take 'em to the well at Cawn- 
pore. I've got an old print of the Massacre of the Innocents? yes, sir, 
{ have, and I like that print. There's a healthy meaning and moral in 
it. Do I mean to wear a sprig of mistletoe? No, I don’t, sir. Do 
you think I will be a ‘‘dorg”’ at Christmas? That's my business, sir— 
that's my business, Turkeys are cheap, and are good things to send to 
poor relations? They can be as cheap as dirt, the turkeys can, and the 
relatives can be as dirty as cheap. 


it’s digestible, and they can stick a lump of holly in the top of the tin. 
I don’t look as if I dined off tinned beef? 
dine off what I like, sir. At any rate, I haven’t asked to dine at your 
expense. Christmas comes but once a year? Thank heaven for that ; 
if it came twice I'd go and hang myself. Will I subscribe to a soup 
kitchen? No, sir, nor to a thieves’ kitchen either. Do you take me 
fora fool? No, I am not good-natured enough for that, you say. I’m 
net to be imposed upon, anyhow. Do I like sucking pig? No, I 
lon't. Goose? No. Turkey? No. Mince pies? No, sir; I hate 
ihe whole shoot—that’s what Ido, sir! Shall I have my portrait 


I won’t have anything to do with | 
such bosh. They may have to dine off tinned meat? Well, let them; | 


Don't I, sirx—don't LI | 


| taken and send to my friends? No, sir, I shan’t; nor yet in a fancy 
| dress, sir. As Father Christmas, with a wreath ef holly round my 
head? No, sir! Nor yet as a turkey with a wreath of sausages round 
my head. I’m too bilious for Christmas. How do you know that I am, 
| sir? My liver is my business. Did any one ever call me fat? de foie 
| gras because my liver was so big? No, sir! People asa rule don’t take 
liberties with me twice, not unless they are idiots, If I don’t choose to 
| go Christmas crazy, I shan't go Christmas crazy, ‘*’Tis merry in hall, 
| Well, I don’t want to drink wassail, and I 
| don’t want to be in hall—no, nor yet in the Oxford, nor the Royal, nor 
| any other hall. I don’t go to music halls, sir. I haven’t got softening 
| of the brain yet. Do I like boar’s head? No, sir! There was some- 
body in ‘‘ Oliver Twist” who was fond of saying he’d eat his head. It 
couldn’t have been me, then. Ah, ah! You mean that for a joke, do 
you? I call it confounded impudence, sir. Did I ever stop behind in 
the hall of a friend’s house to kiss the parlourmaid under the mistletoe? 
Have the kindness to recollect, sir, that I am a gentleman, sir, and not 
| acad, sir—not a confounded cad, sir! Brutus is an honourable man. 
I don't want any of your idiotic quotations, sir, I don’t want any of 
| your Christmas, nor your Christmas foolery, sir. No, sir! I won’t give 
so much as a shilling to the soup kitchen. So there, sir! 
DIOGENES TUBRRS, 


| When the boards wag all.” 





Now Ready. Price Threepence. 


“JACK AND JILL’ CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 


With elaborately Coloured Plate by W. GADSBY, entitled ‘LITTLE MOBCAP.” 


The Daily Telegraph says :—"' Its coloured print, ‘ Little Mobcap,' is alone worth 
double the price.”— Dec. 8th, 1885. 


“JACK AND JILL” CHRISTMAS NUMBER. 
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—BRINGING IN THE YULE LOG IN THE HALLS OF “I! 
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MUDMORTAR PARE. is plenty of room for the’girl to sift the cindersin the back 
‘On, if it to ghost 1 Couldn't we it?” said Dorothy garden if she doesn’t stick her elbows out——and here’s 
Geaege, 8 auld only run tos mange * | the boy with the holly. There! never mind the ghost.” 
SS + MB tin c. ** Very well, dear; we will be very happy without the 
MN ij ghost,” said Dorothy. ‘Ha! here’s the postman. A 
letter for me from Sarah to say that she and Cyril were 
married on Tuesday, and have gone straight to Wraiths- 
acre, and the old fireplaces and carved beams are lovely, 
and there is a secret panel in the dining-room—the dining- 
room—What’s this word? Oh! just fancy, George ; a 
real secret panel! Just the very place to keep the ghost 
in! Ob! I’m sure I shouldn’t feel a bit frightened if we 
had a house like that; it’s so romantic! Just fancy, a 
faint dragging of chains and a little blue glimmer, and 
——George, do you hear that strange sort of sound in 
the hall? I’ve heard it several times since I’ve sat here— 
a sort of moan, like the cats make when they are talking | 
quietly on the roofs before they break into yells. There 
it is again 1” 

‘* Oh, it’s fancy, Doll, 1 don’t hear anything. Goon 
with the letter.” 

‘* Where wasI? Ah! ‘The le about say that at 
night, about Christmas time, the folks who lived here 

OO) ee 3 : ee Uy ee before used to feel a sort of cold breath——’ Dear me, 
a De sith, li, en how cold my left arm is! George, it’s very strange, but 
Z a ” Joie is, moe « / seem to feel a sort of cold brea——” 

‘** Well, now you mention it, sodo I. There is a some- 
thing or other. I have fancied-——” 

‘** George, George !”” whispered Dorothy, turning pale; 
“look at the carpet! Look—look! it’s slowly rising 
from the floor. There! now it is sinking again. Do you 

| hear that dreadful sound like someone slowly breath- 
| ing ?” 

| “I certainly—I must confess I noticed—but never 
| mind, dear. Don’t be frightened. There! put your 
head under my coat,” 

**T can’t, George,” she whispered, ** Look—look ! 
the door is moving. No, it isn’t Jane; Jane’s gone to 
‘When Cyril and Sarah are married, ‘hey are going to have a lovely old house in | the butterman’s, next door to the undertaker’s. Oh, dear! 
Sussex—just fancy, with uneven floors which make you feel tipsy, and low beams that | George, what IS it all?” 
just catch you on the top of the head, and oak wainscoting! There is sure to bea It was certainly all as she said ; and now, even as she 
zhost in that—a ghost of their very own, that won’t come when anybody but its owners | spoke, a hazy, transparent column, apparently of some 
calls it. How lovely!” blue vapour, was slowly rising before the mantel-glass, 

George sadly went over his income once more on his fingers, aid said, “‘I really **Oh, look at it, George!” she gasped. ‘It is taking 
lon’t see how we could manage it. There certainly are old houses which go very | some form or other—it is getting like a woman. Look ! 
cheap because they have the reputation of being haunted, and nobody will live in | it seems to be waving its arms slowly to and fro. Now 
them——”’ 

**Oh, I shouldn’t quite like one of ¢ie,” she said. er ee 
‘** Haunted ’ sounds a dreadful. A ghost of your own— | fi : ¥ | | i i . 

just a little one—doesn’t seem so dreadful ; but when it | SES SY 
comes to ‘haunted ’——” NM 

**No,” he said; **I suppose I shall have to close with 
Mr, Stuckoe, and take No. 74 Thinjoist Villas, Mud- 
nortar Park ; and we must give up the idea of ghosts for 
t year or two—that is, three years, with the option of re- | 
maining at the same rent—until we have saved a little 
more,” 

So George and Dorothy were married, gave up the old- 
house-and-ghost hobby, and went to live at 74 Thinjoist 
Villas just before Christmas. 

The carpets were down, and the furniture was in ; and 
ull was very pretty, and brand new. The builder of Mud- 
nortar Park (which you would never have taken fora | 
park without reading the great board at the end of the 
road) received them most cordially on the doorstep, 
yointed out the beauties of the doctor’s lamp opposite, 
ind explained how the presence of the undertaker's shop Zi 
ut the corner was proving such an attraction that he had | 
nad no less than ninety-three applications for No. 74 that 
very day. There was ome strange circumstance, however | 
—Mr, Stuchoe could not be prevailed upon to enter the 
house for a single instant, On its being proposed, he 
hurriedly went home to tea in his house on the tended 
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remnant of ground at the corner. 
** There, dear,” said e¢; ‘*we won't regret the 
old wainscoted house and hosts. I’m sure this 





looks awfully snug; and just fancy the ninety-three 
yA mae ares to-day for this very house, in consequence of 
the undertaker’s at the corner. It certainly zs convenient. | 
aod Glew and Flockstuffer have behaved very well | 
; they sent in the furniture at the latest moment, | it is wringing its hands—and i eathi i , ike ” 

0 that it might not be old-fashioned when we arrived—in | Oh, Sicemn, thee me away!” Give is that be Dg again, only more like a sob, 
fact, it ismext week's designs. And Stuckoe says there | ‘Yes, dear; all right! I think perhaps we had better go somewhere else to sleep. 
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The Return of the Popular Candidate. 
(Sez Cartoon.) 


Now that the Gen’ral Election is finished, 
Partisans left to deplore or exult ; 

Now that the babel of tongues is diminished, 
Seeing that nought can affect the result ; 

new is the time Fee hay: British nation, | 

ving some Space put at command, 

Just to look round on the whole Shean, 

Calmly, and find how it happens to stand. 


Many indeed the familiar faces 
Which have not gone to the contest in vain, 
Ready to take in the new House their places, 
Crying out ‘‘ Here we are, Johnny, again !” 
Some, though, whose beds are no longer of roses, 
Cannot now enter it, hard as they’ve tried, 
And are thus driven to flatten their noses 
’Gainst the cold/pane of the window—outside, 














Then, too, ’mong those who've not'suffered rejection, 
Many’s the face that we do not‘recall ; 
But, by-the-way, there’s one other election 
Still to come off, most important of all, 
Candidate being a very old Member, 
Who. the support of vast numbers will earn, 
And on the twenty-fifth day of December 
Surely will win a triumphant return. 


Kind Father Christmas, the agéd and hearty, 
Dear unto them that his favours have shared, 
Pleasing to pretty nigh every party, 
Mustn’t be missed, for he cannot be spared ; 
Wherefore let’s labour without intermission, 
Backing our popular friend heart and soul, 
So to secure him his proper position 
Right at the uppermost top of the poll. 


Soon as the morning has proved him successful, 
Chair him in honour with laughter and song, 
Luring the spirits that erst were distressful 
Into the joy as he passes along. | 











Bring up the mistletoe, bring up the holly, 
Pudding, and crackers, and toys, and what-not ; 

Cheer to the echo and make yourselves jolly,— 
Christmas is King, and the best of the lot, 








A TOE THAT NEVER HAS THE GOUT.—The mistle-toe, 


( Zhey belonzed to the same theatre, had the same dressing-room, and were the 


** TALKING OF AGES, DEAR, HOW OLD AR& you?” 
*©Ou! I HAVE GIVEN UP TELLING MY AGB, 
I APPEAR TO BR,” 
** REALLY! I ALWAYS IMAGINED YOU WERE SO MUCH YOUNGER,” 
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A SWEET SURPRISE. 








dearest friends.) 


I AM JUST AS OLD AS 








I'll tell you what! we'll take the train down to Cyril’s place in 
Sussex, only the worst of it is—the time-table ; it_is,in the bedroom, 
and it’s all in the dark !” 
They threw the table-cloth over their heads, and, clinging together, 
made a dash up stairs, clutched the time-table and some wraps, and fled 
out on to the pavement to find the trains under the street lamp; then 
they caught the train to Sussex. 
Next day George returned to Mudmortar Park with a demoniac and 
settled purpose in his eye. During daylight he was busy in No. 74 
nailing up every door and window, so that it could not be opened. At 
dusk he called on Mr. Stuckoe, the builder, and enticed him out to 
examine the knocker on the door of No. 74: then suddenly, and with a 
yell of malignant triumph, he pushed the builder within, shut the street- 
door, and secured it with a dozen nails. Then he returned to Sussex. 

a * * - = * 
No one was more surprised at the occurrence than the undertaker at 
the corner, nor more pained ; though, of course, he was always glad of a 
job. But he had known Mr, Stuckoe so well ; and he’d always seemed 
that hearty—not in the least the sort you’d expect to be taken with 
rheumatic fever, and ion of the lungs, and complications! To 
be sure, he Aad always taken care of himself, and made a point of never 
entering any of those houses of his—let alone sta all night in them. 
And this he would say, the whole neighbourh had missed him, 
Well, well; iust a year ago this Christmas it all happened, too! 








AN ENGLISH CUSTOM. 

Ir is one of the most beautiful, interesting, and deeply-rooted of our 
English customs; nay, it has become more than a custom—it is a second 
nature. We practise it mechanically in the same manner as we eat and 
drink—nay, as we open our mouths to eat, and stick up our little oe 
to drink, and overcrowd railway carriages, and kill tax-collectors. it is 

















the custom of watching for signs of insanity in our neighbours, with a 
view to subsequently upsetting their wills. 

We walked down the street lately, We met Jones, 

** Ha, Jones!” we said; ‘‘good morning. Why are you peering 

h that window so persistently?” 

** Well,” said Jones, ‘‘I’m watching Brown. He is a kind of rela- 
tion of mine, and might die before me ; and if he does, he ought to leave 
me something in his will. But, you see, perhaps he won't; and, in 
that case, I feel sure, from things I have seen him do, that he is not fit 
to make a will—not sane, in point of fact. Why, just look—he bites the 
ends off his cigars, instead of cutting them off; he’s doing one now, 
Could there be a clearer proof of insanity ?” 

Presently we happened to meet Brown. ‘Ha, Brown!” we said; 
‘*good afternoon. Why are you spying through that window so per- 
tinaciously ?” 

** Well,” said Brown, ‘‘I’m keeping an eye on Jones. He's a sort of 
a relative, and I might survive him; and in that case I ought to get a 
bit by his will. If I don’t, I am convinced, from an observation of his 
actions, that he is not of sound roe mind—a bit touched, 
in short. There now, see—he cuts the points off his cigars instead of 
biting them, There he is at it! What more decisive evidence could 
one want?’ 

Then we ran across Robinson, Prema gore ah om 

** Just off to court to upset will—person money which / wanted 
to : tal. Mad, of course. Used to take four lumps of sugar in his 
tea. Isn’t shat bh?” 

Green nearly us over next. ** Whither in so haste?” 

“‘ Anywhere—don’t care—out of this unjust !” be yelled, 
‘¢ Been trying to upset will of fellow who left money to missionaries in- 
stead of me! Wou/d you credit it? Actually lost my case. They 
didn’t consider his habit of taking his coffee without sugar as sufficient 
evidence of insanity. What a world—bah !” 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


Mr. Norsz, baker and ex-mariner, did not exhibit much tenderness 
towards the gentle burglars he caught on his premises recently. In 
= fact, Nurse very nearly gave 
one of the thieves his ‘‘ gruel.” 
Crusty at being disturbed in 
the night by the vagabonds, 
the t baker rolled the 
he secured on the 
ground and pasted him hand- 
somely. ‘* You won't loaf 
into my establishment again,” 
said the baker as he tied up 
his adversary’s legs with rope 
and nip his throat play- 
fully. ‘*I won’t,” gurgled the 
half-choked burglar, whose 
face was the colour of under- 
done pastry; ‘I'll try a less 
dangerous way of making my 
bread.” Bravo, Nurse! we 
congratulate you on your 
plucky arrest of a scoundrel, 
and we wish you a merry 
Christmas, Our ten-year-old 
‘aughter tas written a few lines on ‘‘The Baker and the Burglar ;” 

they run as follows :— 

‘* Make him ache, make him ache, baker man, 
( hoke the bad burglar as fast as you can 


Knead him, and punch him, and mark him, d'you see 
And send him to quod—when you've finished your spree. 





Ar the Ulster Assizes a prisoner was sentenced to twelve months 
imprisonm: nt, ‘' My lord,” said the convicted man, ‘I should like to 
get married }” ‘* Capital!” said the judge ; ‘‘a very laudable desire.” 

‘I want to marry the prosecutrix,” continued the prisoner. ‘* What 
does she say? ” asked the judge. ‘I should} so like the gentleman to 
me,” chimed in a soft sweet voice, ‘‘In that case,” said the 
judge, ‘‘ I will revoke my sentence, and discharge the prisoner. Heaven 
bless you, my children! Please bear in mind that I shall be happy to 
stand as godfather to the first baby. Good morning to you both.” Ob, 
what a nice old judge! 





AN ancient Johnnie, aged eighty, never tasted brandy till a few days 

o, when he tried to e up for lost time, and tasted it so vigorously 
that the police were obliged to interfere with his liberty, His father 
paid his fine, and gave hima rare dressing when he got him home; and 
his grandfather has threatened to disinherit him should he ever miscon- 
duct himself again, He comes of rather a healthy family, 


A yOUNG Frenchman was indignant the other day because a friend 
called him a fool, so he determined to prove that he wasn’t by com- 
mitting suicide. He succeeded in killing himself very neatly; but he 
failed to convince the friend that he had been a wise man. Hard lines! 


A pocTor in Sydney, New South Wales, has invented a magic syrup 
warranted to cure infirmities of temper. A gentleman whose mother- 
in-law was of a somewhat cantankerous disposition purchased a bottle, 
and gave the lady a few doses of it, She became perfectly amiable, and 
be has since eloped with her, 


_Tue electoral struggle has been the means of bringing to light many 
highly important facts concerning the personal appearance, habits, and 
garb of British politicians, e have learnt, for instance, that Mr. 
Chamberlain wears that unmistakable badge of the well-to-do tradesman 
—the Sunday-going 13 oe black coat, but that his trousers never bag 
at the knees, That Lord John Manners clothes his lower limbs in 
tender grey cloth, and always turns an ashy white when he sniffs the 
peculiar scent affected by some of the Irish members, That Mr. George 
Russell revels in brilliantly glazed boots and white ers, and does not 
suffer from bunions. That nothing irritates Mr. J ht more than 
a person sitting behind him and br hard on the of his head. 
On such an occasion John has been heard to use most unparliamentary 

That Mr. Biggar is not very a That Lord Salisbury 
often yawns heavily, but never opens his mouth wider than four inches 
and a half when he sneezes, etc. 


CAPTAIN De Boots, who has recently returned from t and 
married, remarks, ‘* All may be fair in love and war seanetienat! Ulett 
he'll he hanged if he’s ever discovered anything fair in love; it’s a 
regular swindle. In war,” he says, ‘‘a fellah does know occasionally 


what he’s after ; but in love all the fighting comes after the engagement, | 


and a fellah gets no rest at all.” It's heartrending ! 





Sympathetic Snails; or, “The Universal Language.” 


(AN ANSWER TO THE “ LANGUAGE OF THE FLOWERY LAND,” 
in **Fon” OF DECEMBER 16.) 
ith regard to the “‘ Universal Language,” the need for which is now exercising 
Pic ad ~, many, a gentleman has proposed a system by which the world will con- 


b , not of words and phrases, but through the medium of ** Sym- 
i & There is ag a Aa oe frame in which will be arranged six 


nieed ah each representing one of the letters of all the alphabe’s in the world,” — 
Figaro.) 

Dear EpiTor,—lIn last week’s Fun appears a startling lay, 

Re the *' Universal Language,” which we all must learn some day ; 
Your poet gives a lingo @ /a Chinoise, but he fails = 

To touch, in this connection, upon ‘‘ sympathetic snails ! 


Herein I quote the method, which you'll own is very neat, 
International conversation it will surely make complete. 
Your poet does but offer us a jargon hard as nails, 
Not so easy to be mastered as these ‘‘ sympathetic snails !” 


You simply put six hundred snails in separate cups of zinc, 

So fixed that every snail can turn and twist, and think and wink ; 
And then you must electrify the horns, and heads, and tails, 
Likewise the shell-like houses of these ‘‘ sympathetic snails !”’ 


Suppose you are an author, and you wish your works to be 
Perused by Island Dwellers in the North or Southern Sea ; 
Or, say, you'd like the Hottentots to read your lays and tales, 
You easily can manage it with ‘‘ sympathetic snails !” 


Now, when you start out yearly for your continental tour, 
Throvgh various foreign languages much trouble you endure ; 
You soon will obviate all this when once the plan prevails, 
Of chatting with a foreigner by ‘‘ sympathetic snails !” 


For courtesies 'twixt Royalties they useful might be found, 

’'Twould be handy were you writing to some foreign prince renowned ; 
To wit, if ex-king Theebaw wished to ask the Prince of Wales 

To come to tea, he’d write to him with “ sympathetic snails!” 


Or, suppose there is a lady whom you ardently would woo, 
You’re a native, say, of Britain, ske belongs to Timbuctoo ; 
If she, poor Savage Beauty, at the English language quails, 
You can whisper words of love by means of ‘* sympathetic snails !” 





Floral Fictions. 


Tue Holly stands for Foresight, say the sages, 
Which statement may be viewed in many ways ; 
But still ’tis clear to all who con these pages, 
The days for Wisdom must be Holly-days ! 





Ir Christmas is so near at hand, why ishe still called Fa(r)ther Christmas? 


= == = 


A Christmas Dinner. 


CHRISTMAS is coming, alas for diges- 
tion ! 
Tradesmen for cash soon commence 
will to whine ; 
Christmas is coming, and with it the 
question— 
When, where, and how, and with 
whom shall I dine? 








My salary long has been anticipated, 

Na In fact, of a shilling I see not a sign ; 

mm’ / And, to make my position still more 
j aggravated, 

Never a pawnable article’s mine. 





} a My relatives? Yes, and I have them 
Se in plenty, 
, tz But their dread of me really is hard 
M . to conceive ; 


a My friends’do notf{number the quarter of twenty, 
And certainly o’er my demise would not grieve, 


So my prospects of dinner, you'll own, are not rosy ; 
And when you your jovial feasting enjoy 

In rooms that are cheerful, in rooms that are cosy, 
My fate may be attics and one saveloy. 


No, perish the thought! A hot jorum I'll make me ; 
And when comes the hour at which you will dine, 

I'll quaff till I’m “* happy ;” to bed then betake me, 
To dream of beef, turkey, plum-pudding, and wine. 
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CHRISTMAS AND THE DEPRESSION IN TRADE. 


[In consequence of the Depression in Trade, we anticipate that the Christmas Festivities will be very much curtailed this year ] 
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The size of the Christmas Pudding will be considerably 
reduced. 


Owing to the falling off of business, Edwin's firm 


won't give him his accustomed rise, and consequently 
Angelina won't get that engaged ring she has waited for 


It will make a good excuse, however, 
for the long-suffering householder. 














Christmas Parties will be conducted on strictly economical 
principles, 





And Cabs will be out of the question. 














‘* Well, good-bye, old man. Merry Christ- 
mas. Would stand you a drink, but Depres- 
sion in Trade, you know. ‘Ta, ta!” 








New Leaves, 

Tue third volume of George Routledge and Sons ‘* Pocket Library” 
contains ** HHood’s Comic Poems,”’ a collection where wisdom is indis- 
solubly wedded to wit by one too often considered rather in the light of 
awit than a wise man. The fourth volume contains that wondrous work 
of Dickens’—than which none could be more acceptable at the present 
season, the ever-charming ‘* Christmas Carol,” 

**As It Was Written,” by Sydney Lusk (Cassell and Co,, Limited). 
As it was written it ought to be read, It is an exciting story unconven- 
tionally treated. We have seen nothing equal to it since ‘* Called 
Back,’’—‘* At What Cost?” by the late Hugh Conway (J. and R. 
Maxwell). The cost is merely nominal, you can buy it and the two 
other equally interesting stories with it for a shilling, and the book is 
cheap for the money.—‘‘Too Fat,” by Luke Lovart (J. W. Arrow- 
smith, Bristol), We strongly lean towards this book, so will other 





readers, as it will make them laugh, and perhaps grow fat.—‘* Marah : 
a Prose Idyll,” by E. M. Marsh (Field and Tuer), There is nothing 
prosy about this, it is rather poetic. It is a well-written story of well- 
sustained interest, and will put to profitable use the reader’s ‘‘ idyll” mo- 
ments.—** The Owls of Olynn Belfry,” by A. Y. D.; illustrated by 
Randolph Caldecott (Field and Tuer), <A. Y. D., ayded by the artist, 
have together produced a book that will please the children it is intended 
for: they will find the owls not a bit stupid.—‘‘ Cricket: Shaw and 
Shrewsbury’s Team in Australia’ (Shaw and Shrewsbury, Nottingham), 
The interest of this work is greatly enhanced by the photo-frontispiece, 
which contains excellent portraits of the members of the ‘‘ last team ” 
that went out, and whose doings were so ‘‘ first-rate’ that we suppose 
they will not be the last team by many.—‘‘ Fables and Fancies” (J. and 
R. Maxwell) contains six stories and seventy-two coloured illustrations, 
humorous and laughable enough to afford amusement seventy-two times. 

















‘‘ THE CLEAN BLACK LEAD,"’—Vide Press, | 


“ror JAMES’ 


“Gives a mirror-like | 
surface to the grate, and 
for cleanliness and econ- 
omy excels all others.” — 

Vide Lady's Pictorial. 


BLACK LEAD 


E. JAMES & GONE, Sole Makers, PLYMOUTH. 


WARNING ! 
When you ask for 


Reckitts 


CAUTION.—If 
K ; LU e | ae Senne or Cocoa 
SORIA EMI AEN) | addition of Starch. 


As bad Qualities are often substituted 








Cadbury's 





GUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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PUDDLER’S CHRISTMAS ROBIN, 
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I'll have a real robin this Christmas,” said Paddler. 
And he got a fine one, a bargain, in the Seven Dials. 


Puddler. 





Which he put out on the window-sill, with a 
String tied to its leg. 


On vith And the servants over fed it, so that it wouldn't 
Very Christmassy !”’ said touch the crumbs which Puddler daily offered . 


But the dickey wasn’t very friendly. 
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Moreover, Mrs. Puddler's cat made several attempts 
on its life. Consequently Mr. and Mrs. P. were always 
sparring. 


So Puddler purchased a very nice little toy-bird 
at the draper’s bazaar. 


And on Christmas-day, just before the Pudding, 
he had his robin served up on toast. ‘‘And the best 
way to have a Christmas robin too,” said Mrs. P. 








The G. O, F's Greeting. 


Now the end of December is fast drawing near, 

To a time-honoured rule Grand Old FuN would adhere ; 
Yes, now you have finished your Christmas good cheer, 
G. O. F. fain would wish you a Happy New Year, 
Fun would whisper a few words of hope in the ear 

Of each reader who, mayhap, hath found Fate severe, 
Life’s sky, though now cloudy, may soon again clear, 
So, to those who are sad, here’s a Happy New Year, 
Political squabbles have lately, we fear, 

Thrown business arrangements a bit out of gear, 

And rumour has whispered of compacts most queer, 
Which would not mix at all with a Happy New Year. 


But the G. O. F, trusts that M.P’s, will revere 
The trust of the People, and all say ‘‘ Hear, hear,’ 
Whenever good schemes of reform may appear, 
And thus help to make it a Happy New Year. 


’ 


Now, the Tories have tried Gladstone’s prestige to ‘‘ queer, ’ 


And his fame they have vainly endeavoured to sear, 
At his Home Rule Black Bogey they hastened to sneer, 
For his fall would have brought ‘hem a Happy New Year, 


But now G, has made that big lie disappear, 

The Conservative outlook is just a bit drear, 

G's ‘wire’ checked the Tories’ wild, gloating career, 
Poor fellows ! we wish them a Happy New Year. 


To conclude—let us ne’er from true charity veer, 
But always endeavour the suff’ring to cheer ; 

Let’s be true to the core—and eschew all veneer, 
And then we shall all have a Happy New Year! 


“Young and——” 
h, in opening a new “ Habitation 


ugh, in " of the Primrose 
y, remarked that the League wa 


‘only in its 


of Marlbor 


he other dit 


[The Duchess 
League at Hampstead t 
infancy as yet.’ ] 
‘TAs up at ’Appy ’Ampstead that the mother of R. C. 
(We mean, of course, Lord Randy the Kampageous), 
Oped another ‘‘ Habitation ” for the Primrose League, when she 
Said the P. L. ‘‘ squires” and ‘* dames’ were most courageous. 
Her Grace bepraised the League's ‘‘ great work,” and said that it pos 
sessed 
A matter of eight hundred “‘ habitations,” 
Yet ’twas ‘‘only in its infancy,” she vauntingly confessed, 
But it soon would grow and benefit the nations. 
If ’tis ‘only in its infancy” (this promising P. L.) 
'Tis probable its manner will grow bolder ; 
At present its precocity makes common-sense rebel, 
But let's hope 'twill have more wisdom when it's older, 








MISFORTUNE upon misfortune is heaped upon /a delice France. We 
| hear with sorrow that frogs are gradually disappearing in Gaul, and that 
| our volatile, frog-eating cousins are reduced to importing tinned frog 
from the land of Yankee Docdle, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Faust as here presented is more 
that of a refined spectacle than a 
dramatic piece; in fact, as a play, 
it has no interest whatever. The 
spirit of poetry pervades the pro- 
duction—except for one moment 
when it grows dangerously panto- 
mimic with its wine from the table 
trick, squibs and flash papers (all 
with warrant, I grant you). The 
supernatural effects in the Wal- 
purgis- Nacht revels on the Brocken 
rise to a height of grim and ghastly 
weirdness, worthy the poet's con- 
ception, and the other ‘‘ super- 
naturalities’’ never descend to 
vulgarity ; although the way the 
devil gets up the steam before he 
appears is rather suggestive of the 
great Dr, Faust having a heavy 
wash upon the premises, An invo- 
cation which includes an active 
insect of the night, too, is apt to 
strike comically upon the ear of 
the irreverent; but that’s all 
Goethe's fault whose poem is very closely, almost literally, followed, 

THE mocking, cynical malignity of Mephistopheles is interpreted by 
Mr. Irving with a completeness no words can exaggerate, and Miss 
Terry's Margaret is as tender, innocent, and sweet as a wayside violet 
(if one may be allowed to drop into poetry over an eminently poetical 
performance); but the rest of the acting is strangely unsatisfactory. 
Mrs, Sticling is out of place, Martha, I take it, should be a fairly 
young and rather flighty widow, for the obviously mature experienced 
person here presented to behave as she does gives some plausibility to 
the epithet the dying Valentine flings at her. Valentine himself, being 
merely episodic, lays the actor under the obligation of doing something 
decisive to attract attention. It is probably a sense of this, as well as 
arriving late upon the scene, chilled by the monotony of Mr. Conway's 
Faust, with a necessity of warming it up or making no effect, that induces 
Mr. Alexander to overact. The performance has a preponderance of 
sterling excellence, though. Mr. Conway's Faust is probably better now 
(han it was on the first night, when he appeared to play somewhat timidly ; 
but the part scarcely seems to appeal to his mental sympathies. 


ee 





mM.—“ An UnN-Ievinc 
PRRSONAGE.” 


Tue Lvyce 





THE remainiog parts are very subordinate, Mr. Mead, as an unfor- 
tunate witch with a longer run than the most successful drama, does 
not escape recognition, however. The remarkably powerful acting of 
Mr. Irving will no doubt attract very largely, and Miss Terry’s Margaret 
will have its ample circle of admirers; added to this, the beauty of the 
cenery in and about old Nuremberg, the picturesque old German 
costumes, the groups, and suggestions of general life, and the general 
completeness of detail, should 
ubstantial attention for 
l long time to come. Whether ~ 
hey will do so I don’t pretend Ff 
to say, as I consider prophecy no ‘ 
part of my vocation, The pro 
luction is not a triumphant suc- 

s on the whole, but personally 
[ could lozen times, 


; 
‘OTM mana 





see it half ad 

THe AvENut A company 
xcepuionally gifted, collectively, 
vith humour, ability, and come- 
iness (or eccentricity) of person, 
here finds itself in the oft-quoted 
historical position of the Israelites 
in the matter of manufacturing - 
uilding materials in Egypt. The ‘f 
urlesque of Avmiiwor/A is non- | 
sense — and miserably dreary 
nonsense at that — without a re- 
leeming feature of construction, 
invention, or even coherence to 








recommend it. Time is wasted = yy ayescp —A 4 . 
ind the action stopped every i 
|!now and then while a number of 
young ladies, very nice to look at, but otherwise with no particular 
laims to attention, give off a number of pointless lines with charming 
rence of manner and indistinctness of utterance—which, however, 


HE LYCEUM.—The interest of | 








is no more than the lines merit, as far as one cantell. This is not the 
worst—but why dwell upon details? If the piece were about half the 
length it might be bearable; as it is, it is one long exasperation, with 
the crowning exasperation of witnessing a lot of talent bursting to give 
itself vent, but finding no outlet. 





Mr. ARTHUR RopegrTs has a certain amount of chances which he 
makes the most of, much of his humour (or that of the author’s, as the 
case may be) is private matter between himself and stable-boys and 
billiard-markers, with others in connection; but he is funny enough at 
ail times, and a good deal of his fun is generally understood—except 
that favourite joke of his of keeping the stage waiting. Miss Laura 
Linden is one of the wasted ones; she has literally nothing to employ 
her talents upon, altbough her incidental imitation of Mary Anderson’s 
Galatea is as funny and clever as any of her previous efforts in that way. 
Then there’s Mr. Dallas dog-muzzled in the same way. Mr. Lonnen 
has the shadow of a chance, and with a good make-up and costume 
makes a score or two. Miss Violet Cameron’s and Miss Phyllis 
Broughton’s peculiar talents render them easy to serve, and they are 
better off accordingly ; but little Miss Kate James is bubbling over with 
high spirits, which find inadequate outlet in ‘*catherine-wheels.” In 
fact, I'm passionately fond of burlesques, I went to the Avenue with 
high hopes of enjoying myself, and I returned a wearied, dejected, 
broken-down, and prematurely aged man, Dashit! Mr, Henderson, 
with all your resources, you might have given us something good ! 


Nops AND WINKS.—A queer company of Indians appeared at the 
Gaiety for one night, and subsequently at the Opera Comique for a 
week—where they’ve gone to since I don’t know; their aovelty and 
peculiarities made them amusiog, but I shouldn’t think they would be 
much of a go—and yet I don't know, they’re very funny and rather 
interesting. —The {Reyal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern has got a 
sort of a small pantomime on for the holidays, it’s called Atug He's-a- 
lore, with obvious suggestion, Lots of things to tell about next week. 

NESTOR. 


«a 


—— “ . on ee 


Its Story. 
(COMMUNICATED.) 


I wAs held in reverence, ages ago, 
When at Druids’ mystic rites 

The sacrificial blood would flow 
In the woods and groves o’ nights. 

I was worshipped by many a bearded priest 
As a charm ’gainst demoniac ill, 

As night by night the victims increased, 
Their creed’s dread maw to fill. 


And, ages after, twas deemed I had pow’r 
O'er witchcraft's spells and harms ; 

And oft, in the midnight’s darksome hour, 
I was sought for my wondrous charms, 

In places where Learning and Christian Faith 
Their power had not displayed, 

As a true protection ’gainst spirit and wraith 
I was sought by each mother and maid, 


ut when civilization’s noonday blaze 
Enlightened the clouded earth, 

It scattered my supernatural traits, 
But to sweeter traits it gave birth. 

And I now come forth but once a year 
From my home, amid grove and heath, 

And am hung in the homesteads you all revere 
For lovers to kiss beneath ! 


But though idle till then, throughout the year 
I feel I am amply repaid, 

When I see in those homesteads, so full of good cheer, 
The blush of each slily-kissed maid, 

See, here’s a sweet girl, and a lover—good ! 
I warrant he'll kiss her, now 

. . * a 

I was right—she was kissed—for she thoughtlessly stood 

"Neath yours truly, 





THE MISTLETOE BouGH! 





The Entr'acte Annual is again a most amusing publication. The 
Editor, Mr. W. H. Combes, has done his work well, and among the 
contributors who aid him in effective theatrical prose and verse, are 
Messrs, Robert Keece, H. Paulton, John Hollingshead, G. A. Farini, 
Frederick Leslie, HI. Chance Newton, and that highty-flighty, world- 
amusing humorist, A. Sloper, Esq. The numerous portraits of celebrities, 
by Alfred Bryan, are as hitherto, artistic and striking. 
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AN EXCELLENT ARRANGEMENT—FOR THE COMPANIES. 


An excursionist lately took an excursion ticket to Havre and back. When he wanted toreturn he was informed that the contracting company’s boat would not sail 
till twelve hours after the advertised time, as the boat was waiting for cargo; so he had to pay £5 108. to get home another way.” —Newspafpers. wn 

‘On Ascot Day a lady asked at Waterloo station for return tickets to Ascot, and tendered the ordinary fare. But the company demanded double fare, as they 
chose to run special trains on that day. Judges decided that the L. and S. W. R. Co. had a right to do it."—NVewspafers. 
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‘“‘ITam going back to my ducky-pucky—tral-la!" said the Innocent Tourist at Havre. ‘‘ Where is the boat?” The pitying steward again wiped a tear from his 


eye. ‘* The directors have judged it desirable to delay the boat until this day fifty years,” he said. 
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So the Tourist tried to get back some other way. ‘' It’s fifty times the ordi- 

‘ 4 ' ’ ‘ . 1! 
nary fare for the next hundred years,” said every booking clerk ; ‘‘as it’s all 
race cd; ysit ow. 


Many years after, the 
and broken down, still wa 
pa 
} 





chairman ot one of the lines ound that Tourist, aged 
iting to get home. So he pitied him, and gave him a 
ss at the ordinary fare. But, mind, it was simply a 


pecial complimentary 
favour: the general public mustn't expect it. ‘‘ Monopoly without responsi- 
bility" is our British watchword. 
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ENIOKNAOCKS. 
Tue public are most earnestly requested not to tempt postmen with 
intoxicating drinks during Yule-tide. They are piteously ed not to 


fit them up with pick-me-ups and 
bracers ; and are implored not to offer 
them the finest brands of champagne, 
but to give them in preference turtle- 
soup, served up piping hot ; pdsé de foie 
gras sandwiches, caviare on thin bread 
and butter, anchovy toast, delicate slices 
of truffled turkey, or oysters, Lemon 
squashes are allowable if the very best 
soda is used, but any citizen found 
giving hot coffee adulterated with 
chicory to a letter-carrier will be pro- 
ceeded against ona charge of attempting 
to administer poison, All postmen are 
privately instructed to turn up their 
noses and mutter threats on receiving 
less than two shillings as a Christmas- 
box. 





Lorp TgNNYSON rigorously refuses to answer the innumerable letters 
he receives. The Laureate says he fails to understand why inquisitive 
people are so anxious to know whether he ever tastes pickled onions and 
red herrings; whether he suffered from measles in childbood’s days, 
and if so, did he try to scratch himself like ‘‘common” children? 
whether it is true he takes Sandeman’s finest port wine with pea-soup, 
and what sort of tobacco he uses to colour his short clay pipes with ; 
whether he has very vivid recollections of being spanked as a youngster 
by an irate parent, and whether the anecdote that he plastered his 
schoolmaster’s face with hot pease-pudding when that pedagcgue was 
taking forty winks is a real dond fide lie. 


THREE roughs have actually been sentenced at Aston, to three 
months imprisonment apiece, for assaulting two Birmingham merchants, 
The roughs having knocked the two gentlemen down, beat, kicked, and 
jumped ay them ; leaving them on the ground in a state of insensi- 
bility, e are surprised that such a trivial offence should have been 
taken any notice of in the Birmingham district. Such awful crimes as 
passing a public-house without entering to take a drink, or failing to 
correct a wife sufficiently severely with a kitchen-poker, when necessary, 
we were aware, were held in deep abhorrence there. But this mere 
freak of half-murdering a couple of merchants being punished with im- 
prisonment, is a sign that a high sense of law and order is creeping into 
Brummagem. If tin-pot morality continues making strides in Birming- 
ham, the day may come when it will no longer be considered a laudable 
act on the part of a father to bite the end of his daughter’s nose off, or 
gouge his son’s eye out, 


On finding their pictures not sufficiently well-placed in the French 
Salon, the amour propre of certain foreign artists induces them to deface, 
or deteriorate their works on ** Varnishing Day,” in order that they may 
be enjoined to remove them from the gallery. Some of the artists 
change their works with great dexterity, and the *‘ Salon Hanging Com- 
mittee’ perhaps discover the canvas they accepted as a sunset, hanging 
on the walls curiously transformed into a Saracen's head, with goggle 
eyes and an unclean tongue lolling out. In future, the works volun- 
tarily defaced by their authors, are to hang on the walls from the be- 
ginning to the close of the exhibition, as a punishment to the defacers, 
Should this law be stringently carried out, it will not add to the decency 
of the Paris Show. 


At Bedwyn, Wilts, the burial service was impressively celebrated 
over an empty coffin which was subsequently decorously buried. The 
party who show/d have been inside seemed rather mortified when the 
accident was discovered. At least the body’s most intimate friends 
thought so, 





‘¢ GgNERAL” Bootu and the Metropolitan Board of Works have 
had a little dispute, and the ‘‘ General's ” gentle temper became ruffled 
as the quills upon the fretful porcupine at being compelled to pay 
certain fees justly due to the Board for making a dangerous building 
belonging to him safe. Booth appears to have the greatest objection to 
parting with ready money, though he makes it with such ease, 





We have secured the services of an able prize-fighter, who scales 
somewhere about thirteen stone. With lavish generosity we have fitted 
him with a pair of hob-nail boots of the most approved Whitechapel 
pattern, The gentleman will be on cur premises from 9 A.M. to 5.30 P.M. 
to receive any visitors who call expecting ten-pound cheques for having 
sent in jokes anent Lord Dufferin being in Zuchnow. 





ALARMING! RUMOURS IN EUROPH. 


(From our own Correspondent.) 





MUCH uneasiness is felt in Europe in consequence of a report having 
been circulated that an inhabitant of Great Britain is at large somewhere 
on the Continent, and that he isa British voter. The endeavours of 
the various European Governments to al'ay the excitement of the popu. 
lace, who demand extra protection for their homes and families, are vain. 

* * * “4 * * 

D&TACHMENTSs of troops have been posted in all the European town: 
in proximity to any woods or mountains which might offera place o! 
concealment to the British voter, with a view to the security of public 
life and property. The various European Powers have addressed a note 
of inquiry to the British Government touching the rumour as to the 
voter; and a reply is stated to have been received from Downing Street 
to the effect that nothing is known as to any British voter having got 
loose, but that diligent inquiry will be made into the matter. At the 
same time, full leave is given to the various Powers to chain up or other- 
wise secure the voter, should any such be captured. 

e + a * - a 

Oor Special Commissioner reports :—According to your instructions, 
I have visited many of the outlying European towns, where the greates! 
anxiety is felt concerning the British voter. The scenes are often 
most painful to witness. Mothers, congregated for greater security in 
some of the stronger buildings, press their little ones to their bosoms 
while they peer, with terrified anticipation, through loopholes, in the 
direction of the mountains. In the market-places are gathered the 
younger men, sworn in as special constables, armed with truncheons 
and pitchforks, and wearing on their faces that look of settled determi- 
nation which one sees in those whose wives and little ones are threatened. 
All those having plate-glass have carefully covered it with planks, while 
a magisterial edict is everywhere posted enjoining that no brickbats, 
= ee lagu or other articles which might serve as missiles should be 
left about, A subdued terror has fallen on all. All business is sus- 
pended; while property, owing to its insecurity in the event of the 
British voter’s appearing on the scene, is at a discount, and may be 
picked up cheap, 

* - * a 7. * 

A REPORT is in circulation that the British voter is at large in the 
recesses of the Pyrenees, where he is supposed to have been attracted by 
the anticipation of disturbances in Spain, which would offer a magnifi- 
cent field for the exercise of his natural bloodthirstiness, Terrified 
peasants, belated among the hills, have stammered out breathless 
accounts of glimpses caught of a shaggy animal, somewhat in the form 
of a man, engaged in hurling brickbats, iron bars, and oaths at an 
imaginary political opponent ; while women, trembling by the fire, tel) 
tales of blood-curdling howls and growls, mingled with cries of ‘* Dowr 
with him!” ‘Kill him!” ‘Smash the platform!” ‘There he is, 
knock his brains out !” proceeding from the darkness without, 


* +. * * * * 


THERE can no longer be any doubt that the British voter has actually; 
turned up at last in the neighbourhood of X——. There is no longer 
apy security for life or property in that town. Every night raids are 
made into it, coping-stones being hurled through the plate-glass doors of 
the principal hotel, all the windows smashed, respectable citizens kicked, 
half-murdered, thrown into rivers, or made the target for bad eggs, dead 
cats, of flour and soot, and brickbats. The air is filled all the 
while with the most horrible language, groans, hisses, and curses, 

a . * * * oa 


A DETACHMENT of gendarmes has gone into the mountains to attemp’ 
the capture or destruction of the British voter. Zater.—The British 
voter has been happily shot down: he is reported to be covered with 
hair. Lafer.—It has been ascertained that the animal shot in the moun- 
tains is wof a British voter, but a mad gorilla escaped from a menagerie 
—a comparatively mild and refined animal. The uneasiness in Europe, 





therefore, still continues. 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


TO THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW 


RING out, sad bells—the old year dies ! 
We hear the solemn ding, dong, dong ; 
Let us forget his frauds and lies, 
And pass them like an idle song, 








But let us garner up the good, 
And store away with careful hand 
The honours won on land and flood, 
And noble acts that aye shall stand, 


And tell to ages yet unborn 

How bright the lamp of valour shone ;— 
The gallant deeds that now adorn 

The escutcheon of the year that’s gone, 


+ * x * 


Again we weave a simple song 
To welcome in the glad new year, 

** Ring in the right, ring out the wrong !” 
Ring in with merry shout and cheer ! 


Give welcome to the laughing boy 
That comes with merry carol lays, 
That fills each heart with gladsome joy, 
With pledge of wealth and happy days. 


What tho’ the heavy snowflakes fall, 
And frosty rime lies on the tree, 

Or drowsy fog hangs like a pall 
O’er busy town and grassy lea? 


What tho’ the stormy sea may roar, 
And foam flash up against the sky ?— 

Though waves beat madly on the shore, 
And sea fowls screaming as they fly ? 


What tho’ the stormy winds may roar 
Through forest bough and o’er the mocr, 
Or madly beat against the door, 
And pinch with cold the hapless poor? 
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Still with a shout of joyous song | 
We'll give a ringing welcome cheer : 
For shall he not be lithe and strong >— | 
This merry boy—the glad New Year, | 





THE VALUE OF PROFESSIONAL CRITICISM. 


Blind Beggar No, 2.—‘* Wair,'I Hopg Nopopy won't SAY THAT HE 
DIDNT COME INTO THE BOSINESSYZARLY ENOUGH!” 








Poltwattle’s Ballot Business. 


POLTWATTLE was an electioneeiing clerk. He took a solemn oath 
not to divulge a single incident that occurred at the election, and thus 
he keeps the oath. 

I don’t know whether the majority of the electors in that particular 
division were rulers of their homes, but I'll stake my life they were Home 
Rulers. 

Ten out of every twelve of the Hibernian voters were wrongly regis- 
tered, Twelve out of every fourteen could not read, Fourteen out of 
every sixteen could not write. O'Shaughnessy had been registered 
Shaughnessy, Donnell should have been Connell. O’Connell who was 
registered as J/acconnell came in, and did not mind agreeing to being 
the latter—but when the presiding officer wished to put the oath as 
provided by Act of Parliament, O'Connell said :—‘‘ Hwat! me shwear? 
an’ shwear Oi’m that thafe o’ the worrold Macconnell, I won’t do ut. I 
niver did shwear, an’ Oi’m —— if I will now.” And he wouldn’t, and 
he didn’t, and so his vote was lost to a saddened nation. 

One of my customers was Peter McCormick, of 124, Stroker’s Rents. 
I had **123, Stroker’s Rents” in my list, but no Peter McCormick. 
“ Well,” said that gentleman, ‘‘well, is there Alexander Delany there?” 
I said, *‘Yes,” ‘* Well, it’s the same thing, he’s dead and I've got his 
business!’? Then I put it to Mr. McC, that he could not legally vote 
for the defunct Mr. D. ‘*Whoinat?” ‘‘ Because the Ballot Act will 
not allow the personation of a voter!” ‘‘ But Oi pay his rint!” ‘But 
you can’t vote for him.” ‘‘Oi pay his rates and taxis!” ‘“* But you 
can’t vote for him!” ‘‘ Oi pay hie debts!” said the by this time infuriated 
McCormick. ‘Now, see here, sir,” said the gradually becoming 
irritated Poltwattle, ‘‘you may pay Mr, Delany’s rent, you may pay his 
taxes, you may pay his rates, you may pay his debts, you may eat his 
bread, you may drink his beer—or if a teetotaler, his lemonade or ginger- 
beer—you may drive his horse (if he had one), you may buy his business 
and even marry his widow, dut you can't vole for him! 

The way that poor disappointed elector went on, and abused the 
patient Poltwattle as if he (P.) had been instrumental in passing the 
obnoxious act was—to put it mildly—emphatic. And he leaned over 





the table and poked a fiery-hued proboscis into my face, and surrounded 
me with an odour in which the leading ingredients—whisky and tobacco 
—struggled, and not vainly, for supremacy with onions, shouted as he 
shook his fist at me, ‘‘ Now moind me! whin you come for thim taxes, 
Oi will nat pay yez!” This was my opportunity. ‘ Very well, sir. II 
you never pay any taxes until / call for them, your coin of the realm 
won't be of any vast service to the State.” 

Mr. McCormick had no soul for the beautiful in the shape of sarcasm. 
He did not see it. He only saw he had been defrauded of his vote. 

Poltwattle has never been an election clerk since, 





Sacrilege | 
[A gentleman residing at Hammersmith recently applied to the local magist ate for 
his assistance in suppressing as a nuisance two sets of people called ‘‘ The Waits,”} 
ROMANCE is dead, indeed ! 
It must be, since the Fates 
Of late decreed that one should speed 
To prosecute the “‘ waits,” 


For, oh! we read last week 
(The story agitates), 

Ot those who seek, before the beak, 
To charge the wandering ‘‘ waits,” 


That heart must be of steel 
That driveth from its gates 
The fiddle-squeal, and trumpet-peal, 
And harp-strum of the “ waits,” 
a a s * 
Yet (confidentially, mind) 
Your poet herewith states, 
He oft hath pined, and felt inclined 
To spifflicate the ‘‘ waits.” 





SHAKESPEARE FOR THE Paupers.—“ For this re/icy, much thanks,” 
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She.—** Wy, Grace SWINGWELL’S NOT DANCING, 
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A LAPSUS CALAMI. 


How CAME YOU TO MISS SUCH A CHANCE?” 


He.—**WRLL, Y'KNOW, SH®#’S SUCH A RIPPER AT REVERSING AND THAT SORT OF THING, AND I'M RATHER A DUFFER, sO I 


HADN'T THE CHREK TO ASK HER FOR A WAL1zZ.” 
[And now he wonders why she so suddenly felt tired, and could not spare him another dance, 








Barking at the G. O. M. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


WHAT awkward hindrances on those 
Who're famous doth their fame impose ! 
Whenever Mr. Gladstone goes 

Out walking ! 
A thousand wits begin to think, 
Ten thousand eyes begin to wink, 
And nobody appears to shrink 

From talking. 


They'll argue from his smallest act 

Some wild, supposititious fact ; 

From simple statements they'll extract 
Strange meanings ; 

While, when he’s mute, the Grand Old Man 

Has up his sleeve some deep, dark plan 

To topsy-turvy, if he can, 
Our leanings. 





And now—their latest freak—they seem 
To fancy that he has a scheme 
For realising Parnell’s dream, 
And helping 
The Irish Union's repeal, 
Or thereabouts, so, hot with zeal, 
No end of tongues about his heel 
Are yelping. 


Well, let them yelp with all their might, 
Since it is clearly their delight, 
It matters not, for how to bite 

They're puzzled, 
Being like chainless dogs that roam, 
Police-watched, in our streets at home, 
Able to sniff, and bark, and foam— 

But muzzled, 





ANOTHER SIGHT OF LONDON.—The St. 
Paul’s Churchyard site, 





A Stew to be In, 


WHO would not go in for this stew (Irish)? 
which the managers of the London Cottage 
Mission use such strenuous efforts to provide for 
the poor hungry children of the East End, and 
are in such a sad stew for funds to do it with. 
Surely many of.those who fare sumptuously 
every day will gladly give a dole to save those 
poor little poverty-stricken and half-starved 
waifs and strays, who so eagerly seek it, from 
losing the chance of going in for such a stew 
one day in the week (only one)! and from 
being sent empty away—put your hands in 
your purses and pay for the stew, and give lots 
to these starvelings, Give largely! Do! do! 





A TuHRATRE where seats might reasonably 
be expected to be at a premium,—The S/ana- 
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CSOOOCCOCCOSSS Newayzia” 
—Lance, 


“Invaluable im facial Neuralgia Has | ME IRCULAR PENS CAUTION.—If 
effective in all those cases in which we moana egg go mA 06048 
Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and seither scratch nor spurt, ad ition of Starch. 


ve prescribed it."—Afedieal Press. 
| the points being rounded by a new process. Six Prize Medals 
BUARANTEED PURE AND SOLUBLE. 
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JANUARY. 


Thirty-one Days. 











JULY. 


S ... 31017 24 31'X 
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Thirty-one Days. 
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“TACK AND JILL,” an Illustrated Weekly Miscell 





















FUN ALMANAC. _ 
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*A SLIDING SCALE.” 





Lo! the merry sliders sliding Fain they'd keep the pot a-boiling, 
Near the girls who skate with grace ;— Sut they often trip and fall, 
See! the men-folks keep colliding Sometimes good apparel spoiling 
In the race! As they sprawl! 


MOON SNARKING! 


Imps with the largest capital and the brains of Van- 
derbilt, with a dash of Baron Grant in them, never 
did better than this. Some said it was those infernal 
Civil Service Stores, managed by Puck, Chittabob, 
and Dusty (who ought to have given all their time to 
the public service, as some said), that spoilt trade ; 
others that the election for the Arminese Hamlets 
upset everything ; others that it was the lack of trade 
reciprocity. Hlow could you do anything when your 
foreign neighbours put 15 per cent. on your exports in 


preserved mothers-in-law’s anathemas, and you let ‘em 


run in their machine-made father’s curses free of duty ? 

There was a great meeting held. 

‘We are all ruined,” said Mr. Cobtail; ‘‘ every- 
body else flourishes and we are doing nothing. Where 
can we goto, I should like to know, to get something 
of a living.”’ The meeting was being held in an 
extant crater in the Drachenfels. The sorrowful imps 
sadly warmed their tails over the scanty beds of lava 
that were growing colder and colder. There would 
be no warmth left soon. Everything was cold and 
miserable, Suddenly a silvery light streamed into 


the moon sailing 





, 


their midst. Looking up, they saw 
overhead. 

‘* Let us go to the moon,” cned Mr. Tufthoof; ‘1 
we can’t do anything better, we can get a decent fee 
off the green cheese, and it will be pleasant sailing 
about in the stars; we'll sell all our goodwill and 
fixtures and be off.” 

Then all the assembled company twisted off all their 


| } } 


tails and took them to the nearest pawnbt ykers to ¢ 

















| the wherewithal to buy w 
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These ladies, if they copied Yankees, 
Might remark (of course ‘‘aside’’), 
‘** Neither of these men of rank is, 
Let them slide.” 





Now business was bad. The most industrious imps could do nothing. Two Exhibitions looked as small as fig boxes; the railways might have been lines of 
per cent. if you could get it; one per cent. to get it, and think yourself lucky, tape; the gorgeous electric lights were dim as farthing dips. 


‘*There’s nothing like change,” said Mr. Tufthoof ; 
‘*T hate going on in the old slow way. No trade at 
all is better than bad trade.” 

Well, when they got up to the moon, for a time at 
least, they went it high. They cut away at the green 
cheese, they made a car and fastened it to the moon, 
and had no end of larks among the stars. 

** We have got it all to ourselves,” they all cried, 

**T shouldn't be too sure about that,” remarked an 
aged imp, whom they had worried into going with 
them. 

As he spoke they saw a number of small objects 
coming towards them from the earth. 

‘* These, ’ said the old sage, ‘‘are imps who were 
worse off than we were, and as they couldn’t pay 
their rent, have come to shoot the moon.” 

Then the new comers came clambering up the sides 
of the planet, and sent the others flying headlong into 
space. ane 

MorAL.—Do not think that trade’s so bad but 
what it might be worse. Do not goin for romantic 
changes— things that look fair—like Fair Trade. Do 
not think that protection will answer, and you can 
keep any good thing all yourself. If so, other hard-up 
creatures will stand at nothing to kick you out of your 


Old ‘Fun’s” Foretellings.—January. 


OLp FwN, who is a sound and truthful seer, 
Will herein give predictions for the year— 
(so the planets show) 
1 Twelfth Day, and some rain and snow ! 
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IN VINO VERITAS. 


Ilost.—‘‘ Now, Admiral, don’t be afraid of the wine.” 
ADMIRAL.—‘* Ah! but if I get seas over, I shan’t be able to steer homeward.” 
Host.—‘‘ Oh, you can t hurt if you keep to the e port: a 


Old “ Fun’s” Foretellings.— February—March—April. 





‘TRE SEASONS. 
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IN February—so the stars divulge— | IN March, OLD Fun predicts there will be gales, | April, mayhap, will test your gingham’s pow'rs ; ; 
Young folks in amorous tokens will indulge. | To upset e’en pedestrians hard as nails ; | For stars point out that there’ll be many show’rs ; 
FUN also learneth from each orb that shines, | And Saturn showeth that on Lady Day, And if the Milky Way hath said aright, 

These pretty things may be called ‘‘ Valentines.” Householi lers their first h quesien® s rent should pay! The Sun will now begin to look r more rei 
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FUN ALMANAC. 
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Capt, MASHERTON.—‘! By Jove, Lady Loo, what a charming picture you and Lady Mary would make,—and a splendidly mounted one, too!’ 
LAapy Loo —‘‘ In an artistic mood, aren’t you?” 
Lapy MAry.—‘‘ Of course, he’s just been drawing a cover with the pack, and 7?’s sketching.’ 


’ 


Old “Fun’s” Foretellings.—May—June—July. 


OLD FUN predicts that in the month of May IN June, the weather (pray forget it not), Now, in July, ’twere well, perhaps, to know, 
The flowers will open—also the R.A. ; Will probably begin to grow quite hot ; The weather will (says VENUS) warmer grow ; 
And ‘‘Chummies ” will be merry, he foretells— And on the 24th, if stars tell true, And Fun (who as a seer hath renown), 

All this he gathers from his stellar spells. You'll find another quarter’s rent come due ! Foretells that some one will go out of town, 








THE SEASONS. 
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GOING HOMHB TO LOVE IN A COTTAGE. 


Tuis is the very spot where the Snorkers held a pic-nic, and only just six months ago, too, Oh! didn’t all the unmarried ladies cry out in one 
voice, ‘I could live in such a charming place for ever, if only——” (and here they sighed tenderly), This is the very spot where, at the self- 
same pic-nic, Tilbury Pawkins plighted his troth to Amelia Softispoon, Now they are married, and Amelia has begun trying to live in the 
5 = place ” for ever, and Pawkins is going home to a damp cottage, cold meat and pickles, and a rheumatic wife as blithely as a newly- 
m irried man should, 
































































ARTLE3S AMARYLLIS. 


(A LITTLE LOVE STORY,) 


One glance at that sweet carte, She wired reply—‘*‘ Art thou a fearless horseman ? 
enclosed herewith, If not, I cannot entertain thine offer?” 

Will serve to prove the radiant 
loveliness 


To buy a horse, and eke the needful_trappings 
Of Amaryllis Ardbayke, aged Was but the work of half an hour or so ” oii 
era Then, looking in the famed FuN ALMANAC 
Ah! do but note her eyes, her) (Unequalled for predictions and for 








lips, her nose, p | dates), 
Her damask cheek— which words | Found ’twas now that Hunting should 
would failto paint. begin. 
In — of fact, when ladies paint So, getting somebody tohelp him mount, 
their cheeks, __ . | Full soon he wobbled towards the hunt- 
They manage it with something | _jng-field. =. 
else than words ; : |For why? He knew that She would ¥ 
But Amaryllis scornéd to invest ride to hounds, 
Her a complexion with artistic | And fondly pictured her on horseback 
merit : : seated, 
Because, for sooth, it coloured | And thought of the soft nothings he 
was by Nature. [Nature. would whisper ; 
Fair Amaryllis was a child of | When, suddenly, his horse’s back he 
ie : uitted ; 
And Brilkins, who was rich, and The steed propelled him o’er a iaggéd 
was a neighbour, : fence, 
Was also, I have heard, a child| Head first into a darksome, dampsome 
: of Nature. | ditch ; 
Y first sight, as it appeareth at | And there he lay—in pieces—all forlorn ! 
This youthful twain were not at all related ; : | : 
And 80 it chanced that Brilkins loved her, | Christmas bad dawned ere he, the 
And often would he peep from his front parlour, battered Brilkins, Ae 
What time she dashed away on her roan horse, | Was joined together in one piece again ; Maney 
aie : And then he found sweet Amaryllis wedded 
4.non he sent a lannergram, as | 


thus- 7 Unto a brave and bare-backed circus-rider. 




















FUN ALMANAC. 
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TOO GREAT A TRIAL. 


** A suggestion has again been made in Ireland to carry out Mr, Davitt’s plan and boycott the public houses,’ 








The Taste The Last Struggle. 
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FUN ALMANAC. 
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SOME PASSING QUHSTIONS FOR OUR NEXT PARLIAMENT. 








CALENDAR OF FARMING 
OPERATIONS. 


JANUARY.—Begin the year well by thrashing 
your youngsters. Beet your dairy cows thoroughly 
every day ; if the butter is too rich for the London 
market in consequence, mix it up with butterine. 
Impregnate chaff with wit.—FesRuARY.—Haul 
corn to market, ‘‘corn up ” carefully there, and bring 
back superphosphate, decaying bones, fish manure, 
and a new bonnet for your wife. Keep the bonnet 
apart from the cther articles mentioned, during your 
journey home.—MARCH.—See your stock in every 
night, and fatten your calves with wadding, if they 
are thin. Avoid rolling home and trying to plant 
samples of potatoes in bed,—-APpr1L.—Feed on man- 
golds and silage if you choose, but masticate them 
well, as they are not easy of digestion. Sow carrots 
and mustard, and prepare for crops of boiled beef 
and pickled pork.—May.—Scatter buck-wheat, 
collect dough, set currants in it, and bake to liking. 
Fill up spare time by writing lies to the papers 
about  eduote,--J Ona. — Wes towards the end of 
this month. Sheep should be dipped earlier. Single 
out carrots, and abuse those that look weak. 
Go wool-gathering, and scribble poems about snowy 































fleeces that in reality are the colour of elephants’ | 
breath. Watch potato plots closely, and find out | 
what they are hatching.—JuLY.—Feed sheep on_ 
cabbages, and pet lambson poached eggsand spinach. | 
Inform your mother-in-law that hydrophobia has | 
broken out among your dogs.—AuGustT.—Cut corn | 
when fit, discharge labourers subject to fits. Cart 

grain-stacks with all dispatch, but don’t over-tax your | 
strength when it goes against the grain. Cleanse 

your stubble, and have a shave.—SEPTEMBER.— | 
Continue harvesting your income. Turn pigs to 

stubble, to bacon, to black-puddings, or to money. | 
OcTOBER.—Dairy cows require change of pasture, 

milk may now be well thinned out with ‘“‘ Simpson.” | 
Lest the cattle should be upset in their minds when, 

** The horn of the hunter is heard on the hill,” stuff | 
plenty of wool in their ears.—NOvEMBER.—Make 

cider and perry—for your friends. Stick to Mumm’s 

dry champagne yourself. Sleep a great deal during 

the day ; when you wake whack your thrashers for 

idleness, — DECEMBER. — Sow wheat in open | 
weather; directly it shows signs of closing—shut | 
up! Have a warm bath. Go to the cattle show 
and take your cups—silver cups of course. And 
don’t forget your Christmas cheer, smoking roast, 
and home-brewed beer. 


Old “Fun’s” Fortellings—August— 
Sept.—Oct.—Nov.—Dec. 


In August, oysters will be seen, no doubt ; 
And grouse will on the moors now hop about ; 
Then talkative M.P’s will cease to prate, 

And hurry north to go and shoot in state. 


The bird they call the Partridge will in Sept.— 

By skilful marksmen from its lairs be swept ; 

And (unless the stars lead GRAND OLD FUN astray,) 
At Michaelmas more rent you’ll have to pay. 


In Oct., as various planets have foretold, 

The weather will at times seem somewhat cold ; 
And (unless his favourite star a falsehood weaves) ; 
FUN rather thinks the trees will shed some leaves, 


Fun, after studying many a star, has found, 

That fogs may in November much abound ; 

And he foretells (let this cause no surprise), 

There'll be a Lord Mayor’s Show, and things called 
** Guys.” 


Foreteller FUN now his prediction ends, — 
And allow him to point out to you, my friends, 
You'll on the 25th find Christmas cheer— 














| While the 31st will, maybe, end the year. 
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Caution ‘ ‘ 


HARTMAN NI’S 
WOOD WOOL 
DIAPERS, 


INDISPENSABLE FOR LADIES TRAVELLING. 


The British Medical Fournal, Sept. 5, 188s, says :—“ Hartmann's Wood Wool Dia- 
rior to the ordinary cotton wool 
or ordered of every Ladies’ Outfitter and Draper throughout the world. 
or sample packages of one dozen at 2s. 34., or six dozen at 12s. 64. 

Post from the Sole Consignees for the United Kingdom and British Colonies 
A. ESSINGER & ©0O0., Wholesale Depot only, 11, Hatton Garden. London. E.C 

Wholesale Agents~BAYER @ 00., 31, London Wall, E.C. ; SMART, BLACK & OO.. 32. London Wal E.C 


Tt is the most perfect EMOLLIENT 
MILK for preserving and beautifying 
the Skin ever produced. It soon 
renders it SOFT, SMOOTH, and 
WHITE. Entirely removes and 
revents all Roughness, Redness, 

ps, Irritation, and preserves 
the skin from the etiects of exposure 
to Frost, Cold, Wind, or Hard 
Water. No lady who values her 
COMPLEXION should ever be with- 
out it,as it is Invaluable at all 
Seasons of the Year fur keeping the 
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Skin Soft and Blooming. Sottics 1/-, 
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Gl I 
4 1/9, and 2/6, of all Chemists and Per-| 
& } lakers, M. BEETHAM 
ene AND SOR hemists, Cheltenham 
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